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INTRODUCTION. 


DURING  the  progress  of  a protracted  indisposition,  which 
(although  it  permitted  me  in  some  degree  to  attend  to  the 
ordinary  business  of  life)  brought  with  it  continually  the 
gravest  monitions  of  decay;  when  pin  after  pin  of  the 
tabernacle  was  loosing,  and  the  taking  down  of  the  whole 
seemed  often  near  at  hand ; when  I was  sometimes  ready 
to  say  with  Hezekiah,  11 1 shall  go  to  the  gates  of  the 
grave,  I am  deprived  of  the  residue  of  my  years and 
while  learning  gradually  but  surely  that  “ all  on  earth  is 
shadow,  all  beyond  is  substance,”  I surrendered  my  heart  to 
the  habitual  contemplation  of  the  world  beyond  the  grave : 
I was  graciously  directed  to  a closer  study  of  The  Book 
best  suited  for  the  hour  of  affliction,  and  to  that  knowledge 
in  which  the  diligent  and  anxious  student  will  ever  find 
a stay  and  support  when  all  other  knowledge  fails;  and 
in  suffering  and  in  solitude  the  promises  of  the  Gospel, 
delivering  me  from  the  bondage  of  fear,  became  the  strong 
foundation  of  my  hope,  and  the  sure  resting-place  of  my 
soul. 

While,  however,  clinging  to  the  Bible,  and  thankfully 
acknowledging  its  Divine  and  infinite  superiority  over  all 
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other  writings,  still  (using  the  words  of  another)  “ I could 
reverence  books,  for  if  good  and  true,  they  are  the  message 
of  Christ,  the  Maker  of  all  things,  the  Teacher  of  all  truth 
and  with  such  feelings  and  such  convictions,  through  many 
a weary  hour  of  restlessness  and  pain,  I solaced  myself  in 
their  silent  society,  and  in  the  presence  (felt  though  un- 
seen) of  the  best,  the  greatest,  and  the  wisest  of  our  race. 
As  time  wore  on,  the  tutelage  of  suffering  producing  a 
larger  and  more  extended  sympathy,  I felt  a strong 
desire  to  offer  to  others  something  of  the  comfort  I had 
myself  derived  from  the  companionship  of  my  silent  ac- 
quaintance, and  I gathered  together  a few  of  the  passages 
I had  treasured  and  transcribed,  with  a view  of  presenting 
a small  volume  to  my  friends,  and  for  the  use  of  any 
within  my  reach,  whose  condition  or  circumstances  might 
seem  to  require  comfort  and  consolation.  Before  doing 
this,  however,  I took  counsel  with  one,  now  lost  and  ever 
lamented,  (I  allude  to  the  late  Bishop  of  Chester) ; and 
after  looking  through  the  manuscripts,  while  approving  my 
intention,  he  suggested  to  me  the  enlargement  of  the  book 
with  a view  to  a wider  circulation  than  I had  contemplated  ; 
and  my  experience  of  his  consideration,  and  my  confidence 
in  his  judgment,  led  me  to  adopt  his  opinion  and  follow 
his  advice. 

The  lines  which  accompany  the  Introduction  are  simply 
a translation  as  it  were  into  language,  of  thoughts  which 
were  ever  present  to  my  mind,  and  were  written  but  to 
relieve  by  mental  occupation  the  monotony  of  confinement 
and  the  weariness  of  pain. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


INTRODUCTION. 


IX 


The  extracts  I trust  will  generally  be  found  in  accord- 
ance with  the  title,  and  if  a few  appear  otherwise,  I hope 
that  they  will  be  excused  for  the  sake  of  their  companions. 
With  regard  to  the  volume  generally,  I venture  to  add 
an  extract  from  an  old  author,  who,  in  his  introduction  to 
a book  somewhat  similar  in  aim  and  character,  writes  and 
addresses  his  readers  as  follows: 

“ This  present  work  may  not  unfitly  be  termed  a Garden, 
wherein  whosoever  takes  a daily  walk,  may  gather  in  the 
several  beds  thereof  those  wholesome  flowers  and  herbs, 
which  being  distilled  by  serious  meditation,  will  prove 
water  of  life  to  a fainting  spirit.  In  some  he  shall  find 
instruction ; in  some,  incitation ; in  others,  consolation ; in 
all,  profit.  Here  thou  shalt  find  that  Lethale  Gourd 
sprung  up  by  Adam  his  transgression,  that  makes  all 
his  posterity  cry  out  ‘There  is  death  in  the  pot.’  Here 
thou  mayest  gather  herbs  of  Grace,  as  a counter-poyson 
against  the  malignity  of  death : in  a third  there  is  the 
spiritual  Heliotropium,  opening  with  joy  to  the  Sun  of 
Righteousness,  the  hope  of  a blessed  Resurrection.  Do 
the  glittering  shows  of  outward  things  make  thee  begin 
to  over-fancy  them  ? here  thou  shall  find  how  little  they 
will  avail  in  death  ; the  consideration  whereof  will  make 
them  like  that  precious  stone,  which  being  put  into  the 
mouth  of  a dead  man  loseth  its  virtue.  Art  thou  over- 
burthened  with  afflictions  ? here  thou  art  supported  in  the 
expectation  of  *a  far  more  exceeding  weight  of  glory.’ 
Art  thou  ready  to  faint  under  thy  labours  ? here  thou  shalt 
find  a time  of  rest  and  of  re-appearing.  Doth  the  time 
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seem  over-long  that  thy  patience  begins  to  flag  ? here  thou 
hast  a promise  of  thy  Saviour’s  speedy  coming.  In  a word, 
be  thy  estate  and  condition  what  it  will  be,  here  thou 
mayest  have  both  directions  to  guide  thee  and  comforts 
to  support  thee  in  thy  journey  on  earth,  till  thou  arrive 
at  thy  Country  in  Heaven. 

“Therefore  take  it  in  good  worth;  improve  it  for  the 
good  of  thy  Soul ; that  being  armed  and  prepared  for 
death  when  it  shall  approach,  thou  mayest  have  no  more 
to  do  but  to  die,  and  mayest  end  thy  days  in  a stedfast 
assurance  that  thy  “sins  shall  be  blotted  out,  when  the 
times  of  refreshing  shall  come  from  the  presence  of  the 
Lord.’” 
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MY  FRIENDS. 

Oft  as  the  twilight  shadows  fall, 

The  rays  of  daylight  scarcely  spent, 

And  books  and  pictured  ornament 
Hang  undistinguished  on  the  wall ; 

Ere  yet  my  old  attendant  brings 

The  evening  lamp,  and  through  the  gloom 
Which  fills  my  solitary  room, 

No  voice  of  friend  or  kinsman  rings ; 

Musing  upon  the  past,  I trace 

In  fancy,  ’mid  the  shadows  grey, 

Some  friendly  form  long  past  away, 

The  lineaments  of  some  loved  face : 

The  dear  old  greetings  meet  my  ear, 

The  welcome  hand  I seek  to  grasp, 

But  ere  I feel  the  answering  clasp, 

The  noiseless  phantoms  disappear. 

They  disappear, — the  sainted  dead 

May  be  around  and  with  me  still : 

I feel  at  times  an  inward  thrill 
Of  some  strong  feeling,  free  from  dread, 

A thought  that  by  my  side  may  stand 
The  good,  the  gentle,  and  the  wise, 
Bending  on  me  their  loving  eyes, 

And  pointing  to  the  Spirit-land. 
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Not  lost,  not  lost,  but  gone  before, 

Though  worlds  uncounted  intervene, 
Love  piercing  through  the  far  unseen 
Looks  onward  to  the  evermore, 

And  longs,  aye  deeply  longs  to  be 
Again  and  ever  with  the  blest, 

Who  in  their  shining  garments  drest 
Unwearied  vigil  keep  for  me. 

Yes,  still  in  loving  watch  they  stand, 

Still  wait,  till  those  they  left  behind, 

Led  safely  through  the  waters,  find 
Firm  footing  on  the  heavenly  strand. 

Then,  as  around  the  gates  of  gold 

They  throng  to  meet  them,  angels  share 
The  joy  of  ransomed  souls,  as  there 
Friends  welcome  in  the  friends  of  old. 

No  cherubim  with  flaming  sword 

And  frowning  aspect  guard  the  way, 

But  voices  sweet  are  heard  to  say, 
“Come  in,  ye  blessed  of  the  Lord.” 


The  vision  fades.  I turn  from  those 
O’er  whom  I long  and  sadly  wept, 
Till  faith  revived  and  sorrow  slept, 
As  hopes  of  endless  union  rose : 

And  clinging  still  to  kindred  clay, 

I greet  the  few  that  with  me  still 
Wait  till  it  be  God’s  holy  will 
To  call  us  one  by  one  away. 
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Anxious  I watch  the  opening  door 

That  lets  some  old  companion  in ; 

Sigh  when  he  leaves  me,  then  begin 
To  reckon  up  old  friends  once  more; 

And  count  with  somewhat  of  the  pride 
Felt  in  the  sunny  days  of  old, 

The  remnant  of  these  hearts  of  gold, 

And  press  them  closer  to  my  side : 

And  in  the  midst  of  severed  ties, 

With  wounded  spirit,  broken  health, 

I value  more  and  more  the  wealth 
That  in  their  old  attachment  lies. 


Friends  too  I claim  of  high  degree, 

Friends  by  unaltered  kindness  proved, 
Whom,  far  indeed  from  me  removed 
By  rank  and  state,  I seldom  see. 

But  when  through  circumstance  or  chance 
The  welcome  meeting  has  occurred, 

I oft  recal  each  courteous  word, 

Long  think  of  every  pleasant  glance. 

And  as  my  grateful  mind  they  share, 
Spuming  servility,  I boast, 

Woven  with  all  I value  most, 

Their  names  are  deeply  graven  there ; 

With  memories  of  many  a debt 
Acknowledged  freely  years  ago, 

Debts  I am  still  content  to  owe, 
Favours  I never  can  forget. 
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And  now  when  all  ambition  dies, 

And  wealth  would  bring  but  weariness ; 
While  needing  it  perhaps  the  less, 

I but  the  more  their  kindness  prize. 


And  you,  my  old  associates,  bent 

By  time  or  toil,  companions  tried, 

With  whom  I’ve  laboured  side  by  side 

Since  first  I knew  what  labour  meant ; 

Faithful  and  true,  I warmly  press 

Your  honest  hands  again  in  mine, 
Feeling,  though  life  and  strength  decline, 

A glow  of  youthful  eagerness, 

As  earnestly  I seek  to  shew 
How  gratefully  I recognize 
Old  service,  and  how  much  I prize 

The  loyal  friends  of  years  ago. 

Those  bygone  years,  they  tell  us  still 
That  soon  employer  and  employed 
Must  pass  away,  and  leave  a void 

For  other  labourers  to  fill. 

Then  let  no  harsh  unkindly  word 

Be  spoken,  let  our  every  thought 
In  golden  links  of  love  be  wrought ; 

That  when  the  solemn  call  is  heard, 

When  ceases  labour,  care,  and  pain, 

Life’s  long  and  weary  voyage  o’er, 

Gladly  upon  the  heavenly  shore, 

Old  comrades,  we  may  meet  again. 
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My  friends,  my  friends,  or  high  or  low, 

Or  rich  or  poor,  alike  we  tread 
The  path  which  leads  us  where  the  dead 
In  their  last  garments  lie  below. 

Soon  must  we  leave  the  toil,  the  strife, 

The  struggle  or  for  wealth  or  power, 

With  all  that  gilds  the  passing  hour, 

The  pomp  and  pageantry  of  life. 

The  priceless  value  of  the  soul 

More  clearly  then  will  be  revealed, 

As  wave  on  wave,  sins  long  concealed, 
Upon  the  shrinking  conscience  roll. 

The  services  on  which  we  lean 
Complacently  and  calmly  now, 

When  the  dark  shadow  clouds  the  brow, 
May  fail  us  in  the  closing  scene. 

The  empty  form  of  godliness, 

Void  of  its  power,  unblest  and  vain, 

Will  not  alleviate  the  pain 
Of  death's  exceeding  bitterness. 

Then  let  us  haste  with  earnest  care 

To  trim  our  lamps — the  time  draws  nigh; 
Soon  may  we  hear  the  startling  cry, 

The  Bridegroom  comes — prepare,  prepare ! 

Prepare  to  meet  the  Judge,  to  leave 
Kindred  and  friends,  to  stand  alone 
Unclothed  before  the  Great  White  Throne, 
The  final  sentence  to  receive. 

To  listen  to  the  awful  word 

‘‘Depart” — or  blessed  sound,  to  hear 
The  Saviour’s  welcome  : “ Come  ye  here, 
And  dwell  with  Me,  your  risen  Lord.” 
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MY  BROTHER. 

Once  more  the  joyous  Christmas  eve 

Returns,  when  friends  and  kinsfolk  greet, 
And  hands  long  parted  gladly  meet, 

The  holly-bough  again  to  weave. 

And  underneath  the  misletoe 

The  shout  of  merry  laughter  rings ; 
Hushed  when  some  old  companion  sings 
The  well-loved  song  of  years  ago. 

The  cup  goes  round,  the  log  of  Yule 

Bums  brightly,  ancient  games  are  played, 
Whilst  sober  matron,  gentle  maid, 

Gay  youths,  and  children  freed  from  school, 

Dance  gaily  till  the  night  has  flown, 

To  mingle  with  the  nights  gone  by, 

Age  looking  kindly  on,  while  I 
Sit  by  my  silent  hearth  alone, 

Watching  the  embers  faintly  play, 

Until  the  deep-toned  midnight  chime 
Brings  to  my  heart  again  the  time 
Of  carol  and  sweet  roundelay. 

By  ancient  habit  moved,  I turn 

A moment  from  the  gloom  within 
To  let  the  starlight  Christmas  in, 

And  pausing  on  the  threshold,  yearn 
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O’er  those  with  whom  each  Christmas  eve 
The  hours  passed  by  with  heart-felt  mirth, 
Till  they  were  taken  from  the  earth, 

And  I was  left  alone — to  grieve : 

Alone ! But  I must  not  repine, 

Though  merry  nights  and  days  be  o’er, 
And  in  the  pride  of  life  no  more 
Gay  garlands  I may  seek  to  twine. 

Lonely  although  my  home  may  be, 

I’ve  many,  many  blessings  still: 

Not  least  the  love  and  warm  good-will 
Which  you,  my  Brother,  bear  to  me. 


From  tower  and  ancient  belfry  die 
The  echoes,  die  the  city  chimes : 

Die  not  the  memories  of  old  times, 

The  thoughts  of  happier  hours  gone  by. 

Kinsfolk  may  fail  me,  friends  grow  cold; 

The  shadows  of  the  past,  more  true, 

An  ever  faithful  retinue, 

Desert  me  not  as  I grow  old. 

In  spring,  and  when  the  summer  flowers 
Glowing  with  perfumed  beauty  smile, 

They  silently  attend  me  while 
I loiter  through  the  sunny  hours. 

And  when,  with  interest  renewed, 

Through  the  long  winter  nights  I read 
The  books  we  loved,  I little  heed 
My  loneliness  and  solitude. 

b 
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I feel  their  presence  when  the  night 

Draws  round  the  folds  of  sweet  repose, 
And  as  my  waking  eyes  unclose 
To  welcome  the  returning  light, 

While  gratefully  with  bended  knee 

And  thankful  heart  I humbly  pray 
For  grace  and  guidance  through  the  day, 
Their  unseen  influence  strengthens  me. 


But  though  unchangeably  I cling 
In  loving  memory  to  the  dead, 
Regardlessly  I would  not  tread 
Life’s  daily  path  of  suffering; 

Nor  with  unsympathising  eye, 

With  niggard  hand  and  pulse  unstirred, 
Pass  carelessly  without  a word 
The  sorrows  that  around  me  lie. 

To  ball  and  banquet  disinclined, 

Wealth  and  distinction  undesired, 

I’ve  found  within  the  life  retired 
Enough  to  satisfy  the  mind. 

And  the  rude  stroke  that  rent  the  chain 
Which,  longing  oft  to  cast  away, 

I bore  through  many  a weary  day 
A stranger’s  welfare  to  maintain, 

Severed  an  uncongenial  tie 

Which  fettered  me  with  thankless  care, 
And  moving  freely  now,  where’er 
My  better  inclinations  lie, 
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While  shrinking  from  the  world’s  parade, 

And  stealing  from  the  heated  press, 

I find  new  friends  where’er  distress 
And  want  their  sad  abode  have  made. 

And  though  but  little  power  be  mine, 

Kind  words  at  least  I may  dispense, 

And  having  won  their  confidence, 

May  pour  the  healing  oil  and  wine. — 

And  often,  too,  a tender  thrill 

Of  pleasure  moves  me,  as  I steal 
In  thought  to  those  for  whom  I feel 
Affection  unabated  still. 

So  when  again  the  Christmas-time 

Arrived,  and  bells  rang  in  the  mom, 

And  hymns  of  peace  divine  were  borne 
Mingling  with  their  melodious  chime, 

While  floating  on  the  air,  the  streams 

Of  sound  passed  on,  my  heart  was  stirred, 
As  blended  with  their  tones  I heard 
Your  voice,  my  Brother,  in  my  dreams. 


Yes,  as  my  wandering  thoughts,  controlled 
By  old  affection,  rested  there 
Where  in  thanksgiving,  praise,  and  prayer 
Gathered  the  pastor  and  his  fold ; 

In  reverie  I saw  a light 

Illuminate  the  sacred  fane, 

While  from  The  Book  that  voice  again 
Read  how  the  shepherds  in  the  night 
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Heard  tidings  of  great  joy,  and  then 
Angelic  voices  fill  the  sky, 

Their  chorus,  Praise  to  God  on  high, 
Peace  and  good  will  on  earth  to  men. 

But  while  the  Church,  on  solemn  days 
Of  high  and  holy  festival, 

May  on  her  faithful  servants  call 
For  sweeter  hymns  and  louder  praise; 

He  who  the  Lord  hath  set  apart, 

Not  with  the  lips  alone  to  preach, 

But  daily  by  his  life  to  teach 
The  truths  deep  seated  in  his  heart; 

He  every  day  doth  solemnise, 

As  on  his  Master’s  work  intent, 

His  willing  steps  are  ever  bent 
Where’er  his  Christian  duty  lies. 

Whether  that  duty  lie  within 

Close  city  streets,  where  seldom  smile 
The  sunbeams,  or  in  alleys  vile, 

Foul  haunts  of  wretchedness  and  sin; 

Or  though  his  labours  be  confined 
To  district  rude  and  hamlet  poor, 

He  dignifies  the  life  obscure 
By  purity  of  life  and  mind. 

And  whether  called  ’midst  wealth  and  pride, 
Or  poverty,  the  cross  to  bear, 

To  him  it  little  matters  where, 

So  that  his  Lord  be  glorified. 
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Honoured  and  highly  prized  be  those, 

Fervent  as  Peter,  bold  as  Paul, 

Who  in  their  Master  finding  all, 

Seek  not  for  riches  or  repose; 

But  gaud  and  gain  alike  resist, 

And,  to  their  holy  calling  true, 

Go  forth  from  house  to  house  to  do 
The  work  of  an  evangelist. 

Devoted  to  their  work  they  move 

Through  scenes  where  sin  and  sorrow  fling 
Their  shadows ; blessing,  as  they  bring 
The  message  of  a Saviour’s  love. 

Diseases  may  defile  the  air 

In  cottage  chambers  close  and  low, 

But  with  unfaltering  step  they  go 
In  faith,  and  carry  comfort  there. 

And  when  I hear  sweet  voices  raise 

The  household  hymn,  when  oaths  give  place 
To  loving  words,  their  steps  I trace, 

And  join  the  song  of  love  and  praise. 


No  hireling  thou,  while  some  have  slept, 
With  faith  diminished,  zeal  gone  cold, 
You,  my  dear  Brother,  o’er  the  fold 
True  watch  and  ward  have  ever  kept. 

Not  resting  in  the  work  alone 

Of  desk  or  pulpit,  you  have  taught 
The  truth  in  cottage  homes,  and  sought 
In  wayside  paths  to  make  it  known  : 
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And  with  affections  purified 

From  worldly  dross  and  selfish  aim, 

Seek  still  the  wanderer  to  reclaim 
Ere  closes  in  the  even-tide. 

Soon  may  our  earthly  labours  cease, 

It  may  be  but  a little  while, 

And  death  will  as  an  angel  smile, 

And  lead  us  to  the  land  of  peace. 

And  when  for  ever  laid  aside 

The  garments  of  the  flesh,  may  we 
Jerusalem  the  golden  see 
Come  down  prepared  as  a bride. 

Together  may  we  then  behold 

The  gates  of  pearl,  the  jewelled  gleam 
On  walls  and  battlements,  the  stream 
As  crystal  clear,  the  streets  of  gold ; 

And  hear  the  voice  of  Seraphim, 

With  saints  and  martyrs  clothed  in  white, 
Of  Gentile  and  of  Israelite, 

Raise  jubilant  the  choral  hymn. 

Then  may  we  recognise  again 

Friends  long  departed  ’midst  the  throng, 
And  sing  the  everlasting  song, 

Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
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MY  NEIGHBOURHOOD. 

With  feeble  step  I traverse  still 

Slowly  the  suburb’s  ancient  street, 
Where  in  the  sultry  noonday’s  heat, 

In  mom’s  fresh  beauty,  evening’s  chill, 

I hurried  each  successive  day 

Through  long,  laborious,  anxious  years, 
Moved  by  alternate  hopes  and  fears, 
The  chequered  game  of  life  to  play. 

And  while  with  frequent  pause  I stand 
In  meditation  grave,  I think 
How  rapidly  I near  the  brink 
Of  the  dark  stream  and  silent  land. 

That  silent  land  where  many  a one 

Whom  once  it  was  my  lot  to  know, 
Noble  or  craftsman,  friend  or  foe, 

In  shadowed  march  have  long  since  gone. 

’Tis  fifty  years  since  first  I made 

My  home  within  the  suburb’s  bound, 
And  life  has  nearly  run  its  round 
Through  many  a change  of  sun  and  shade. 

Spring  buds  and  summer  flowers  have  fled, 
Sere  autumn  hastens  to  its  close, 

And  winter  with  its  dark  repose 
Will  pillow  soon  my  weary  head. 
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The  poor  remains  will  then  once  more, 

Girt  with  the  trappings  of  decay, 

Be  slowly  moved  with  plumed  array 
Through  the  old  streets  they  paced  before : 

While  poor  and  humble  friends,  with  whom 
Kind  salutations  daily  passed, 

As  from  their  doors  they  look  their  last, 
Will  feel  a transient  sense  of  gloom. 

And  tears  upon  some  well-loved  face 
Will  glisten  as  the  priest  shall  say 
The  farewell  words,  and  hirelings  lay 
The  body  in  its  resting-place. 


“ My  neighbourhood !w  how  closely  cling 
The  heart’s  affections  round  that  word ; 
How  are  the  languid  pulses  stirred 
As  memories  long  hidden  bring 

Once  more  upon  the  mental  eye 

The  mellowed  light  of  that  sweet  prime, 
When  life  had  no  regrets,  and  time 
Swept  lightly  and  unheeded  by: 

When  hope’s  unclouded  lustre  streamed 
On  all  the  common  things  of  earth, 

And  pebbles  poor  and  little  worth, 

With  all  the  diamond’s  splendour  gleamed. 

Still  through  the  same  old  streets  I range, 
The  ancient  thoroughfares  I pace, 

And  every  step  I sadly  trace 
The  foot-prints  of  decay  and  change. 
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And  while,  as  in  the  days  of  old, 

On  roof  and  spire  the  sunbeams  play, 
I think  of  households  passed  away, 
And  friends  beneath  the  silent  mould. 

Still  by  some  neighbouring  door  I stand, 
Although  I may  no  longer  see 
The  look  of  welcome  greeting  me, 

Nor  feel  the  pressure  of  the  hand ; 

With  mingled  feelings,  strangely  blent, 
Half-murmuring  and  half-resigned, 

I ever  bear  the  dead  in  mind, 

One  above  all  pre-eminent : 

My  neighbour; — free  from  all  pretence, 

But  Christian  still  in  life  and  creed, 
True  gentleman  in  thought  and  deed, 
Friend  in  the  best  and  largest  sense. 

I loved  him,  though  his  real  worth 
I felt  not  fully,  knew  not  all 
The  love  I bore  him,  till  the  pall 
Dropped  from  my  hand,  as  in  the  earth 

We  gently  laid  him  down  to  rest, 

While  men  of  every  rank  and  shade 
Their  reverential  tribute  paid, 

As  round  the  open  grave  they  pressed. 

And  in  that  large  assembly  lay 
One  feeling  only,  that  of  grief, 

That  one  in  civic  action  chief, 

And  all  good  works  had  passed  away. 
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But  while  the  public  grief  I shared, 

I felt  the  private  sorrow  more; 

And  even  yet  I ponder  o’er 
What  might  have  been,  had  he  been  spared. 

And  often  as  I sit  awhile 

With  those  he  loved,  a sense  of  pain 
Arises  as  I seek  in  vain 
The  old,  approving,  gentle  smile. 

Host  ever  genial,  welcome  guest, 

I miss  his  conversation  stored 
With  all  that  graced  the  social  board, 
Wisdom  and  wit,  and  harmless  jest ; 

I miss  him  on  the  garden  slope, 

Where,  as  the  summer  sun  went  down, 
Dismissed  the  gossip  of  the  town, 

And  things  of  petty  aim  and  scope, 

Thought  springing  up  without  design, 

Answered  to  thought  in  loving  speech, 
His  the  unstudied  power  to  teach, 

The  learner’s  lower  province  mine. 

And  when  too  oft  in  doubting  mood, 
Despondingly  I spoke  of  ill, 

With  unadvised  lips  he  still, 

With  larger  faith  and  hope  imbued, 

In  gentle  accents  chided  me, 

(Methinks  I hear  those  accents  yet,) 
And  led  me  to  Mount  Olivet, 

To  Pilate’s  hall  and  Calvary, 

And  bade  me  cast  all  doubts  aside, 

And  resting  on  the  truth  of  God, 

Cling  to  the  promise,  kiss  the  rod, 

And  think  but  of  the  Lamb  who  died. 
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My  Neighbour! — let  us  not  confine 

That  word  within  the  narrow  bound 
Of  happy  homes  and  households  round, 
Or  with  the  multitude  assign 

Its  meaning  but  to  hall  and  bower, 

Or  to  the  few  who,  high  in  place 
And  foremost  in  life’s  eager  race, 

Have  gained  distinction,  wealth,  and  power. 

Who  is  my  Neighbour? — what  the  test 
Of  fitness? — with  the  question  lie 
The  gracious  words  of  Christ’s  reply, 
Words  ever  wisest,  truest,  best; 

They  point  us  not  to  mansions  fair, 

Where  fortune  smiles  and  hearts  are  gay, 
But  rather  where  the  light  of  day 
Reveals  the  walls  and  rafters  bare 

Of  chambers  where  disease  and  pain 
And  squalid  want  surround  the  bed, 
Where  sorrow  lays  an  aching  head, 

And  sighs  and  seeks  for  rest  in  vain. 

And  while  indignantly  we  read 

How  Priest  and  Levite  turned  aside, 

May  we  in  loving  faith  provide 
The  balm  our  neighbour’s  wounds  may  need  : 

And  lead  him,  as  we  strive  to  raise 
The  broken  heart  and  spirits  spent, 

To  look  beyond  the  instrument, 

To  Christ,  and  give  Him  all  the  praise. 


xxviii  INTRODUCTION 

The  time  is  short,  the  eyes  that  weep 
In  sorrow  now,  ere  long  will  close, 

The  weary  one  will  find  repose, 

The  wretched  in  the  graveyard  sleep ; 

The  helpless  and  the  helping  hand 
Will  rest  till  angel-voices  bring 
The  welcome  message  from  the  King, 

To  call  them  to  the  Fatherland : 

The  land  where  none  shall  hunger  more, 

Or  thirst,  or  suffer  grief  or  pain ; — 

I long  that  blessed  land  to  gain, 

And  lingering  yet  on  Jordan’s  shore, 

I see  the  holy  city  gleam, 

The  trumpets  at  the  gates  I hear, 

And  oft  the  shining  ones  appear 
In  evening  vision,  morning  dream. 

And  while  I seek  a glad  release 

From  sins  that  hold  me  yet  in  thrall, 

And  listen  for  the  Master’s  call, 

And  long  for  heaven’s  eternal  peace ; 

While  waiting  for  the  Lord’s  command, 

I ever  love  to  think  that  we 
Friends,  Brother,  Neighbours,  all  shall  be 
Still  neighbours  in  Emmanuel’s  land. 

J.  M. 
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I  We  are  thoroughly  persuaded  that  death  is  not  a 
destruction  that  endeth  and  consumeth  all  things,  but 
a guide  for  us  to  Heaven,  that  setteth  us  in  a way  of 
a quiet,  easy,  blessed,  and  everlasting  life.  And  therefore 
gladly  and  cheerfully  we  run,  yea,  we  fly  out  from  the 
bonds  of  our  bodies,  as  from  a prison,  to  Heaven  as  to 
the  common  town  and  city  of  God  and  men. 


2  Let  us  not  then  fear  death,  which  can  do  us  no 
harm,  otherwise  than  for  a moment  to  make  the  flesh  to 
smart:  for  that  our  faith,  which  is  surely  fastened  and 
fixed  unto  the  word  of  God,  telleth  us  that  we  shall  soon 
be  anon  after  death  in  peace,  in  the  hands  of  God,  in  joy, 
in  solace : and  that  from  death  we  shall  go  straight  unto 
life. 


3  Tout  ceci  nous  doit  convaincre  de  notre  fragility, 
et  que  la  moindre  bagatelle  peut  nous  faire  perdre  la  vie ; 
et  en  m£me  temps  nous  faire  souvenir  que  le  soin  le  plus 
pressant  que  nous  devons  avoir  dans  le  monde,  doit  fitre 
celui  de  nous  mettre  en  £t&t  de  la  quitter  sans  crainte, 
quand  il  plaira  h Dieu  de  nous  appeller. 
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Thus  comes  life’s  autumn,  and  the  happy  spirit, 
Calmly  disrobing,  lays  its  garments  down, 

Upon  the  leaf-strewn  soil  of  this  old  earth, 
Committing  them,  in  quiet  confidence, 

To  the  safe  keeping  of  the  trusty  tomb, 

Till  death’s  brief  winter  shall  have  pass’d  away. 

Then  these  old  robes,  with  which  she  walk’d  the  earth, 
Purged  from  each  stain  of  vile  mortality 
By  the  all-cleansing  winter  of  the  grave, 

And  blanch’d  to  glorious  whiteness  by  its  gloom, 
Shall  shine  in  fairer,  fresher  purity, 

When  earth’s  long  promised  spring  at  last  arrives, 
And  the  unsetting  sun  smiles  down  in  peace 
O’er  a new  Paradise  of  love  and  joy. 

BONAR 

* 

Nought  is  immortal  underneath  the  sun, 

All  things  are  subject  to  death’s  tyranny: 

Both  clowns  and  kings  one  selfsame  course  must  run, 
And  whatsoever  lives  is  sure  to  die. 

KYD 


6 We  know  that  Christ  hath  overcome  death ; and  not 
for  Himself  but  for  us,  for  our  sake,  so  that  when  we 
believe  in  Christ,  death  shall  not  hurt  us,  for  he  hath  lost 
his  strength  and  power : insomuch  that  it  is  no  more  a 
death,  but  rather  a sleep,  to  all  them  that  be  faithful  and 
fear  God,  from  which  sleep  they  shall  rise  to  everlasting 
life. 

LATIMER. 


7 The  death  of  our  bodies  cannot  be  prevented  by  all 
our  care.  However,  Jesus  Christ  having  conquered  death, 
and  having  taken  away  its  sting,  death  cannot  be  very 
terrible  to  any  Christian  who  has  reason  to  hope  for  a 
blessed  resurrection. 

BISHOP  WILSON 
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8 The  sting  of  death  is  sin:  it  is  this  which  makes 
death  frightful.  If  I can  have  any  reasonable  assurance 
that  my  sins  will  be  forgiven,  my  death  will  then  be  a 
passage  only  to  a much  better  world : and  if  it  has  not 
been  my  own  fault,  I may  say  with  St.  Paul,  “to  me  to 
die  is  gain.” 

BISHOP  WILSON. 


Earth 

Earth 

Earth 

Earth 

Earth 

Earth 

Earth 

Earth 


goes  to  earth,  as  mould  to  mould, 
treads  on  earth,  glittering  in  gold, 
as  to  earth,  return  never  should, 

shall  be  earth,  goe  where  he  would, 

upon  earth,  consider  may, 

goes  to  earth,  naked  away, 

though  on  earth,  be  stout  and  gay, 
shall  from  earth  passe  poore  away. 

EPITAPH.  ST.  MARTIN’S  CHURCH,  LONDON. 


Death  creepes  aboute  unhearde, 

And  steals  abroade  unseene, 

His  darts  are  suddene,  and  his  arrowes  keene, 

His  stroakes  are  deadelie  come  they  soone  or  late, 
When  being  struck  repentance  is  too  late. 

Death  is  a minute  full  of  suddene  sorrowe, 

Then  live  to-daye,  as  thou  mayst  dye  tomorrow. 

EPITAPH.  STRATFORD,  1690. 


1 1 The  realm  of  death  seems  an  enemy’s  country  to 
most  men,  on  whose  shores  they  are  driven  by  stress  of 
weather.  To  the  wise  man  it  is  the  desired  port  where  he 
moors  his  bark  gladly  as  in  some  quiet  haven  of  the  for- 
tunate isles:  it  is  the  golden  west  into  which  his  sun  sinks, 
and  sinking,  casts  back  a glory  upon  the  leaden  cloud-rack 
which  had  darkly  besieged  his  day. 

RUSSELL  LOWELL. 
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12  We  die  and  disappear: 

Of  myriads  pass’d  within  the  veil,  but  one 
Has  e’er  return’d,  the  mystery  to  clear, 

He  God’s  incarnate  Son. 

Then  was  the  dark  obscure  made  light, 

O’er  death  and  grave  the  victory  was  won, 

And  life  immortal  brought  to  light. 

* 

13  Young  men  may  die  ; but  old  men  these  die  must : 
’Twill  not  be  long  before  you  tume  to  dust. 

EPITAPH  : ROXBURY  CHURCHYARD.  MASSACHUSETTS 

* 

14  Promise  not  to  thyself  long  life,  but  live  as  one 
that  is  uncertain  of  another  day.  Men  will  spend  prodi- 
gally out  of  a full  purse,  who  otherwise  would  be  sparing 
if  they  knew  they  had  but  little.  Thou  reckonest  possibly 
on  years,  whereas  it  may  be  thou  hast  not  months  to  live. 
Despatch  in  the  first  place,  and  with  the  greatest  care  and 
diligence,  thy  great  work  which  must  be  done,  or  thou  art 
undone  for  ever. 


15  When  there  are  but  a few  remaining  sands  in  the 
glass  of  time,  and  death  shakes  the  glass  before  worldly 
men,  how  powerfully  do  they  preach  of  the  emptiness  and 
uncertainty  of  things  below,  and  sigh  out  in  Solomon’s 
phrase,  All  is  vanity. 


16  In  the  hour  of  death  I would  inscribe  these  lines 
on  the  couch  of  my  last  sickness ; and  when  the  last  throb 
of  my  waning  pulse  approacheth,  I would  trace  them  with 
a dying  hand  on  the  last  stone  of  help  that  I shall  erect 
on  earth  : “Yea,  Thou,  Lord,  hast  holpen  me  and  comforted 
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17  Oh  what  reflection  more  agonising  to  a dying 
sinner  than  to  feel  that  he  has  been  but  “ almost  persuaded 
to  be  a Christian,”  when  the  consciousness  of  being  made 
altogether  such  by  grace  is  the  only  thing  which  can 
enable  him  to  confront  the  last  enemy,  to  obtain  the 
mastery  over  death,  and  out  of  encompassing  and  advan- 
cing darkness  behold  life  and  immortality  brought  to  light. 

DALE. 


18  Good  Lord!  let  me  die,  that  I may  see  Thee:  let 
me  see  Thee,  that  I may  die : I would  not  live,  but  die : 
that  I may  see  Christ,  I desire  death:  that  I may  live 
with  Christ,  I despise  life. 


ST.  AUGUSTINE. 


19  Soldier,  rise!  the  war  is  done: 

Lo  the  hosts  of  hell  are  flying : 
’Twas  the  Lord  thy  battle  won : 

Jesus  vanquish’d  them  by  dying. 
Pass  the  stream,  before  thee  lies 
All  the  conquered  land  of  glory : 
Hark  what  songs  of  rapture  rise ! 

These  proclaim  the  victors  story. 
Soldier,  lay  thy  weapons  down, 

Quit  the  sword,  and  take  the  crown  : 
Triumph!  all  thy  foes  are  banish’d, 
Death  is  slain,  and  earth  has  vanish’d. 


PHELAN. 


20  Prepare  for  death,  that  when  it  comes  and  attaches 
thee,  thou  mayst  be  found  in  such  a gracious  state,  having 
such  a frame  of  spirit,  and  walking  in  such  a holy  way 
of  life,  that  thou  mayst  bid  it  welcome,  and  be  able  to 
say  with  blessed  Paul,  I desire  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be 
with  Christ. 

CRADOCK. 
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21  O Lord  God  ! the  silver  cords  of  life  are  breaking : 
man  goeth  to  his  long  home,  and  the  mourners  go  about 
the  streets : Lord,  guide  me  home  in  safety,  and  lead  me 
through  the  shadow  of  death.  This  mortal  shall  soon  put 
on  immortality.  Though  worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in 
my  flesh  shall  I see  God;  whom  I shall  see  for  myself, 
and  mine  eyes  shall  behold,  and  not  another.  I go  hence 
like  a shadow  that  declineth;  I wither  away  like  grass: 
but  the  Lord  is  the  portion  of  my  soul,  and  my  strong 
hope.  Grant  to  me,  O Saviour,  to  be  of  the  church  of  the 
firstborn;  who  shall  stand  on  mount  Sion,  one  chosen 
from  among  my  brethren,  a sinner  saved ! 

J.  JONES  [Dying  Praytr). 


22  If  you  have  no  cause  to  fear  death  there  is  nothing 
you  need  fear ; and  if  in  simplicity  and  sincerity  you  have 
fled  to  Christ  for  refuge,  and  put  your  soul  into  His  hands, 
you  have  no  cause  to  fear  death. 


W.  WILKINSON. 


23  O Lord  Jesus  Christ,  our  only  Redeemer  and  all- 
sufficient  Saviour,  deliver  my  soul,  both  now  and  when- 
soever I shall  depart  hence,  from  all  peril  and  danger. 
Open  unto  me,  at  the  hour  of  death,  the  door  of  paradise, 
the  gates  of  heaven,  and  the  entrance  of  everlasting  life. 
O Lord  Jesus!  forgive  me  all  my  sins,  and  lead  me  with 
joy  into  the  kingdom  of  Thy  heavenly  Father,  that  I may 
rejoice  with  Thee  and  with  all  the  elect  children  of  God 
in  life  everlasting. 


24  What  man  is  he  that  liveth  and  shall  not  see  death  ? 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Psalm  lxxxix. 


25  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die. 


HOLY  BIBLE  Hebrews  ix.  27. 
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26  Death  is  a theme  of  universal  interest.  The  lightest 
heart,  the  least  thoughtful  mind  has  no  disbelief  of  Death. 
The  distance  of  the  dark  cloud  on  which  he  comes,  sailing 
through  the  bosom  of  futurity,  may  be  miscalculated ; but 
the  world  unhesitatingly  owns  he  is  coming  and  will  at 
last  be  here.  In  almost  every  other  particular  of  existence 
the  fortunes  of  men  differ,  but  to  die  is  common  to  all. 
The  stream  of  life  runs  in  a thousand  various  channels ; 
but  run  where  it  will,  brightly  or  darkly,  smoothly  or 
languidly,  it  is  stopped  by  Death;  though  invisible  he  is 
always  abroad  on  the  earth.  The  trees  drop  their  leaves 
at  the  approach  of  the  winter’s  frost:  man  falls  at  the 
presence  of  Death.  Every  successive  generation  he  claims 
for  his  own,  and  his  claim  is  never  denied.  To  die  is  the 
condition  on  which  we  hold  life:  rebellion  sickens  with 
hopelessness  at  the  thoughts  of  resisting  Death : the  very 
hope  of  the  most  desperate  is  not  that  death  may  be 
escaped,  but  that  he  is  eternal,  and  all  that  either  the 
young,  the  careless,  or  the  dissipated  may  do,  is  to  think 
of  him  as  seldom  as  they  can.  No  man  therefore  will 
deny  that  whatever  can  be  said  of  death  is  applicable  to 
himself.  The  bell  which  he  hears  tolled  may  never  toll 
for  him ; there  may  be  no  friend  or  children  left  to  lament 
him ; he  may  not  have  to  lie  through  long  and  anxious 
days,  looking  for  the  coming  of  the  expected  terror : but 
he  knows  he  must  die ; he  knows  that  in  whatever  quarter 
of  the  world  he  abides,  whatever  may  be  his  circumstances, 
however  strong  his  present  hold  of  life,  however  unlike  the 
prey  of  death  he  looks,  that  it  is  his  doom,  beyond  reverse 
to  die.  But  if  it  be  thus  certain  that  death  is  the  common 
lot  of  all,  the  great  result  of  life,  it  must  surely  be  the  part 
of  a rational  creature  like  a man,  to  enquire  what  is  Death ; 
and  having  answered  this  question,  to  consider  what  kind 
of  preparation  should  be  made  for  his  approach,  and  by 
what  considerations  his  terrors  are  most  likely  to  be 
diminished.  stebbing 
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27  Oh  let  the  soul  her  slumbers  break, 
Let  thought  be  quicken'd  and  awake, 
Awake  to  see 

How  soon  this  life  is  pass’d  and  gone, 
And  Death  comes  softly,  stealing  on, 
How  silently! 

Swiftly  our  pleasures  glide  away, 

Our  hearts  recall  the  parted  day 

With  many  sighs; 

The  moments  that  are  speeding  fast 
We  heed  not,  but  the  past,  the  past 
More  highly  prize. 

Our  lives  are  rivers  gliding  free 
To  that  unfathom’d  boundless  sea, 

The  silent  grave; 

Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallowed  up  and  lost 

In  that  dark  wave; 

Thither  the  mighty  torrents  stray, 
Thither  the  brook  pursues  its  way 
And  tinkling  rill; 

There  all  are  equal,  side  by  side 
The  poor  man  and  the  son  of  pride 
Lie  calm  and  still. 

This  world  is  but  the  rugged  road 
Which  leads  us  to  the  bright  abode 
Of  peace  above ; 

So  let  us  choose  the  narrow  way 
Which  leads  no  traveller’s  foot  astray 
From  realms  of  love. 
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Our  birth  is  but  the  starting  place, 

Our  life  the  running  of  the  race, 

We  reach  the  goal ; 

When  in  the  mansions  of  the  blest 
Death  leads  to  its  eternal  rest 

The  weary  soul. 

From  the  Spanish  of  COPLAS  DE  MANRIQUE. 


28  We  should  welcome  death  as  one  who  brings  us 
tidings  of  the  finding  of  long-lost  titles  to  a large  family 
estate,  and  set  out  gladly  to  take  possession,  though,  it 
may  be,  not  without  a natural  tear  for  the  humbler  home 
we  are  leaving. 


RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


The  soul  decays  not:  freed  from  earth 
And  earthly  toils,  it  bursts  away: 
Receiving  a celestial  birth, 

And  spuming  off  its  bonds  of  clay, 

It  soars  and  seeks  another  sphere, 

And  bloonjs  thro*  Heaven’s  eternal  year: 

Do  good ; shun  evil : live  not  thou 
As  if  in  death  thy  being  died; 

Nor  error’s  siren  voice  allow 
To  draw  thy  steps  from  truth  aside: 
Look  to  thy  journey’s  end  ; the  Grave, 
And  trust  in  Him  whose  arm  can  save. 


D.  M.  MOIR. 


30  Death  is  the  beginning  of  another  life. 


MONTAIGNE 


31  Love  well,  and  then,  how  soon  soe’er  thou  die, 
Thou  art  of  age  to  claim  eternity. 


RANDOLPH. 
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32  O just  and  mighty  Death ! What  none  have  dared, 
thou  hast  done ; and  when  all  the  world  have  flattered,  thou 
alone  hast  cast  out  of  the  world  and  despised ; thou  hast 
drawn  together  all  the  far-fetched  greatness,  all  the  cruelty 
and  ambition  of  man,  and  covered  it  all  over  with  these 
two  narrow  words : Hie  jacct. 

SIR  W.  RALEIGH. 

* 

33  It  is  the  most  certain  known  experienced  truth  in 
the  world,  that  all  men  must  die;  that  the  time  of  that 
Death  is  uncertain  ; that  yet  most  certainly  it  will  come, 
and  that  within  the  compass  of  no  long  time.  Tho'  the 
time  of  our  life  might  be  protracted  to  its  longest  period, 
yet  it  is  ten  thousand  to  one  that  it  exceeds  fourscore 
years:  where  one  man  attains  to  that  age,  ten  thousand 
die  before  it.  And  this  lecture  is  read  unto  us  by  the  many 
casualties  and  diseases  that  put  a period  to  the  lives  of 
many  in  our  own  experience  and  observation,  by  the  many 
warnings  and  monitions  of  mortality  that  every  man  finds 
in  himself,  either  by  the  occurrences  of  diseases  and  weak- 
nesses, and  especially  by  the  declinations  that  are  apparent 
in  us,  if  we  attain  to  any  considerable  age.  The  monu- 
ments and  graves  in  every  church  and  churchyard  do  not 
only  evince  the  truth  of  it,  whereof  no  man  of  understanding 
doubts,  but  do  incessantly  inculcate  the  remembrance  of  it. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE 


34  The  sentence  pass'd  on  Adam's  race 
I meekly  in  myself  receive, 

And  thank  Thee  for  Thy  warning  grace, 
That  here  I have  not  long  to  live : 


I hasten  to  my  real  home ; 

For  no  reprieve  nor  respite  cry; 

But  when  the  fatal  hour  is  come, 

My  only  business  be,  to  die. 

C WESLEY. 
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35  The  grave  is  the  common  treasury  to  which  we 
must  all  be  taxed. 

BURKE. 


36  Die  believing:  die  with  Christ’s  promise  in  your 
hand. 

RUTHERFORD  to  MARION  McNAUGHT. 


37  I cannot  shun  the  stroke  of  death: 

Lord,  help  me  to  surmount  the  fear; 

That  when  I must  resign  my  breath, 

Serene  my  summons  I may  hear. 

’Tis  sin  gives  venom  to  the  dart 
In  me,  let  every  sin  be  slain; 

From  secret  faults,  Lord,  cleanse  my  heart, 
From  wilful  sins  my  hands  restrain. 

May  I,  my  God,  with  holy  zeal, 

Closely  the  ends  of  life  pursue; 

Seek  Thy  whole  pleasure  to  fulfil, 

And  honour  thee  in  all  I do. 

Let  all  my  bliss  and  treasure  lie, 

Where  in  Thy  light  I light  may  see : 

The  soul  may  freely  dare  to  die, 

That  longs  to  be  possess’d  of  Thee. 

Say  Thou  art  mine,  and  chase  the  gloom 
Thick  hanging  o’er  the  vale  of  death : 

Then  shall  I fearless  meet  my  doom, 

And  as  a victor  yield  my  breath. 


BROWNE. 


38  Is  death  uncertain  ? therefore  be  thou  fix’d ; 
Fix’d  as  a sentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 

All  expectation  of  the  coming  foe. 

YOUNG 
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39  All  flesh  waxeth  old  as  a garment ; for  the  covenant 
from  the  beginning  is,  Thou  shalt  die  the  death. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Eccles.  xiv.  17. 

4* 

40  It  is  as  natural  to  die  as  to  be  bom ; and  to 
a little  infant  perhaps  the  one  is  as  painful  as  the  other. 
He  that  dies  in  an  earnest  pursuit  is  like  one  that  is 
wounded  in  hot  blood,  who  for  the  time  scarce  feels  the 
hurt ; and  therefore  a mind  fixed  and  bent  upon  somewhat 
that  is  good,  doth  avert  the  dolours  of  death.  But  above 
all,  believe  it,  the  sweetest  canticle  is  “Nunc  dimittis” 
when  a man  hath  obtained  worthy  ends  and  expectations : 
Death  hath  this  also,  that  it  openeth  the  gate  to  good  fame 
and  extinguisheth  envy:  Extinctus  amabitur  idem. 


I have  not  lived 

After  the  rate  to  fear  another  world, 

We  come  from  nothing  into  life,  a time 
We  measure  with  a short  breath,  and  that  often 
Made  tedious  too,  with  our  own  cares  that  fill  it, 
Which  like  so  many  atoms  in  a sunbeam 
But  crowd  and  jostle  one  another.  All 
From  the  adored  purple  to  the  haircloth 
Must  centre  in  a shade  ; and  they  that  have 
Their  virtues  to  wait  on  them,  bravely  mock 
The  rugged  storms  that  so  much  fright  them  here 
When  their  soul’s  launch’d  by  death  into  a sea 
That’s  ever  calm. 


42  The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  life 
That  age,  ache,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  Death. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Measure  /or  Measure. 
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43  He  hath  lost  his  whole  time,  who  knows  not  how 
to  end  it. 

ROBT.  HILL,  D.D 


44  When  all  is  done,  human  life  is,  at  the  greatest 
and  the  best,  but  like  a froward  child,  that  must  be  played 
with,  and  humoured  a little  to  keep  it  quiet,  till  it  falls 
asleep,  and  then  the  care  is  over. 


SIR  W.  TEMPLE. 


45  Few,  few  and  evil  are  thy  days, 

Man,  of  a woman  born, 

Peril  and  trouble  haunt  thy  ways : 
Forth,  like  a flower  at  morn 
The  tender  infant  springs  to  light, 
Youth  blossoms  to  the  breeze, 

Age,  withering  age,  is  cropt  ere  night: 
Man  like  a shadow  flees. 

And  dost  thou  look  on  such  a one  ? 

Will  God  to  judgment  call 
A worm  for  what  a worm  hath  done 
Against  the  Lord  of  all? 

As  fail  the  waters  from  the  deep, 

As  summer  brooks  run  dry, 

Man  lieth  down  in  dreamless  sleep, 

His  life  is  vanity. 


Man  lieth  down,  no  more  to  wake 
Till  yonder  arching  sphere 
Shall  with  a roll  of  thunder  break, 

And  nature  disappear. 

O hide  me  till  Thy  wrath  be  past, 

Thou  who  canst  stay  or  save; 

Hide  me  where  hope  may  anchor  fast, 

In  my  Redeemers  grave. 

J.  MONTGOMERY 
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46  It  seems  to  me  strange,  and  a thing  much  to  be 
marvelled,  that  the  labourer  to  repose  himself  hasteneth 
as  it  were  the  course  of  the  sun ; that  the  mariner  rows 
with  all  his  force  to  attain  the  port,  and  with  a joyful  cry 
salutes  the  descried  land ; that  the  traveller  is  never  quiet 
nor  content  till  he  be  at  the  end  of  his  voyage  ; and  that 
we,  in  the  meanwhile  tied  in  this  world  to  a perpetual  task, 
tossed  with  continual  tempest,  tired  with  a rough  and 
cumbersome  way,  cannot  yet  see  the  end  of  our  labour 
but  with  grief,  nor  behold  our  port  but  with  tears,  nor 
approach  our  home  and  quiet  abode  but  with  horror  and 
trembling.  This  life  is  but  a Penelope’s  web,  wherein  we 
are  always  doing  and  undoing,  a sea  open  to  all  winds, 
which  sometimes  within,  sometimes  without,  never  cease 
to  torment  us,  a weary  journey  through  extreme  heats 
and  colds,  over  high  mountains,  steep  rocks,  and  thievish 
deserts.  And  so  we  term  it  in  weaving  this  web,  in  rowing 
at  this  oar,  in  passing  this  miserable  way.  Yet  when 
Death  comes  to  end  our  work;  when  she  stretcheth  out 
her  arms  to  pull  us  into  the  port;  when,  after  so  many 
dangerous  passages  and  loathsome  lodgings,  she  would 
conduct  us  to  our  true  home  and  resting-place ; instead  of 
rejoicing  at  the  end  of  our  labour,  of  taking  comfort  at  the 
sight  of  our  land,  of  singing  at  the  approach  of  our  happy 
mansion,  we  would  fain  (who  would  believe  it  ?)  retake  our 
work  in  hand,  we  would  again  hoist  sail  to  the  wind,  and 
willingly  undertake  our  journey  anew.  No  more  then  re- 
member we  our  pains;  our  shipwrecks  and  dangers  are 
forgotten;  we  fear  no  more  the  travails  and  the  thieves. 
Contrawise  we  apprehend  death  as  an  extreme  pain,  we 
doubt  it  as  a rock,  we  fly  it  as  a thief.  We  do  as  little 
children  who  all  the  day  complain,  and  when  the  medicine 
is  brought  them  are  no  longer  sick : as  they  who  all  the 
week  long  run  up  and  down  the  streets  with  pain  of  the 
teeth,  and  seeing  the  barber  coming  to  pull  them  out,  feel 
no  more  pain.  We  fear  more  the  cure  than  the  disease, 
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the  surgeon  than  the  pain ; we  have  more  sense  of  the 
medicine’s  bitterness  soon  gone,  than  of  a bitter  languish- 
ing long  continued ; more  feeling  of  death  the  end  of  our 
miseries,  than  the  endless  misery  of  our  life.  We  fear  that 
we  ought  to  hope  for,  and  wish  for  that  we  ought  to  fear. 

COUNTESS  OF  PEMBROKE.,  1600. 


47  We  must  learn  all  our  life  to  die,  and  this  is  the 
principal  office  of  life. 


ROBT.  HILL,  D.D. 


48  Death  always  means  us  a kindness,  though  he  has 
often  a gruff  way  of  offering  it. 


RUSSELL  LOWELL. 


49  Tis  without  all  dispute  a most  excellent  attainment 
to  have  learnt  how  to  die : it  is  the  study  of  true  wisdom, 
and  that  in  which  all  its  rules  and  all  its  labours  determine. 
He  that  hath  laid  out  his  whole  life  upon  it,  hath  put  it 
to  no  ill  use,  and  he,  who  among  all  the  rest  of  his  quali- 
fications, is  not  master  of  this,  hath  thrown  away  all  his 
time  and  pains  to  no  manner  of  purpose.  That  man  can 
never  live  well  who  knows  not  how  to  Die  well,  and  he 
hath  lived  to  very  good  purpose  who  makes  a happy  end, 
(says  Seneca).  A man  can  no  more  govern  and  direct  his 
actions  as  he  ought,  who  does  not  keep  Death  in  his  eye, 
than  an  archer  can  shoot  well  who  never  looks  at  the 
mark.  In  one  word,  the  art  of  Dying  as  becomes  us  is 
the  art  of  liberty,  and  an  easy  mind ; the  way  to  get  above 
all  fear,  and  to  live  in  perfect  happiness  and  tranquillity. 
Without  this,  there  is  no  pleasure  in  life  ; it  is  impossible 
indeed  there  should;  for  who  can  enjoy  that  with  peace 
and  satisfaction,  which  he  esteems  most  valuable  and  dear, 
and  is  tormented  with  perpetual  anxious  fear  of  losing 
every  moment  ? 

CHARRON 
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50  I know  that  thou  wilt  bring  me  to  death,  and  to 
the  house  appointed  for  all  living. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  xxx.  23 

+ 

51  It  is  uncertain  when,  where,  or  how  I may  die ; 
and  therefore  uncertain,  that  I should  ever  think  of  it. 

ROBT.  HILL,  D.D. 


52  Rien  n’est  certain  dans  ce  monde  que  la  mort: 
tout  le  reste  porte  sur  un  peut  £tre. 


OXENSTIRN 


S3  To  one  who  has  lived  near  to  God  on  earth,  the 
anticipation  of  the  great  change  can  bring  no  dismay. 


Life  is  a weary  interlude 
Which  doth  short  joys,  long  woes  include; 
The  world  the  stage,  the  prologue  tears  ; 
The  acts  vain  hopes  and  varied  fears; 

The  scene  shuts  up  with  loss  of  breath, 
And  leaves  no  epilogue  but  death. 


55  God  will  redeem  my  soul  from  the  power  of  the 
grave : for  He  shall  receive  me. 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Psalm  xlix. 


56  ’Tis  not  the  stoic’s  lessons  got  by  rote, 

The  pomp  of  words,  and  pedant  dissertations 
That  can  sustain  thee  in  the  hour  of  death: 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly  of  it, 
But  when  the  trial  comes,  they  stand  aghast. 

Hast  thou  considered  what  may  happen  after  it, 
How  thy  account  may  stand,  and  what  to  answer  ? 


ROWE  : The  Fair  Penitent. 
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57  Methinks  it  were  no  pain  to  die 
On  such  an  eve,  when  such  a sky 
O’er  canopies  the  west : 

To  gaze  my  fill  on  yon  calm  deep, 

And  like  an  infant  fall  asleep 
On  earth,  my  mother's  breast. 

There's  peace  and  welcome  in  yon  sea 
Of  endless  blue  tranquillity, 

These  clouds  are  living  things; 

I trace  their  veins  of  liquid  gold, 

I see  them  solemnly  unfold 
Their  soft  and  fleecy  wings. 

These  be  the  angels  that  convey 
Us  weary  children  of  a day, 

Life’s  tedious  nothing  o'er, 

Where  neither  passions  come,  nor  woes 
To  vex  the  genius  of  repose 
On  Death’s  majestic  shore. 

No  darkness  there  divides  the  sway 
With  startling  dawn  and  dazzling  day, 

But  gloriously  serene 
Are  the  interminable  plains; 

One  fix'd  eternal  sunset  reigns 
O’er  the  wide  silent  scene. 

I cannot  doff  all  human  fear; 

I know  thy  greeting  is  severe 
To  this  poor  shell  of  clay : 

Yet  come,  O Death,  thy  freezing  kiss 
Emancipates,  thy  rest  is  bliss: 

I would  I were  away. 

From  the  German  0/  GLUCK. 

+ 

58  Mors  non  est  subita  cui  praecessit  bona  vita 
Nec  minuit  merita,  si  moriatur  ita. 

ANON. 

c 
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59  Old  Christians  know  that  death  is  but  an  entrance 
into  life  ; it  is  but  a passover,  a jubilee : and  this  prepares 
them  to  die,  and  makes  death  more  desirable  than  life. 


60  They  who  are  most  weary  of  life,  and  yet  are  most 
unwilling  to  die,  are  such  who  have  lived  to  no  purpose, 
who  have  rather  breathed  than  lived. 

CLARENDON. 

* 

6 1 Tomorrow,  and  tomorrow,  and  tomorrow, 

Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 

To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time; 

And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 

The  way  to  dusty  death.  Out,  out,  brief  candle ! 
Life’s  but  a walking  shadow;  a poor  player, 

That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more:  it  is  a tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing 

SHAKESPEARE.  Macbeth. 

* 

62  “I  go  the  way  of  all  the  earth.” 

HOLY  BIBLE.  1 Kings  ii.  2. 

* 

63  Naked  into  the  world  I came, 

Naked  I out  of  it  shall  go; 

And  soon  this  perishable  frame 
With  kindred  earth  shall  rest  below: 

But  O my  soul ! if  born  again, 

With  glory  cloth’d  upon  shall  rise; 

A place  among  the  saints  obtain, 

And  find  its  Father  in  the  skies. 

C WESLEY. 

* 

64  Malam  mortem  non  facit,  nisi  quod  sequitur  mortem. 

AUGUSTINE. 
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65  La  mort  ayant  6te  introduite  dans  le  monde  par 
le  p6che,  il  n’est  pas  surprenant  qu’elle  ait  quelque  chose 
d’affreux,  dont  la  seule  idde  fait  trembler  les  hommes. 
Cet  effet  terrible  est  une  preuve  incontestable  de  la 
punition  du  crime.  Cest  pourtant  elle  qui  nous  d&ivre 
de  toutes  les  misires  de  la  vie,  et  nous  ouvre  la  porte  de 
r eternity.  Quand  elle  est  bonne,  c’est  le  comble  de  la 
felicity,  mais  quand  elle  est  mauvaise,  c’est  le  commence- 
ment des  peines  eternelles.  Apr&s  y avoir  bien  pens£. 
Je  trouve  une  marque  de  la  bontd  divine,  m£me  dans  ce 
chatiment  pas  raport  k nous.  C’est  la  fin  des  maux  qui 
accompagnent  cette  miserable  vie,  laquelle,  si  elle  devoit 
toujours  durer,  seroit  bien  plus  insuportable  qui  la  mort 
m£me.  Quand  je  reflechis  k tous  les  d^gofits  qui  accom- 
pagnent l’ige  et  qu’a  soixante  ans  on  commence  deja 
d’etre  k charge  k soi-m£me  aussi  bien  qu’aux  autres ; que 
seroit  ce,  si  on  devoit  vivre  6ternellement  accable  de  toutes 
les  mis£res  que  nos  premiers  parens  ont  attiries  sur  leur 
malheureuse  posterity  par  leur  ddsobdissance.  Certaine- 
ment  ce  seroit  un  suplice  insuportable.  Du  reste,  quoique 
la  mort  ait  £t£  le  premier  chatiment  du  pdche,  c’est  aussi 
par  elle  que  le  salut  nous  est  venu : car  le  Sauveur  par  la 
sienne  a adouci  la  n6tre.  Ainsi  n’dtant  k present  qu’un 
tribut  que  nous  devons  k la  nature,  payons  le  sans  nous 
plaindre  et  t&chons  seulement  d’etre  sur  nos  gardes.  Etu- 
dions  nous  a avoir  la  conscience  pure  et  sans  reproche,  afin 
de  n’£tre  pas  surpris  pas  la  mort ; et  alors  nous  connoitrons 
par  une  heureuse  experience  qu’elle  n’est  pas  se  am^re 
qu’on  nous  la  depeint;  puisque  c’est  par  elle  que  tant 
de  Martyrs  ont  regu  la  couronne  de  la  gloire,  en  changeant 
une  vie  courte,  pleine  d’adversites  et  des  peines,  contre 
une  eternity  remplie  de  felicit^s  incomprehensibles.  Enfin, 
Dieu  par  sa  mis^ricorde  nous  veuille  k tous  accorder  la 
grace  de  bien  mourir. 

° OXENSTIRN. 
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66  Mount,  mount,  my  soul!  thy  seat  is  up  on  high, 
Whilst  my  gross  flesh  sinks  downward  here  to  die. 

SHAKESPEARE. 

* 

67  The  eye  of  him  that  hath  seen  me  shall  see  me  no 
more:  thine  eyes  are  upon  me,  and  I am  not.  As  the 
cloud  is  consumed  and  vanisheth  away : so  he  that  goeth 
down  to  the  grave  shall  come  up  no  more.  He  shall 
return  no  more  to  his  house,  neither  shall  his  place  know 
him  any  more. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  vxi.  8— 10. 


68  The  fear  of  death  is  more  terrible  than  death 
itself,  and  by  frequent  consideration  thereof,  a man  hath 
learned  not  to  fear  it.  Even  children  by  being  accustomed 
to  that  which  was  at  first  terrible  to  them  learn  not  to  fear. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE 


69  Man  goeth  to  his  long  home,  and  the  mourners  go 
about  the  streets. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Ecclrs.  xii.  5 


70  Death  is  the  end  of  all  calamity. 

THOMAS  HEYWOOD 


71  Where  death  waits  for  us  is  uncertain ; let  us 
everywhere  look  for  him.  The  premeditation  of  death  is 
the  premeditation  of  liberty:  who  has  learnt  to  die,  has 
forgot  to  serve.  There  is  nothing  of  evil  in  life  for  him 
who  rightly  comprehends  that  death  is  no  evil.  To  know 
how  to  die,  delivers  us  from  all  subjection  and  constraint. 

MONTAIGNE. 


72  A Christian  has  nothing  to  lose  by  death. 


SPURGEON. 
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73  Before  my  face  the  picture  hangs 

That  daily  should  put  me  in  mind, 

Of  those  cold  names  and  bitter  pangs 
That  shortly  I am  like  to  find : 

But  yet,  alas ! full  little  I 
Do  think  hereon  that  I must  die. 

I often  look  upon  a face 
Most  ugly,  grisly,  bare  and  thin; 

I often  view  the  hollow  place 
Where  eyes  and  nose  have  sometime  been : 
I see  the  bones  across  that  lie, 

Yet  little  think  that  I must  die. 

The  gown  which  I do  use  to  wear, 

The  knife  wherewith  I cut  my  meat, 

And  eke  that  old  and  ancient  chair 
Which  is  my  only  usual  seat; 

All  these  do  tell  me  I must  die, 

And  yet  my  life  amend  not  I ! 

My  ancestors  are  turn’d  to  clay, 

And  many  of  my  mates  are  gone; 

My  youngers  daily  drop  away, 

And  can  I think  to  'scape  alone? 

No,  no,  I know  that  I must  die, 

And  yet  my  life  amend  not  I ! 

If  none  can  ’scape  death’s  dreadful  dart, 

If  rich  and  poor  his  beck  obey, 

If  strong,  if  wise,  if  all  do  smart, 

Then  I to  ’scape  shall  have  no  way. 

O grant  me  grace,  O God,  that  I 
My  life  may  mend,  sith  I must  die ! 

ROBT.  SOUTHWELL,  1590 

+ 


74  The  study  of  philosophy  is  nothing  more  or  less 
than  a man’s  preparation  for  his  death. 


CICERO. 
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75  What  is  life  ? a rapid  stream 

Rolling  onward  to  the  ocean ; 

What  is  life  ? a troubled  dream 
Full  of  incident  and  motion. 

What  is  life?  the  arrows  flight 

That  mocks  the  keenest  gazer’s  eye  ; 

What  is  life?  a gleam  of  light, 

Darting  through  a stormy  sky. 

What  is  life?  a varied  tale, 

Deeply  moving,  quickly  told  ; 

What  is  life  ? a vision  pale, 

Vanishing  while  we  behold. 

What  is  life  ? a smoke,  a vapour, 
Swiftly  mingling  with  the  air; 

What  is  life?  a dying  taper, 

The  spark  that  glows  to  disappear. 

What  is  life?  a flower  that  blows, 

Nipt  by  the  frost,  and  quickly  dead; 

What  is  life  ? the  full-blown  rose, 

That's  scorch’d  at  noon  and  withered. 

Such  is  life;  a breath,  a span, 

A moment  quickly  gone  from  thee. 

What  is  Death  ? O mortal  man, 

Thy  entrance  on  eternity. 


76  Death  flaps  his  wings 

Over  the  haughty  and  the  lowly  train ; 

And  as  the  monarch  eagle,  first  in  might, 
Preys  on  the  feather’d  tribe  without  respect 
To  kind,  age,  quality,  or  strength ; so  Death 
Preys  on  mortality  and  man,  making 
The  empire  of  the  earth  his  own. 
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77  Tread  softly!  bow  the  head, 

In  reverent  silence  bow: 

No  passing-bell  doth  toll, 

Yet  an  immortal  soul 

Is  passing  now. 

Stranger,  how  great  soe’er, 

With  lowly  reverence  bow, 

There's  One  in  that  poor  shed, 

One  by  that  wretched  bed, 

Greater  than  thou. 

Beneath  that  pauper's  roof, 

Lo,  Death  doth  truss  his  state : 

Enter — no  crowds  attend — 

Enter — no  guards  defend 

This  palace  gate. 

That  pavement  damp  and  cold 
No  whispering  courtiers  tread  : 

One  silent  woman  stands 
Clasping  with  pale  thin  hands 
A dying  head. 

No  busy  murmurs  sound, 

An  infant  wail  alone; 

A sob  suppress'd — again 
That  short  deep  gasp,  and  then 
The  parting  groan. 

O change,  O wondrous  change! 

Burst  are  the  prison  bars ; 

This  moment  there  so  low 
In  mortal  pangs,  and  now 

Beyond  the  stars! 

O change,  stupendous  change! 

There  lies  the  senseless  clod ; 

The  soul  from  bondage  breaks, 

The  new  immortal  wakes, 

Wakes  with  his  God ! 

CAROLINE  BOWLES. 
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78  It  is  a mighty  change  that  is  made  by  the  death 
of  every  person,  and  it  is  visible  to  us  who  are  alive. 
Reckon  but  from  the  spiritfulness  of  youth,  and  the  fair 
cheeks  and  full  eyes  of  childhood,  from  the  vigorousness 
and  strong  flexure  of  the  joints  of  five-and-twenty,  to  the 
hollowness  and  dead  paleness,  to  the  loathsomeness  and 
horror,  of  a three  days’  burial,  and  we  shall  perceive  the 
distance  to  be  very  great  and  strange.  But  so  I have  seen 
a rose  newly  springing  from  the  clefts  of  its  hood,  and  at 
first  it  was  fair  as  the  morning,  and  full  with  the  dew  of 
Heaven  as  a lamb’s  fleece;  but  when  a ruder  breath  had 
forced  open  its  virgin  modesty,  and  dismantled  its  too 
youthful  and  unripe  retirements,  it  began  to  put  on  dark- 
ness, and  to  decline  to  softness  and  the  symptoms  of  a 
sickly  age;  it  bowed  the  head  and  broke  its  stalk,  and 
at  night,  having  lost  some  of  its  leaves  and  all  its  beauty, 
it  fell  into  the  portion  of  weeds  and  outworn  faces.  The 
same  is  the  portion  of  every  man  and  every  woman ; the 
heritage  of  worms  and  serpents,  rottenness  and  cold  dis- 
honour, and  our  beauty  so  changed  that  our  acquaintance 
quickly  knows  us  not:  and  that  change  mingled  with  so 
much  horror,  or  else  meets  so  with  our  fears  and  weak 
discoursings,  that  they  who  six  hours  ago  tended  upon 
us,  either  with  charitable  or  ambitious  services,  cannot 
without  some  regret  stay  in  the  room  alone  where  the 
body  lies,  stripped  of  its  life  and  honour. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


79  If  your  life  hath  been  holy,  you  need  have  no  dread 
of  death,  for  the  spirit  of  the  blest  shall  exist  for  ever  in 
Heaven. 

EPICHARMUS. 

* 

80  Our  Lord  by  death  did  Death  most  overcome, 
And  our  great  foiles  give  sin  its  greatest  doome. 

ANONYMOUS  AUTHOR.  1620 
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8 1 We  look  not  always  for  triumph  and  rapture  in  the 
deathbed  of  the  righteous.  We  hold  it  to  be  wrong  to 
expect  necessarily  encouragement  for  ourselves  from  good 
men  in  the  hour  of  dissolution.  But  if  there  be  not 
ecstacy,  there  is  that  composedness  in  departing  believers, 
which  shews  that  the  everlasting  arms  are  under  them  and 
around  them.  It  is  a beautiful  thing  to  see  a Christian 
die.  The  confession,  while  there  is  strength  to  articulate, 
that  God  is  faithful  to  His  promises;  the  faint  pressure  of 
the  hand  giving  the  same  testimony  when  the  tongue  can 
no  longer  do  its  office ; the  motion  of  the  lips,  inducing 
you  to  bend  down,  so  that  you  catch  broken  expressions 
such  as  this,  Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly; — these  make 
the  chamber  in  which  the  righteous  die  one  of  the  most 
privileged  scenes  upon  earth ; and  he  who  can  be  present 
and  gather  no  assurance  that  death  is  fettered  and  mana- 
cled, even  while  grasping  the  believer,  must  be  either 
inaccessible  to  moral  evidence,  or  insensible  to  the  most 
heart-touching  appeal. 

REV.  H.  MELVILL. 

* 

82  One  dieth  in  his  full  strength,  being  wholly  at  ease 
and  quiet.  His  breasts  are  full  of  milk,  and  his  bones  are 
moistened  with  marrow.  And  another  dieth  in  the  bitter- 
ness of  his  soul,  and  never  eateth  with  pleasure.  They 
shall  lie  down  alike  in  the  dust,  and  the  worms  shall  cover 
them. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  xxi.  23—26 

* 


83  Night  is  the  time  for  death, 

When  all  around  is  peace, 

Calmly  to  yield  the  weary  breath, 

From  sin  and  suffering  cease, 

Think  of  heaven’s  bliss,  and  give  the  sign 
To  parting  friends : such  death  be  mine ! 

JAS  MONTGOMERY 
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84  What  is  Death?  ’tis  to  be  free, 

No  more  to  love,  or  hope,  or  fear, 

To  join  the  great  equality, 

All  alike  are  humbled  there : 

The  mighty  grave 
Wraps  lord  and  slave, 

Nor  pride  nor  poverty  dares  come 
Within  that  refuge  house  the  tomb. 

Spirit  with  the  drooping  wing, 

And  the  ever-weeping  eye, 

Thou  of  all  earth's  kings  art  king, 

Empires  at  thy  footstool  lie: 

Beneath  thee  strewed 
Their  multitude 

Sink  like  waves  upon  the  shore, 

Storms  shall  never  rouse  them  more. 

What's  the  grandeur  of  the  earth 
To  the  grandeur  round  thy  throne  ? 

Riches,  glory,  beauty,  birth, 

To  thy  kingdom  all  have  gone: 

Before  thee  stand 
The  wondrous  band, 

Bards,  heroes,  sages,  side  by  side, 

Who  darken’d  nations  when  they  died. 

Earth  has  hosts,  but  thou  canst  shew 
Many  a million  for  her  one ; 

Thro’  thy  gates  the  mortal  flow 
Has  for  countless  years  roll’d  on : 

Back  from  the  tomb 
No  step  has  come, 

There  fix’d  till  the  last  thunder’s  sound 
Shall  bid  thy  prisoners  be  unbound. 

CROLY. 
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85  Still  on  its  march,  unnoticed  and  unfelt,  moves  on 
our  being.  We  do  breathe  and  live,  and  we  are  gone. 

KIRKE  WHITE. 


86  I confess  that  death  of  itself  is  not  desirable,  but 
the  soul’s  rest  with  God  is,  to  which  death  is  the  common 
passage. 


BAXTER. 


87  Most  certainly  the  wise  consideration  of  our  latter 
end,  and  the  employing  of  ourselves  upon  that  account 
upon  that  one  thing  necessary,  renders  the  life  the  most 
contenting  and  comfortable  life  in  the  world : for  as  a man 
that  is  a man  beforehand  in  the  world  hath  a much  more 
quiet  life  in  order  to  externals  than  he  that  is  behindhand, 
so  such  a man  that  takes  his  opportunity  to  gain  a stock 
of  grace  and  favour  with  God,  that  hath  made  his  peace 
with  his  Maker  through  Christ  Jesus,  hath  done  a great 
part  of  the  chief  business  of  his  life,  and  is  ready  upon  all 
occasions,  for  all  conditions  whereunto  the  divine  providence 
shall  assign  him,  whether  of  life  or  death,  or  health  or  sick- 
ness, or  poverty  or  riches ; he  is  as  it  were  aforehand  in  the 
business  and  concern  of  his  everlasting,  and  of  his  present 
state  also.  If  God  lend  him  longer  life  in  this  world  he 
carries  on  his  great  business  to  greater  degrees  of  perfection, 
with  ease,  and  without  difficulty,  trouble  or  perturbation. 
But  if  Almighty  God  cut  him  shorter,  and  call  him  to  give 
an  account  of  his  stewardship,  he  is  ready,  and  his  accounts 
are  fair,  and  his  business  is  not  now  to  be  gone  about. 
Blessed  is  that  servant  whom  his  Master,  when  He  comes, 
shall  find  so  doing. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE. 


88  Ye  ought  not  to  be  afraid  of  death,  for  the  death 
of  Christ  our  Saviour  hath  killed  our  death,  so  that  he 
cannot  hurt  us. 

LATIMER. 
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89  I often  think  that  that  shock  which  jarred  on  the 
mental,  renders  yet  softer  the  moral  nature.  A death  that  is 
connected  with  love  unites  us  by  a thousand  remembrances 
to  all  who  have  mourned ; it  builds  a bridge  between  the 
young  and  the  old ; it  gives  them  in  common  the  most 
touching  of  human  sympathies ; it  steals  from  nature  its 
glory  and  its  exhilaration,  not  its  tenderness:  and  what 
perhaps  is  better  than  all,  to  mourn  deeply  for  the  death 
of  another  loosens  from  oneself  the  petty  desire  for,  and 
the  animal  adherence  to  life.  We  have  gained  the  end 
of  the  philosopher,  and  view  without  shrinking  the  coffin 
and  the  pall. 

NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

+ 

90  We  toil, — through  pain  and  wrong; 

We  fight, — and  fly; 

We  love  ; we  lose ; and  then,  ere  long, 
Stone-dead  we  lie. 

O life  ! is  all  thy  song — 

41  Endure  and — die?” 

BARRY  CORNWALL. 

* 

91  Illi  mors  gravis  incubat,  qui,  notus 
Nimis  omnibis,  ignotus  moritur  sibi. 


92  Go  to  now,  ye  that  say,  To-day  or  to-morrow  we 
will  go  into  such  a city,  and  continue  there  a year,  and 
buy  and  sell,  and  get  gain  : whereas  ye  know  not  what 
shall  be  on  the  morrow.  For  what  is  your  life  ? It  is  even 
a vapour,  that  appeareth  for  a little  time,  and  then  vanish- 
eth  away. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  James  iv  13,  14 


93  The  true  manner  of  preparing  for  the  last  moment 
is,  to  spend  all  the  others  well,  and  ever  to  expect  that. 
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94  It  is  written  on  the  rose 
In  its  glory’s  full  array ; 

Read  what  those  buds  disclose — 

“ Passing  away.” 

It  is  written  on  the  skies 

Of  the  soft  blue  summer  day; 

It  is  traced  in  sunset’s  dyes — 

“ Passing  away.” 

It  is  written  on  the  trees, 

As  their  young  leaves  glistening  play, 

And  on  brighter  things  than  these — 
“Passing  away.” 

It  is  written  on  the  brow 
Where  the  spirit’s  ardent  ray 

Lives,  burns,  and  triumphs  now — 
“Passing  away.” 

It  is  written  on  the  heart ; 

Alas  that  there  decay 

Should  claim  from  love  a part — 
“Passing  away.” 

Friends,  friends ! Oh ! shall  we  meet 
In  a land  of  purer  day, 

Where  lovely  things  and  sweet 
Pass  not  away  ? 

Oh,  if  this  may  be  so, 

Speed,  speed  thou  closing  day! 

How  blest  from  earth’s  vain  show 
To  pass  away! 


MRS.  HEMANS. 


95  Death  may  come  upon  you  unawares:  wherefore 
as  you  would  do  for  a suspected  enemy,  wait  so  for  it, 
that  it  may  never  surprise  you. 


ROBT.  HILL,  D.D. 
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96  Like  as  the  damask  rose  you  see, 

Or  like  the  blossom  on  a tree, 

Or  like  the  dainty  flower  in  May, 

Or  like  the  morning  to  the  day, 

Or  like  the  sun,  or  like  the  shade, 

Or  like  the  gourd  which  Jonas  had  ; 

Even  such  is  man,  whose  thread  is  spun, 
Drawn  out  and  cut,  and  so  is  done. 

The  rose  withers,  the  blossom  blasteth, 

The  flower  fades,  the  morning  hasteth, 

The  sun  sets,  the  shadow  flies, 

The  gourd  consumes,  and  man  he  dies! 

Like  to  the  grass  that’s  newly  sprung. 

Or  like  a tale  that’s  new  begun, 

Or  like  the  bird  that’s  here  to-day, 

Or  like  the  pearled  dew  of  May, 

Or  like  an  hour,  or  like  a span, 

Or  like  the  singing  of  a swan ; 

Even  such  is  man,  who  lives  by  breath, 

Is  here,  now  there,  in  life  and  death. 

The  grass  withers,  the  tale  is  ended, 

The  bird  is  flown,  the  dew’s  ascended, 

The  hour  is  short,  the  span  not  long, 

The  swan’s  near  death:  man’s  life  is  done! 

Like  to  the  bubble  in  the  brook, 

Or  in  a glass  much  like  a look, 

Or  like  the  shuttle  in  weaver’s  hand, 

Or  like  the  writing  on  the  sand, 

Or  like  a thought,  or  like  a dream, 

Or  like  the  gliding  of  a stream ; 

Even  such  is  man  who  lives  by  breath, 

Is  here,  now  there,  in  life  and  death. 

The  bubble’s  broke,  the  look’s  forgot, 

The  shuttle’s  flung,  the  writing’s  blot. 

The  thought  is  past,  the  dream  is  gone. 
The  waters  glide : man’s  life  is  done  ! 
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Like  to  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 

Or  like  swift  course  of  water  flow, 

Or  like  that  time  ’twixt  flow  and  ebb, 

Or  like  the  spider’s  tender  web, 

Or  like  a race,  or  like  a goal, 

Or  like  the  dealing  of  a dole ; 

Even  such  is  man,  whose  brittle  state 
Is  always  subject  unto  fate. 

The  arrow’s  shot,  the  flood  soon  spent, 

The  time  no  time,  the  web  soon  rent, 

The  race  soon  jun,  the  goal  soon  won, 

The  dole  soon  dealt : man’s  life  soon  done ! 

Like  as  the  lightning  from  the  sky, 

Or  like  a post  that  quick  doth  hie, 

Or  like  a quaver  in  a song, 

Or  like  a journey  three  days’  long, 

Or  like  the  snow  when  summer’s  come, 

Or  like  the  pear,  or  like  the  plum  ; 

Even  such  is  man,  who  heaps  up  sorrow, 

Lives  but  this  day,  and  dies  tomorrow. 

The  lightning’s  past,  the  post  must  go, 

The  song  is  short,  the  journey  so, 

The  pear  doth  rot,  the  plum  doth  fall, 

The  snow  dissolves,  and  so  must  all! 

SIMON  WASTELL,  bom  1562. 

* 

97  There  is  no  Death ! what  seems  so  is  transition ; 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a suburb  of  the  life  elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 

LONGFELLOW. 

* 

98  He  who  cannot  find  time  to  consult  his  Bible 
will  find  one  day  that  he  has  time  to  be  sick.  He  who 
has  no  time  to  pray,  MUST  find  time  to  die. 

HANNAH  MORE. 
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99  What  need  I be  troubled,  that  I find  in  myself 
a fear  of  death  ? What  Israelite  is  not  ready  to  run  away 
at  the  sight  of  this  Goliath  ? This  fear  is  natural ; and  so 
far  from  being  evil,  that  it  was  incident  to  the  Son  of  God, 
who  was  “ heard  in  that  which  He  feared.”  Christianity 
serves  not  to  destroy,  but  to  rectify  nature.  Grace  regulates 
this  passion  in  us,  and  corrects  the  exorbitances  of  it,  but 
never  intended  to  root  it  out.  Let  me  therefore  entertain 
this  fear,  but  so  that  I may  master  it  If  I cannot  avoid 
fear,  let  it  be  such  as  may  be  incident  to  a faithful  man. 
While  my  fear  apprehends  just  terror  in  the  face  of  death, 
let  my  faith  lay  fast  hold  on  that  blessed  Saviour,  who  hath 
both  overcome  and  sweetened  it ; on  that  blessed  estate  of 
glory,  which  accompanies  it : my  fear  shall  end  in  joy,  my 
death  in  advantage. 

JOSH.  HALL. 

100  Silence  and  darkness!  soon  the  hour  will  come 
When  all  must  brave  thee,  for  that  all  must  die : 
The  night  of  death,  the  silence  of  the  tomb, 
These  are  realities  which  none  may  fly. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who,  when  that  hour  is  nigh, 
Do  feel  their  faith  secure,  their  sins  forgiven : 
Soon  ’twill  be  past,  and  then  to  ear  and  eye 
What  sounds,  what  sights  of  rapture  shall  be  given, 
For  darkness,  endless  day ; for  silence,  songs  of 

Heaven. 

From  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WOODS. 


ioi  Few  of  us  pass  over  the  first  golden  gates  of  life 
ere  we  receive  the  admonitions  of  decay. 


102  If  it  be  the  will  of  God,  I am  willing  to  die:  and 
I beseech  Him  that  He  will  grant  me  a happy  departure. 


MELANCTHON. 
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Lift  not  thou  the  wailing  voice, 

Weep  not,  ’tis  a Christian  dieth  ; 

Up  where  blessed  saints  rejoice, 

Ransom’d  now  the  spirit  flieth: 

High  in  heaven’s  own  light  she  dwelleth, 
Full  the  song  of  triumph  swelleth; 

Freed  from  earth  and  earthly  failing, 

Lift  for  her  no  voice  of  wailing. 

Pour  not  thou  the  bitter  tear; 

Heaven  its  book  of  comfort  opeth. 

Bids  thee  sorrow  not,  nor  fear, 

But  as  one  who  alway  hopeth. 

Humbly  here  in  faith  relying, 

Peacefully  in  Jesus  dying, 

Heavenly  joy  her  eye  is  flushing, 

Why  should  thine  with  tears  be  gushing? 

They  who  die  in  Christ  are  blest; 

Ours  be  then  no  thought  of  grieving; 
Sweetly  with  their  God  they  rest, 

All  their  toils  and  troubles  leaving: 

So  be  ours  the  faith  that  saveth, 

Hope  that  every  trial  braveth, 

Love  that  to  the  end  endureth, 

And  thro’  Christ  the  crown  secureth. 


BISHOP  DOANE. 


104  Good  Lord,  what  a shadow  is  the  life  of  man ! 
What  a nothing  is  it.  The  time  past,  that’s  nothing,  just 
like  a bird  fled  from  the  hand  of  the  owner,  out  of  sight. 
The  time  present,  that  is  a vanishing,  a running  hour,  nay 
less,  a flying  minute  as  good  as  nothing.  The  time  to 
come,  that’s  uncertain,  the  evening  sun  may  see  us  dead. 
Lord,  therefore  in  this  hour  make  me  sure  of  Thee,  for  in 
the  next  I am  not  sure  of  myself. 

LUCAS  : Divine  Breathings. 
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105  The  longer  life,  the  more  offence. 

The  more  offence,  the  greater  paine, 

The  greater  paine,  the  lesse  defence, 

The  lesse  defence,  the  lesser  gaine: 

The  losse  of  gaine  long  ill  doth  trye, 

Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

The  shorter  life  lesse  count  I finde, 

The  lesse  accounte,  the  sooner  made, 

The  accounte  soon  made,  the  merrier  minde. 
The  merrier  minde  doth  thought  evade : 

Short  life  in  truth  this  thing  doth  trye, 
Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

Come  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care, 

The  ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  life, 

The  flood  of  life,  the  joyful  fare, 

The  joyful  fare,  the  end  of  strife, 

The  end  of  strife,  that  thing  wish  I, 

Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

UNCERTAIN  AUTHOR  about  1500. 

* 

106  Life,  after  the  first  warm  heats  are  over,  is  all 
down  hill ; and  one  almost  wishes  the  journey's  end,  pro- 
vided we  were  sure  but  to  lie  down  easy  whenever  the 
night  shall  overtake  us. 

POPE : Letters. 

* 

107  Death  or  diseases  bar  every  portal  through  which 
we  mean  to  pass ; and  though  we  may  escape  them  and 
reach  the  last  chamber,  what  a wild  adventurer  is  he  that 
centres  his  hopes  at  the  end  of  such  an  avenue.  I sit  con- 
tented with  the  beggars  of  the  threshold,  and  never  propose 
going  on  but  as  the  gates  open  of  themselves. 

HORACE  WALPOLE’S  Letters. 
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108  Death  is  to  him  that  wretched  life  doth  lead, 
Both  grace  and  gain. 


109  Man  that  is  bom  of  a woman  is  of  few  days,  and 
full  of  trouble.  He  cometh  forth  like  a flower,  and  is  cut 
down : he  fleeth  also  as  a shadow,  and  continueth  not. 
And  dost  thou  open  thine  eyes  upon  such  an  one,  and 
bringest  me  into  judgment  with  thee?  Who  can  bring 
a clean  thing  out  of  an  unclean  ? not  one.  Seeing  his 
days  are  determined,  the  number  of  his  months  are  with 
thee,  thou  hast  appointed  his  bounds  that  he  cannot  pass ; 
turn  from  him,  that  he  may  rest,  till  he  shall  accomplish, 
as  an  hireling,  his  day.  For  there  is  hope  of  a tree,  if 
it  be  cut  down,  that  it  will  sprout  again,  and  that  the 
tender  branch  thereof  will  not  cease.  Though  the  root 
thereof  wax  old  in  the  earth,  and  the  stock  thereof  die  in 
the  ground ; yet  through  the  scent  of  water  it  will  bud, 
and  bring  forth  boughs  like  a plant.  But  man  dieth,  and 
wasteth  away:  yea,  man  giveth  up  the  ghost,  and  where 
is  he  ? As  the  waters  fail  from  the  sea,  and  the  flood 
decayeth  and  drieth  up:  so  man  lieth  down,  and  riseth 
not:  till  the  heavens  be  no  more,  they  shall  not  awake, 
nor  be  raised  out  of  their  sleep. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  xiv.  i— is. 


1 10  When  we  rise  fresh  and  vigorous  in  the  morning, 
the  world  seems  fresh  too,  and  we  think  we  shall  never  be 
tired  of  business  or  pleasure.  But  by  the  time  the  evening 
is  come,  we  find  ourselves  heartily  so;  we  quit  all  the 
enjoyments  readily  and  gladly;  we  retire  willingly  into 
a little  cell ; we  lie  down  in  darkness,  and  resign  ourselves 
to  the  arms  of  sleep  with  perfect  satisfaction  and  com- 
placency. Apply  this  to  youth  and  old  age,  life  and 
death. 
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iii  Millions  of  feet  entraversed  here, 

Where  are  their  parted  spirits? 

Each  in  a dark  or  glorious  sphere, 

Its  own  reward  inherits: 

Where  they  are  fled,  we  soon  shall  fly, 

And  join  them  in  eternity. 

The  crowds  who  earth’s  arena  tread, 

Each  busy  in  his  station, 

Are  few  compared  with  all  the  dead 
Of  every  age  and  nation ; 

The  world  of  life  counts  millions  o’er, 

That  of  the  dead  hath  many  more. 

It  is  a solemn  thought  that  we, 

Life’s  little  circle  rounded, 

Must  launch  upon  that  endless  sea, 

Which  shore  hath  never  bounded ; 

A sea  of  happiness  and  love, 

Or  depths  below  and  clouds  above: 

A holy  Judge,  a righteous  doom, 

A bar  where  none  dissemble, 

A short  quick  passage  to  the  tomb, 

How  should  we  stop  and  tremble. 

Great  God,  as  years  pass  swiftly  by, 

Write  on  each  heart:  Thou,  thou  must  die. 


1 12  Men  are  injurious  that  report  of  death 
To  be  the  highest  of  extremities; 

When  as  we  die,  what  lose  we  else  but  breath, 
And  many  numbers  of  our  miseries  ? 

When  this  life  sets,  a better  doth  arise: 

And  when  to  death  a holy  cause  is  given, 
Death  is  the  gate  by  which  we  enter  heaven. 

CHRISTOPHER  LEVER. 
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1 13  Every  day’s  necessity  calls  for  a reparation  of  that 
portion  which  death  fed  on  all  night,  when  we  lay  in  his 
lap,  and  slept  in  his  outer  chambers.  The  very  spirits 
of  a man  prey  upon  the  daily  portion  of  bread  and  flesh, 
and  every  meal  is  a rescue  from  one  death,  and  lays  up  for 
another;  and  while  we  think  a thought,  we  die,  and  the 
clock  strikes,  and  reckons  on  our  portion  of  Eternity ; we 
form  our  words  with  the  breath  of  our  nostrils ; we  have 
the  less  to  live  upon  for  every  word  we  speak.  Thus 
Nature  calls  us  to  meditate  of  death  by  those  things  which 
are  the  instruments  of  acting  it,  and  God  by  all  the  variety 
of  His  providence  makes  us  see  death  everywhere,  in  all 
variety  of  circumstances,  and  dressed  up  for  all  the  fancies 
and  the  expectation  of  every  single  person.  Nature  has 
given  us  one  harvest  for  every  year,  but  Death  hath  two, 
and  the  Spring  and  the  Autumn  send  throngs  of  men  and 
women  to  charnel-houses,  and  all  the  Summer  long  men 
are  recovering  from  their  evils  of  the  Spring,  till  the  Dog- 
days  come,  and  then  the  Syrian  star  makes  the  Summer 
deadly,  and  the  fruits  of  Autumn  are  laid  up  for  the  year’s 
provision,  and  the  man  that  gathers  them,  eats,  and  surfeits, 
and  dies,  and  needs  them  not,  and  himself  is  laid  up  for 
Eternity;  and  he  that  escapes  till  Winter,  only  stays  for 
another  opportunity,  which  the  distempers  of  that  quarter 
minister  to  him  with  great  variety.  Thus  death  reigns  in 
all  the  portions  of  our  time.  The  Autumn  with  its  fruits 
provides  disorders  for  us,  and  the  Winter’s  cold  turns  them 
into  sharp  diseases,  and  the  Spring  brings  flowers  to  strew 
our  hearse,  and  the  Summer  gives  green  turf  and  brambles 
to  bind  upon  our  graves.  Calentures  and  surfeit,  cold  and 
agues,  are  the  four  quarters  of  the  year,  and  all  minister  to 
death,  and  you  can  go  no  whither,  but  you  tread  upon 
a dead  man’s  bones. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

4* 

1 14  My  days  are  swifter  than  a post. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  ix.  25. 
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1 15  Unconstant  earth!  why  doe  not  mortals  cease 
To  build  their  hopes  upon  so  short  a lease  ? 
Uncertaine  lease,  whose  term  but  once  begun 
Tells  never  when  it  ends  till  it  be  done: 

We  dote  upon  thy  smiles,  not  knowing  why, 

And  whiles  we  but  prepare  to  live,  we  die ; 

We  spring  like  flowers  for  a daye’s  delight, 

At  noone  we  flourish  and  we  fade  at  night, 

We  toyle  for  kingdoms,  conquer  crownes,  and  then 
We  that  were  Gods  but  now,  now  lesse  than  men, 
If  wisdom,  learning,  knowledge  cannot  dwell 
Secure  from  change,  vaine  bubble,  Earth,  farewell. 

FRANCIS  QUARLES. 

4* 


1 16  Time  is  the  bound  of  things:  where’er  we  go 
Fate  gives  a meeting.  Death’s  the  end  of  woe. 

HERRICK. 

4* 

1 17  Father  of  light!  to  Thee  I call, 

My  soul  is  dark  within ; 

Thou  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow’s  fall, 
Avert  the  death  of  sin; 

Thou  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star, 
Who  calm’st  the  elemental  war, 

Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundless  sky, 

My  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgive  ; 
And  since  I soon  must  cease  to  live, 

Instruct  me  how  to  die. 

LORD  BYRON. 


1 18  Would  you  enjoy  tranquillity  in  life,  and  meet 
death  with  confidence:  square  all  your  behaviour  by  a 
regard  to  God  and  man.  Inquietude  arises  only  from 
a displacency  with  one’s  self,  and  of  this  the  source  is 
guilt 

LA  BRUYERE. 
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1 19  They  dread  no  storm  that  lours, 

No  perish’d  joys  bewail, 

They  pluck  no  thorn-clad  flowers, 

Nor  drink  of  streams  that  fail; 

There  is  no  tear-drop  in  their  eye, 

Nor  change  upon  their  brow; 

The  placid  bosom  heaves  no  sigh, 

Tho’  all  earth’s  idols  bow. 

Who  are  so  greatly  blest? 

From  whom  hath  sorrow  fled  ? 

Who  find  such  deep  unbroken  rest, 

While  all  things  toil  ? The  dead ! 

The  holy  dead  ! Why  weep  ye  so 
Above  their  sable  bier? 

Thrice  blessed!  they  have  done  with  woe, 

The  living  claim  the  tear. 

We  dream,  but  they  awake; 

Dark  visions  mar  our  rest, 

’Mid  thorns  and  snares  our  way  we  take, 

And  yet  we  mourn  the  blest : 

For  those  who  throng  the  eternal  throne, 

Lost  are  the  tears  we  shed; 

They  are  the  living,  they  alone, 

Whom  thus  we  call  the  dead. 

MRS.  SIGOURNEY. 

* 

120  I doubt  an  old  man  should  do  nothing  but  what 
he  ought,  and  I hope  doing  one’s  duty  is  the  best  prepara- 
tion for  death.  Sitting  with  one’s  arms  folded  to  think 
about  it,  is  a very  lazy  way  of  preparing  for  it 

HORACE  WALPOLE’S  LttUrs. 

* 

121  Oh  thou,  whoever  thou  art,  that  art  tempted  to 
commit  sin,  do  thou  think  on  death,  and  that  thought  will 
be  an  angel  to  thee. 


BISHOP  HEBER. 
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122  Grieve  not  that  I die  young.  Is  it  not  well 
To  pass  away  ere  life  hath  lost  its  brightness? 
Bind  me  no  longer,  sisters,  with  the  spell 

Of  love  and  your  kind  words.  List  ye  to  me: 
Here  I am  blest,  but  I would  be  more  free; 

I would  go  forth  in  all  my  spirit’s  lightness — 
Let  me  depart! 

Ah,  who  would  linger  till  bright  eyes  grow  dim, 
Kind  voices  mute,  and  faithful  bosoms  cold, 

Till  carking  cares,  and  coil,  and  anguish  grim 
Cast  their  dark  shadows  o’er  this  fairy  world, 
Till  fancy’s  many-coloured  wings  are  furl’d, 

And  all  save  the  proud  spirit  waxeth  old — 

I would  depart! 

Thus  would  I pass  away,  yielding  my  soul 
A joyous  thank-offering  to  Him  who  gave 
That  soul  to  be,  those  starry  orbs  to  roll; 

Thus,  thus  exultingly  would  I depart, 

Song  on  my  lips,  ecstacy  in  my  heart: 

Sisters,  sweet  sisters,  bear  me  to  the  grave, 

Let  me  depart! 

LADY  FLORA  HASTINGS. 

* 

123  Child  of  the  dust,  whose  number’d  hours 

Are  stealing  fast  away, 

Whose  sins  are  unrepented  of, 

Go  shrive  thee  quick  and  pray: 

For  the  hour  will  come  or  soon  or  late, 

When  thou  must  leave  the  scene, 

When  all  that  is  shall  be  to  thee 
As  it  had  never  been. 

HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

* 

124  Righteousness  delivereth  from  death. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Proverbs  xi.  4. 
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125  Death  and  departure  of  friends  are  things  gene- 
rally grievous:  Omnium  qua  in  humand  vitd  contingunt> 
luctus  atque  mors  sunt  acerbissima , the  most  austere  and 
bitter  accidents  that  can  happen  to  a man  in  this  life,  in 
ceternum  valedicerey  to  part  for  ever,  to  forsake  the  world 
and  all  our  friends,  ’tis  ultimum  terribiliumy  the  last  and  the 
greatest  terror,  and  most  irksome  and  troublesome  unto  us. 
Homo  toties  moritur  quoties  amittit  suos . And  though  we 
hope  for  a better  life,  eternal  happynesse,  after  these  painful 
and  miserable  daies,  yet  we  cannot  compose  ourselves  will- 
ingly to  die : the  remembrance  of  it  is  most  grievous  unto 
us,  especially  to  such  who  are  fortunate  and  rich ; they  start 
at  the  name  of  death,  as  a horse  at  a rotten  post.  Say 
what  you  can  of  that  other  world  with  Metezuma  that 
Indian  prince,  Bonum  est  esse  hie , they  had  rather  be 
here. 

BURTON  : Anatomy  0/  Melancholy. 

* 

126  Death  must  be  a penalty,  even  where  it  is  a gain ; 
and  therefore  it  must  meet  with  some  unwillingness : be- 
cause we  willingly  sinned,  we  must  unwillingly  suffer ; the 
gain  is  not  the  pain  or  dissolution  in  itself,  but  the  happy 
consequent  of  it.  All  the  faith  and  reason  in  the  world 
will  not  make  death  to  be  no  penalty,  and  therefore  will 
not  take  away  all  unwillingness.  No  man  ever  reasoned 
or  believed  himself  into  a love  of  pain  and  death  as  such : 
but  seeing  that  the  gain  is  unspeakably  greater  than  the 
pain  and  loss,  faith  and  holy  reason  may  make  our  will- 
ingness to  be  greater  than  our  unwillingness,  and  our  hope 
and  joy  than  our  fear  and  sorrow.  And  it  is  the  deep 
and  effectual  notice  of  goodness,  which  is  Gods  way  in 
nature  and  grace  to  change  and  draw  the  will  of  man. 

BAXTER. 

* 


127  And  how  dieth  the  wise  man  ? as  the  fool. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Ecclbs.  11.  16. 
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128  My  soul  doth  pant  towards  Thee, 

My  God,  source  of  eternal  life: 

Flesh  fights  with  me; 

Oh,  end  the  strife, 

And  part  us  that  in  peace  I may 
Unclay 

My  wearied  spirit  and  take 
My  flight  to  Thy  eternal  spring, 

Where  for  His  sake, 

Who  is  my  King, 

I may  wash  all  my  tears  away 
That  day. 

Thou  Conqueror  of  death, 

Glorious  Triumpher  o'er  the  grave, 

Whose  holy  breath 
Was  spent  to  save 

Lost  mankind ; make  me  to  be  styled 
Thy  child, 

And  take  me  when  I die 
And  go  unto  my  dust ; my  soul 
Above  the  sky 
With  saints  enrol ; 

That  in  Thy  arms  for  ever,  I 

May  lie.  Amen. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


129  The  time  left  us  for  contemplation  in  our  hours  of 
sickness,  and  our  necessary  disengagement  from  the  things 
of  earth,  tend  to  direct  our  thoughts  upwards ; we  learn  to 
think  with  the  most  august  of  our  moralists  that  earth  is 
a place  to  die,  not  live  in  ; our  existence  becomes  a great 
preparation  for  death,  and  the  monitor  within  is  constant, 
but  with  a sweet  and  cheering  voice. 

ANON. 
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130  Take  away  but  the  pomps  of  death,  the  disguises 
and  solemn  bugbears,  the  tinsel,  and  the  actings  by  candle- 
light, and  proper  and  fantastic  ceremonies,  the  minstrels 
and  the  noise-makers,  the  women  and  the  weepers,  the 
swoonings  and  the  shriekings,  the  nurses  and  the  physicians, 
the  dark  room,  and  the  ministers,  the  kindred  and  the 
watchers ; and  then  to  die  is  easy,  ready,  and  quitted  from 
its  troublesome  circumstances.  It  is  the  same  harmless 
thing  that  a poor  shepherd  suffered  yesterday,  or  a maid- 
servant to-day:  and  at  the  same  time  in  which  you  die,  in 
that  very  night  a thousand  creatures  die  with  you,  some 
wise  men,  and  many  fools ; and  the  wisdom  of  the  first  will 
not  quit  him,  and  the  folly  of  the  latter  does  not  make  him 
unable  to  die. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

13 1 If  we  are  unprepared  to  meet  the  Lord  at  death, 
we  can  never  be  ready  when  He  comes  to  judgment. 


132  My  bosom  pines  for  death;  nor  vainly  moans 
Far  down  oblivion’s  silent  gulf  to  glide: 

Even  now  the  mighty  King  of  many  thrones 
Steals  on  with  noiseless  footsteps  to  my  side ; 

His  is  the  empire  o’er  the  wasted  heart; 

His  are  the  kingdoms  of  the  spirit  crushed; 

His  are  the  envious  boundaries  that  part 
This  sea  of  life  from  shores  where  all  is  hushed. 
Great  King,  behold  me  suppliant  at  Thy  knee, 
One  breath  of  Thine  would  waft  me  to  that  land, 
Where  longs  this  sorrow-laden  wing  to  flee: 

Oh  lead  me  onward  with  Thy  loving  hand, 

No  form  of  light  on  earth  so  fair  may  be 
As  Thy  soft  shadow  seemeth  unto  me. 

E.  L.  MONTAGUE. 


44 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


132  Toll  on,  toll  on, 

A son  of  man  is  passing  to  his  rest, 

A wayward  child  hath  sought  its  parent  breast, 
Toll  on,  toll  on. 

Bear  on  the  dead, 

On  the  dark  bier  the  home-come  wanderer  lies, 
Dimmed  is  the  lustre  of  those  rayless  eyes, 

Their  light  is  fled. 

On,  slowly  on. 

The  varying  dreams  of  love,  of  pride,  of  power, 
The  aspiring  hopes  of  many  a lofty  hour, 

With  him  are  gone. 

Tread  soft  and  light, 

That  palsied  heart  no  more  with  life  is  warm, 

The  quickening  essence  from  that  silent  form 
Hath  winged  its  flight. 

Look  on  him  now, 

The  cold  still  torpor  of  the  ice-bound  wave, 

The  chilling  signet  of  the  opening  grave 
Is  on  that  brow. 

But  on,  toll  on, 

A struggling  spirit  is  at  length  unbound, 

A wearied  pilgrim  hath  a resting  found, 

Toll  on,  toll  on. 

Voice  of  the  tomb, 

A thousand  hearts  thy  awful  notes  have  stirred, 

A thousand  years  thy  deep-toned  summons  heard, 
Sound  forth  the  doom. 

Man,  thou  must  die, 

So  prophet-like  would  seem  the  fearful  knell, 

To  the  chill'd  heart  th’  unerring  fate  to  tell — 

All,  all  must  die. 
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Stern  tolls  thy  chime, 

The  funeral  herald  of  the  warrior  brave, 

Whom  glory's  halo  lighteth  to  the  grave 
In  life’s  full  prime. 

As  when  alone 

The  stranger  bendeth  to  the  quiet  tomb, 

Nor  mourner’s  voice  for  his  unheeded  doom, 

Save  thy  deep  tone. 

Near,  oh  too  near, 

The  gathering  voices  of  a thousand  graves, 

Like  the  hoarse  murmurs  of  the  sullen  waves, 
Awestruck  I hear. 

They  call  too  plain, 

Fond  soul,  come  down  from  all  thy  earthly  dreams, 
Thy  fancied  might,  thy  visionary  schemes 
Alike  are  vain. 

For  what  art  thou  ? 

True  friends  and  kindred  once  were  by  thy  side, 
Brave  hearts  flush’d  high  with  hope  and  youthful  pride, 
Where  are  they  now? 

Strive  up  no  more, 

The  ling’ring  sands  now  shiver  in  thy  glass, 

Earth  and  its  visions  as  a dream  will  pass, 

And  all  is  o’er. 

Why  bring  again 

The  empty  shadows  of  each  vain  regret, 

The  buried  hopes  of  life  remember’d  yet, 

The  chilling  strain  ? 

Oft  hast  thou  swept 

The  slumbering  heart-strings  of  the  faithful  breast, 
And  waked  sad  music  from  their  broken  rest, 

That  long  had  slept. 
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Deep  joys  long  fled, 

The  bitterness  of  death  again  is  proved, 

The  cold  earth  closing  o’er  the  lost,  the  loved, 

The  early  dead. 

Break  not  their  sleep, 

From  their  deep  quiet  home  no  murmurs  rise, 

The  tears  are  passing  from  the  mourner’s  eyes; 
Must  they  still  weep  ? 

Thine  hopes  recall, 

My  soul : the  dark  cold  grave  is  not  for  thee, 
Thou  from  the  slimy  earth-worm’s  crawl  art  free; 
Earth  is  not  all. 

Eternity ! 

Thy  light  is  flashing  thro’  the  mortal  gloom. 

Thy  star  is  bright  beyond  the  craving  tomb ; 

We  die  for  thee. 

Toll  on,  toll  on, 

Joy  to  the  wanderer  in  his  resting  found, 

Joy  to  the  spirit  from  its  chain  unbound ; 

Toll  on,  toll  on. 

From  /hr  COBOURG  CHURCH.  UPPER  CANADA. 

* 

133  The  voice  said,  Cry.  And  he  said,  What  shall 
I cry  ? All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  the  goodliness  thereof  is 
as  the  flower  of  the  field : the  grass  withereth,  the  flower 
fadeth:  because  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  bloweth  upon  it: 
surely  the  people  is  grass.  The  grass  withereth,  the  flower 
fadeth : but  the  word  of  our  God  shall  stand  for  ever. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Isaiah  xl.  6—8. 

* 

134  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my 
last  end  be  like  his ! 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Ntmurrs  xxiii.  10. 
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135  Suppose  a man  comes  to  me.  on  the  same  errand 
which  the  prophet  delivered  to  Hezekiah,  “ Set  thine  house 
in  order,  for  thou  shalt  die  and  not  live,”  with  what  welcome 
do  I entertain  him  ? Do  I,  with  that  good  king,  turn  my 
face  to  the  wall  and  weep  ? or  do  I say  of  the  messenger 
as  David  said  of  Ahimaaz,  “ He  is  a good  man  and  brings 
good  tidings”?  Surely  nature  urges  me  to  the  former, 
which  cannot  but  hold  dissolution  her  greatest  enemy,  for 
what  can  she  abhor  so  much  as  a not  being?  faith  per- 
suades me  to  the  latter,  telling  me  that  to  die  is  gain. 
Now  whether  of  these  two  shall  prevail  with  me  ? Cer- 
tainly as  each  of  them  hath  a share  in  me,  so  shall  either 
of  them  act  its  own  part  in  my  soul.  Nature  shall  obtain 
so  much  of  me,  as  to  fetch  from  me,  upon  the  sudden  ap- 
prehension of  death,  some  thoughts  of  fear:  faith  shall 
straight  step  in,  and  drive  away  all  those  weak  fears,  and 
raise  up  my  heart  to  a cheerful  expectation  of  so  gainful 
and  happy  a change.  Nature  shews  me  the  ghastliness  of 
death ; faith  shews  me  the  transcendency  of  heavenly  glory. 
Nature  represents  to  me  a rotten  carcase ; faith  presents 
me  with  a glorious  soul.  Shortly  nature  startles  at  the 
sight  of  death ; faith  outfaces  and  overcomes  it  So  then 
I,  who  at  the  first  blush  could  say,  O Death,  how  bitter  is 
thy  remembrance,  can  now  upon  my  deliberate  thoughts 
say,  I desire  to  depart  and  be  with  Christ. 

JOSH.  HALL. 


Prostrate  my  contrite  heart  I rend, 
My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 
Do  not  forsake  me  in  my  end. 


ROSCOMMON. 


137  Vain  men,  that  in  this  life  set  up  your  rest, 

Which  to  the  ill  is  long,  and  short  unto  the  best. 


PHINEHAS  FLETCHER. 
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138  When  thoughts 

Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stem  agony,  and  shroud  and  pall, 

And  breathless  darkness,  and  the  narrow  house 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart: 

Go  forth  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around, 

Earth  and  her  waters,  and  the  depths  of  air, 

Comes  a still  voice.  Yet  a few  days,  and  thee 
The  all-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course:  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground, 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid  with  many  tears, 

Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean  shall  exist 

Thy  image.  Earth  that  nourished  thee  shall  claim 

Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  again ; 

And,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  for  ever  with  the  elements, 

To  be  a brother  to  the  insensible  rock, 

And  to  the  sluggish  clod  which  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share  and  treads  upon.  The  oak 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy  mould. 

Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting-place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone,  nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent.  Thou  shalt  lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world,  with  kings, 

The  powerful  of  the  earth,  the  wise,  the  good, 

Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers  of  ages  past, 

All  in  one  mighty  sepulchre.  The  hills, 
Rock-ribbed  and  ancient  as  the  sun,  the  vales 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between ; 

The  venerable  woods,  rivers  that  move 

In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 

That  make  the  meadows  green ; and  poured  round  all 
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Old  ocean’s  gray  and  melancholy  waste 

Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 

Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.  The  golden  sun, 

The  planets,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven 
Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death 
Thro’  the  still  lapse  of  ages.  All  that  tread 
The  globe  are  but  a handful  to  the  tribes 
That  slumber  in  its  bosom.  Take  the  wings 
Of  morning,  and  the  Barcan  desert  pierce, 

Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 
Where  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound 
Save  his  own  dashings;  yet  the  dead  are  there, 
And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 
The  flight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them  down 
In  their  last  sleep.  The  dead  reign  there  alone. 

So  shalt  thou  rest,  and  what  if  thou  withdraw 
Unheeded  by  the  living,  and  no  friend 
Take  note  of  thy  departure?  All  that  breathe 
Will  share  thy  destiny.  The  gay  will  laugh 
When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 
Plod  on,  and  each  one  as  before  will  chase 
His  favourite  phantom.  Yet  all  these  shall  leave 
Their  mirth  and  their  employments,  and  shall  come 
And  make  their  bed  with  thee.  As  the  long  train 
Of  ages  glide  away,  the  sons  of  men, 

The  youth  in  life’s  green  spring,  and  he  who  goes 
In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron  and  maid, 
And  the  sweet  babe,  and  the  grey-headed  man, 
Shall  one  by  one  be  gathered  to  thy  side 
By  those  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 

So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan  that  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death, 

Thou  go  not  like  the  quarry  slave  at  night 
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Scourged  to  his  dungeon,  but  sustained  and  soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust;  approach  thy  grave 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 


Like  as  the  falling  of  a star, 

Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are, 

Or  like  the  fresh  spring’s  gaudy  hue, 

Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew, 

Or  like  a wind  that  chafes  the  flood, 

Or  bubbles  which  on  water  stood, 

Even  such  is  man  whose  borrowed  light 
Is  straight  called  in,  and  paid  to-night 
The  wind  blows  out,  the  bubble  dies, 

The  spring  entombed  in  autumn  lies, 

The  dew  dries  up,  the  star  is  shot, 

The  flight  is  past,  and  man  forgot. 

H.  KING,  bom  159*. 


140  The  sting  of  death  is  sin,  and  the  sting  of  sin  is 
death : both  meet  in  man  to  make  him  perfectly  miserable. 
Death  could  not  have  stung  us,  no ; could  not  have  been 
at  all,  if  it  had  not  been  for  sin ; and  sin,  though  in  itself 
extremely  heinous,  yet  were  not  so  dreadful  and  horrible 
if  it  were  not  attended  by  death.  How  do  we  owe  our- 
selves to  the  mercy  of  a Saviour  that  hath  freed  us  from 
the  evil  of  both:  having  pulled  out  the  sting  of  death, 
which  is  sin,  that  it  cannot  hurt  us,  and  having  taken  such 
order  with  the  sting  of  sin,  which  is  death,  that  instead  of 
hurting  it  shall  turn  beneficial  to  us.  Lord,  into  what  a 
safe  condition  hast  Thou  put  us.  If  neither  sin  nor  death 
can  hurt  us,  what  should  we  fear  ? 


BISHOP  HALL. 


141  Is  there  not  an  appointed  time  to  man  upon  earth  ? 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Jon  vn.  1. 
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142  Where  shall  I die  ? Shall  death’s  cold  hand 
Arrest  my  breath  while  dear  ones  stand 
In  silent  watchful  love,  to  shed 
Their  tears  around  my  quiet  bed  ? 

Or  shall  I meet  my  final  doom 
Far  from  my  country  and  my  home? 

Lord,  to  Thy  will  I bend  the  knee, 

Thou  evermore  hast  cared  for  me. 

How  shall  I die  ? Shall  death’s  harsh  yoke 
Subdue  me  by  a single  stroke  ? 

Or  shall  my  fainting  frame  sustain 
The  tedious  languishing  of  pain ; 

Sinking  in  weariness  away, 

Slowly  and  sadly  day  by  day  ? 

Lord,  I repose  my  cares  on  Thee, 

Thou  evermore  hast  cared  for  me. 

When  shall  I die  ? Shall  death’s  stern  call 
Soon  come  my  spirit  to  appal  ? 

Or  shall  I live  through  circling  years 
A pilgrim  in  this  vale  of  tears; 

Surviving  those  I loved  the  best, 

Who  in  the  peaceful  churchyard  rest  ? 

Lord,  I await  Thy  wise  decree, 

Thou  evermore  hast  cared  for  me. 

Yet  O sustain  me  by  Thy  power, 

Be  with  me  in  life’s  parting  hour, 

Tell  me  of  peace  and  pardon  won 
Through  the  dear  mercies  of  Thy  Son ; 

Then  shall  I feel  resigned  to  go 
From  life’s  brief  joy  and  fleeting  woe, 

If  I in  death  the  Saviour  see, 

Who  evermore  hath  cared  for  me. 

MRS.  ABDY. 
E 2 
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143  Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate,  but  whilst  thou  liv’st 
Live  well : how  long,  how  short,  permit  to  heaven. 

MILTON. 


144  How  peaceful  is  death  to  a man  familiarized  to  it, 
who  has  been  expecting  its  approach  for  years. 

BELFRAGE. 


At  noontide  when  the  wide  world  around  us 
Busily  hums  with  tumultuous  strife, 

And  fate  with  her  viewless  chain  has  bound  us 
Within  the  enchanted  ring  of  life ; 

Tis  then  that  the  startled  soul  recoiling 

Turns,  sick’ning  turns  from  the  noisy  crowd, 
And  feels  how  empty  is  all  our  toiling, 

When  the  certain  finish  is  in  the  shroud. 

Loose  ye  the  chain,  for  ’tis  wisely  loosing 
The  soul  from  ties  that  bind  it  down. 

And  a godlike  strength  is  gained  from  musing 
On  the  fate  which  soon  must  prove  our  own : 
For  here  sorrow’s  reign  is  short,  if  bitter, 

And  pleasure’s  sunshine  tho’  bright  is  brief, 
And  pass  our  days  in  gloom  or  glitter, 

Death  comes  at  last  like  a silent  thief. 


D.  M.  MOIR. 


Pallida  mors — aequo  pulsat  pede 

Pauperum  tabernas,  regumque  turres. 


147  In  the  journey  of  life,  as  in  other  journeys,  it  is 
a pleasing  reflection  that  we  have  friends  who  are  thinking 
of  us  at  home,  and  who  will  receive  us  with  joy  when  our 
journey  is  at  an  end. 


BISHOP  HORNE. 
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148  Oportet  inter  vitae  negotia,  et  diem  mortis,  spatium 
aliquod  intercedere. 

JOHN  VALDESSO. 

& 

149  He  deserves  not  the  name  of  a Christian,  who  will 
live  in  that  state  of  life  in  which  he  will  not  die. 

ST.  JEROME. 

* 

150  There  is  nothing  which  must  end  to  be  valued  for 
its  continuance.  If  hours,  days,  months  and  years  pass 
away,  it  is  no  matter  what  hour,  what  day,  what  month,  or 
what  year  we  die.  The  applause  of  a good  actor  is  due  to 
him  at  whatever  scene  of  the  play  he  makes  his  exit.  It 
is  thus  in  the  life  of  a man  of  sense : a short  life  is  sufficient 
to  manifest  himself  a man  of  honour  and  virtue ; when  he 
ceases  to  be  such,  he  has  lived  too  long,  and  while  he  is 
such,  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  him  how  long  he  shall  be 
so,  provided  he  is  so  to  his  life’s  end. 


151  Death  is  the  liberator  of  him  whom  freedom  can- 
not release,  the  physician  of  him  whom  medicine  cannot 
cure,  and  the  comforter  of  him  whom  time  cannot  console. 


152  Nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  Death: 

And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Richard  *nd. 

* 

153  The  watchful  Christian  hath  this  blessedness,  that 
he  is  fit  to  receive  the  sentence  of  death  in  any  form. 


154  It  is  the  art  of  all  arts,  and  science  of  all  sciences, 
to  learn  to  die. 


ROBT.  HILL 
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155  Behold 

How  short  a span 
Was  long  enough  of  old 
To  measure  out  the  life  of  man: 

In  those  well-temper’d  days  his  time  was  then 
Surveyed,  cast  up,  and  found  but  threescore  years  and  ten. 

Alas 

And  what  is  that  ? 

They  come  and  slide  and  pass 
Before  my  pen  can  tell  thee  what. 

The  posts  of  time  are  swift,  which  having  run 
Their  seven  short  stages  o'er,  their  short-liv’d  task  is  done. 

Our  days 
Begun,  we  lend 
To  sleep,  to  antic  plays 
And  toys  until  the  first  stage  end: 

Twelve  waning  moons  twice  five  times  told  we  give 
To  unrecovered  loss.  We  rather  breathe  than  live. 

How  vain, 

How  wretched  is 
Poor  man  that  doth  remain 
A slave  to  such  a state  as  this ; 

His  days  are  short  at  longest,  few  at  most, 

They  are  but  bad  at  best,  yet  lavish’d  out  or  lost. 

They  be 

The  secret  springs, 

That  make  our  minutes  flee 
On  wheels  more  swift  than  angels’  wings. 

Our  life’s  a clock,  and  every  gasp  of  breath 
Breathes  forth  a warning  grief  till  time  shall  strike  a death. 
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How  soon 
Our  newborn  light 
Attains  to  full-aged  noon, 

And  this  how  soon  to  gray-haired  night. 

We  spring,  we  bud,  we  blossom,  and  we  blast 
Ere  we  can  count  our  days,  our  days  they  flee  so  fast. 

They  end 

When  scarce  begun, 

And  ere  we  apprehend 
That  we  begin  to  live,  our  life  is  done. 

Man,  count  thy  days,  and  if  they  fly  too  fast 
For  thy  dull  thoughts  to  count,  count  every  day  thy  last. 

FRANCIS  QUARLES.  1664. 

•i* 

156  In  poverty  and  dreariness, 

In  sickness  and  in  weariness, 

Mortal  decay; 

Upon  her  restless  bed, 

Turning  her  aching  head, 

At  morn  she  lay. 

In  sight  of  angel  throngs, 

Filling  with  their  sweet  songs 

The  vault  of  heaven ; 

In  peace  that  knows  no  fear 
Of  sin,  or  pain,  or  care, 

She  lies  at  even. 

Seems  not  the  transit  strange  ? 

We  cannot  grasp  the  change 

To  so  much  bliss; 

Grudge  not  the  wasting  powers, 

The  painful,  patient  hours, 

They  lead  to  this. 

* 

157  The  only  certain  way  to  die  well  is  to  live  well. 

CALAMY. 
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158  Shrink  not,  0 human  spirit, 

The  Everlasting  Arm  is  strong  to  save ! 

Look  up,  look  up,  frail  nature,  put  thy  trust 
In  Him  who  went  down  mourning  to  the  dust, 
And  overcame  the  grave ! 

Quickly  goes  down  the  sun  ; 

Life’s  work  is  almost  done ; 

Fruitless  endeavour,  hope  deferred  and  strife ! 

One  little  struggle  more, 

One  pang,  and  then  is  o’er 
All  the  long  mournful  weariness  of  life. 

Kind  friends,  ’tis  almost  past, 

Come  now,  and  look  your  last! 

Sweet  children,  gather  near, 

And  his  last  blessing  hear, 

See  how  he  loved  you  who  departeth  now! 

And  with  thy  trembling  step  and  pallid  brow, 

O most  beloved  one, 

Whose  breast  He  leaned  upon, 

Come  faithful  unto  death, 

Receive  his  parting  breath ! 

The  fluttering  spirit  panteth  to  be  free, 

Hold  him  not  back  who  speeds  to  victory! 

The  bonds  are  riven,  the  struggling  soul  is  free. 

Hail,  hail  enfranchised  Spirit, 

Thou  that  the  wine-press  of  the  field  hast  trod : 
On ! blest  immortal,  on  through  boundless  space, 
And  stand  with  thy  Redeemer  face  to  face, 

And  stand  before  thy  God ! 

Life’s  weary  work  is  o’er, 

Thou  art  of  earth  no  more, 

No  more  art  trammelled  by  the  oppressive  clay, 
But  tread’st  with  winged  ease 
The  high  acclivities 

Of  truths  sublime,  up  Heaven’s  crystalline  way. 
Here  no  bootless  quest ; 
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This  city’s  name  is  Rest; 

Here  shall  no  fear  appal : 

Here  love  is  all  in  all: 

Here  shalt  thou  win  thy  ardent  soul’s  desire; 
Here  clothe  thee  in  thy  beautiful  attire. 

Lift,  lift  thy  wond’ring  eyes! 

Yonder  is  Paradise. 

And  this  fair  shining  band 
Are  spirits  of  thy  land! 

And  those  who  throng  to  meet  thee  are  thy  kin 
Who  have  awaited  thee,  redeemed  from  sin ! 

The  city’s  gates  unfold. — Enter,  oh,  enter  in! 

HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

* 


1 59  We  moulder  of  ourselves,  and  soone  or  late 
We  must  resign  beloved  life  to  fate ; 

From  stately  palaces  we  must  remove, 

The  narrow  lodging  of  a grave  to  prove, 

Leave  the  fair  train  and  the  light  gilded  roome, 
To  be  alone,  benighted  in  the  tombe. 

God  only  is  immortal,  man  not  soe. 

Life  to  be  paid  upon  demand,  we  owe. 

The  rigid  lawe  of  fate  with  none  dispense, 
From  the  least  beggar  to  the  greatest  prince: 
The  crooked  scythe  that  no  distinction  knowes, 
Monarchs  and  slaves  indifferently  mowes ; 

One  day  we’d  pity  those  we  now  admire, 
When,  after  all  the  glory  they  acquire, 

When,  after  all  the  conquests  they  have  made, 
Fierce  death  their  laurels  in  the  dust  hath  laid. 

HENRY  ANDERSON. 


160  One  of  the  chief  benefits  of  virtue  is  the  contempt 
of  death. 

MONTAIGNE. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


5» 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


161  What  if  a day,  a month,  or  a yeare 

Crowne  thy  delights  with  a thousand  wish’d  con- 
tentings, 

May  not  the  chance  of  a night,  or  an  houre 
Cross  those  delights  with  as  many  sad  tormentings  ? 

Fortune,  honoure,  beautie,  youthe 
Are  but  blossoms  dying; 

Wanton  pleasure,  doting  love 
Are  but  shadows  flying. 

All  our  joyes 
Are  but  toyes, 

Idle  thoughts  deceaving : 

None  hath  power 
Halfe  an  houre 
Of  his  life’s  bereaving. 

The  earth’s  but  a pointe  of  the  worlde,  and  a man 
Is  but  a pointe  of  the  earth’s  compared  centre: 
Shall  then  the  pointe  of  a pointe  be  so  vaine 
As  to  delight  in  a sillie  pointe’s  adventer! 

All’s  in  hazard  that  we  have, 

There  is  nothing  byding; 

Dayes  of  pleasure  are  like  streams, 

Thro’  fair  meadowes  gliding. 

Weal  or  woe 
Tyme  doth  goe, 

There  is  no  returning. 

Secret  fates 
Guide  our  states 
Both  in  myrthe  and  mourning. 

What  shall  a man  desire  in  this  worlde 
Since  there  is  nought  in  this  worlde  that’s  worth 
desiring  ? 

Let  not  a man  cast  his  eyes  to  the  earth, 

But  to  the  heavens,  with  his  thoughts  high  aspiring ; 
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Think  that  living  thou  must  die, 

Be  assured  thy  dayes  are  told  ; 

Tho’  on  earth  thou  seeme  to  be, 

Assure  thyself  thou  art  but  moulde. 

All  our  health 
Brings  no  wealth, 

But  returns  from  whence  it  came ; 

So  shall  we 
All  agree, 

As  we  be  the  very  same. 

ANONYMOUS,  from  SIR  EGERTON  BRYDGES’  Restituta. 

* 

162  Can  he  be  faire,  that  withers  at  a blast  ? 

Or  he  be  strong,  that  every  breath  can  cast? 

Can  he  be  wise,  that  knowes  not  how  to  live  ? 

Or  he  be  rich,  that  nothing  hath  to  give? 

Can  he  be  young,  that’s  feeble,  weak,  and  wan  ? 

So  faire,  strong,  wise,  so  rich,  so  young  is  man: 

So  faire  is  man,  that  death  (a  parting  blast) 

Blasts  his  faire  flower,  and  makes  him  earth  at  last ; 
So  strong  is  man,  that  with  a gasping  breath 
He  totters  and  bequeaths  his  strength  to  death; 

So  wise  is  man,  that  if  with  death  he  strive, 

His  wisdome  cannot  teach  him  how  to  live: 

So  rich  is  man,  that  (all  his  debts  being  paid), 

His  wealth’s  the  winding-sheet  wherein  he’s  laid; 
So  young  is  man,  that  broke  with  care  and  sorrow, 
He’s  old  enough  to-day  to  die  tomorrow. 

Why  braggest  thou  then,  thou  worme  of  five  feet  long, 
Th’art  neither  faire,  nor  strong,  nor  wise,  nor  rich,  nor  young. 

FRANCIS  QUARLES. 

* 


163  Every  day  travels  towards  death:  the  last  only 
arrives  at  it. 


MONTAIGNE. 
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164  This  descending  to  the  grave  is  the  lot  of  all  men : 
neither  doth  God  respect  the  person  of  any  man.  * The 
rich  is  not  protected  for  favour,  nor  the  poor  for  pity ; the 
old  man  is  not  reverenced  for  his  age,  nor  the  infant  re- 
garded for  his  tenderness.  Youth  and  beauty,  learning 
and  prudence,  wit  and  strength,  lie  down  equally  in  the 
dishonour  of  the  grave.  All  men,  and  all  nations,  and  all 
persons  resist  the  addresses  and  solemnities  of  death,  and 
strive  to  preserve  a miserable  and  unpleasant  life,  and  yet 
they  all  sink  down  and  die.  For  so  have  I seen  the  pillars 
of  a building  assisted  with  artificial  props,  bending  under 
the  pressure  of  a roof,  and  pertinaciously  resisting  the  in- 
fallible and  prepared  ruin,  till  the  determined  day  comes, 
and  then  the  burden  sunk  upon  the  pillars,  and  disordered 
the  aids  and  auxiliary  rafters  into  a common  ruin  and  a 
ruder  grave ; so  are  the  desires  and  weak  arts  of  man : 
with  little  aids  and  assistances  of  care  and  physic  we  strive 
to  support  our  decaying  bodies,  and  to  put  off  the  evil  day. 
But  quickly  that  day  will  come,  and  then  neither  angels 
nor  men  can  rescue  us  from  the  grave ; but  the  roof  sinks 
down  upon  the  walls,  and  the  walls  descend  to  the  founda- 
tion, and  the  beauties  of  the  face  and  the  dishonours  of  the 
belly,  the  discerning  head  and  the  servile  feet,  the  thinking 
heart  and  the  working  hand,  the  eyes  and  the  entrails  to- 
gether shall  be  crushed  into  the  confusion  of  a heap,  and 
dwell  with  creatures  of  an  equivocal  production,  with  worms 
and  serpents,  the  sons  and  daughters  of  our  own  bones  in 
a house  of  dirt  and  darkness. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

* 

165  The  tranquil  rest,  the  shadow,  and  the  silence,  the 
mere  pause  of  the  wheel  of  life,  have  no  terror  for  the  wise 
who  know  the  due  value  of  the  world : 

After  the  billows  of  a stormy  sea, 

Sweet  is  at  last  the  haven  of  repose. 

BULWER-LYTTON. 
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1 66  All  that  nature  has  prescribed  must  be  good  ; and 
as  Death  is  natural  to  us,  it  is  absurdity  to  fear  it.  Fear 
loses  its  purpose  when  we  are  sure  it  cannot  preserve  us, 
and  we  should  draw  resolution  to  meet  it  from  the  im- 
possibility to  escape  it. 

STEELE. 

* 

167  What  are  the  beams,  the  flowers,  the  glory,  all 

Life's  glow  and  gloss,  the  music  and  the  bloom, 
When  every  sun  but  speeds  the  eternal  pall, 

And  time  is  Death  that  dallies  with  the  tomb. 

BULWER-LYTTON. 

* 

168  Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour? 
What  tho’  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame, 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in,  Here  he  lies, 
And  dust  to  dust  concludes  her  noblest  song. 

YOUNG. 


169  Death,  to  the  happy  thou  art  terrible, 

But  how  the  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee ! 
O thou  true  comforter,  the  friend  of  all 
Who  have  no  friend  beside. 

SOUTHEY. 


170  Life  is  the  jailer  of  the  soul  in  this  filthy  prison, 
and  its  only  deliverer  is  Death.  What  we  call  life  is  a 
journey  to  death,  and  what  we  call  death  is  a passport  to 
life.  True  wisdom  thanks  Death  for  what  he  takes,  and 
still  more  for  what  he  brings.  Let  us  then  like  sentinels 
be  ready  because  we  are  uncertain,  and  calm  because  we 
are  prepared.  There  is  nothing  formidable  about  death 
but  the  consequences  of  it,  and  these  we  ourselves  can 
regulate  and  control.  The  shortest  life  is  long  enough 
if  it  lead  to  a better,  and  the  longest  life  is  too  short  if  it 
do  not. 

COLTON. 
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1 71  Eheu ! fugaces  Posthume,  Posthume, 

Labuntur  anni,  nec  pietas  moram 
Rugis  et  instanti  senectae 

Affaret  indomitaeque  morti. 

HORACE. 

172  A holy  life  is  the  only  preparation  for  a happy 
death. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

4* 

173  O why  doe  wretched  men  so  much  desire 
To  draw  their  dayes  unto  the  utmost  date, 

And  doe  not  rather  wish  them  soon  expire, 
Knowing  the  miserie  of  their  estate; 

And  thousand  perils  which  them  still  awaite, 
Tossing  them  like  a boate  amid  the  mayne 
That  everie  hour  they  knock  at  Deathe’s  gate, 
And  he  that  happie  seemes,  and  leaste  in  payne, 
Yet  is  as  nigh  his  end,  as  he  that  most  doth  playne. 


174  Life's  little  stage  is  a small  eminence, 

Inch  high  the  grave  above : that  home  of  man, 
Where  dwells  the  multitude ; we  gaze  around  ; 
We  read  their  monuments,  we  sigh,  and  while 
We  sigh,  we  sink,  and  are  what  we  deplored 
Lamenting  or  lamented,  all  our  lot. 


1 75  “Whom  the  gods  love  die  young”  was  said  of  yore, 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this: 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even  more, 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is 
Except  mere  breath;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over,  may  be  meant  to  save. 
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176  Almost  all  men  are  surprised  by  death,  and  have 
seen  it  approaching  when  they  believed  it  afar  off.  Thus 
your  relations  and  friends,  and  most  of  those  you  have 
seen  die  around  you,  left  you  astonished  at  their  sudden 
decease.  You  have  sought  for  the  cause  in  the  imprudence 
of  the  sick  man,  in  the  ignorance  of  art,  or  in  the  choice  of 
remedies;  but  the  best  and  the  only  one  is,  that  the  day 
of  the  Lord  is  always  unexpected,  and  the  earth  like  a vast 
field  of  battle,  where  we  are  continually  engaged  with  the 
enemy.  You  came  off  happily  to-day,  but  you  saw  those 
perish  who  promised  themselves  as  fortunate  an  escape. 
Tomorrow  you  re-enter  the  lists,  and  who  shall  tell  you 
that  fate,  so  cruel  to  others,  will  be  propitious  to  you : and 
since  you  must  perish  there  at  last,  are  you  reasonable  in 
erecting  a permanent  dwelling  upon  the  place  destined  to 
be  your  grave  ? Place  yourself  in  what  situation  you  will, 
there  is  not  a moment  which  may  not  be  your  last,  and 
which  has  not  been  fatal  to  some  of  your  brethren.  No 
brilliant  action,  but  is  terminated  by  the  eternal  shades  of 
the  tomb ; no  day  of  solemnity,  but  may  be  finished  by 
your  funereal  pomp ; no  delicious  feast,  but  may  be  to  you 
the  nourishment  of  death ; no  sleep,  but  may  terminate  in 
your  everlasting  one ; no  crime,  but  may  be  the  last  you 
commit ; no  sickness,  but  may  be  the  fatal  termination  of 
your  days : and  you  are  constantly  witnessing  the  slightest 
infirmities  deceiving  the  conjectures  of  art,  and  the  hope 
of  the  sick  yielding  at  once  to  the  stroke  of  death.  In 
a word,  represent  whatever  circumstance  of  life  you  can 
find  yourself  in,  scarcely  can  you  count  one  which  has  not 
been  surprised  by  death,  and  what  guarantee  have  you 
that  it  will  not  be  your  case  ? You  acknowledge  it,  you 
agree  to  it,  yet  this  terrible  avowal  is  but  the  effect  of 
custom,  and  never  leads  to  one  precaution  tq  secure  your- 
selves from  danger. 

MASSILLON. 
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177  A doom  given  out  in  death  standeth  for  ever,  as 
long  as  God  liveth. 


RUTHERFORD  Letter  to  PATRICK  CARSEN. 


178  We  sail  the  sea  of  life:  a calm  one  finds, 
And  one  a tempest,  and  the  voyage  o'er, 
Death  is  the  quiet  haven  of  us  all. 


WORDSWORTH. 


These  hairs  of  age  are  messengers 
Which  bid  me  fast;  repent  and  pray; 

They  be  of  death  the  messengers, 

That  do  prepare  and  dress  the  way; 

Wherefore  I joy  that  you  may  see 

Upon  my  head  such  hairs  to  be. 

They  be  the  lines  that  lead  the  length 
How  far  my  race  is  for  to  run ; 

They  say  my  youth  is  fled  with  strength, 
And  now  old  age  is  well  begun  ; 

The  which  I feel,  and  you  may  see 

Upon  my  head  such  lines  to  be. 

They  be  the  strings  of  sober  sound, 

Whose  music  is  harmonical ; 

Their  tunes  declare,  a time  from  ground 
I came,  and  how  thereto  I shall; 

Wherefore  I joy  that  you  may  see 

Upon  my  head  such  strings  to  be. 

God  grant  to  those  that  white  hairs  have 
No  worse  them  take  than  I have  meant, 

That  after  they  be  laid  in  grave, 

Their  souls  to  joy,  their  lives  well  spent. 

God  grant  likewise  that  you  may  see, 

Upon  your  head  such  hairs  to  be. 

WILLIAM  HUNNIS. 
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180  Think  often  on  Christ’s  death,  it  will  sweeten  thine. 

BISHOP  HENSHAWE. 

* 

18 1 Cease,  man  of  woman  born,  to  hope  relief 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief; 

Thy  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind, 

Suppress  thy  passions,  and  prepare  thy  mind : 
Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow, 

Be  used  to  sorrow,  and  inured  to  woe : 

By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  o’ercome, 

See  thy  decrease,  and  hasten  to  thy  tomb. 

PRIOR. 

* 

182  Lose  not  the  sight  of  death,  and  forget  not  that  it 
may  come  when  you  least  think  of  it. 

DR.  WILSON,  Bishop  of  Sodor  and  Man. 

4* 

183  There  is  no  man  that  hath  power  over  the  spirit 
to  retain  the  spirit ; neither  hath  he  power  in  the  day  of 
death,  and  there  is  no  discharge  in  that  war.  We  can  (as 
one  speaks)  as  well  stop  the  chariot  of  the  sun  when  posting 
to  night,  and  chase  away  the  shadows  of  the  evening,  as 
escape  this  hour  of  darkness  that  is  coming  on  us.  Die  we 
must,  whether  we  be  fit  or  unfit,  willing  or  unwilling.  In 
all  ages  of  the  world,  death  hath  swept  the  stage  clean  of 
one  generation,  to  make  room  for  another;  and  so  it  will 
from  age  to  age,  until  the  stage  is  broken  down  in  the 
great  dissolution.  That  man  is  happy  indeed,  whose  heart 
falls  in  with  the  appointment  of  God,  who  can  look  the 
king  of  terrors  in  the  face,  can  venture  upon  death,  take 
it  by  the  cold  hand,  and  bid  it  welcome. 

FLAVEL. 

* 

184  We  must  needs  die,  and  are  as  water  spilt  on  the 
ground  which  cannot  be  gathered  up  again. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  II  Samuel  xiv.  14. 

F 
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185  How  must  a spirit  late  escaped  from  earth, 

The  truth  of  things  now  blazing  in  his  eye, 

Look  back  astonished  on  the  ways  of  men, 

Whose  lives’  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves. 

YOUNG. 

* 

186  We  wither  from  our  youth;  we  gasp  away, 

Sick,  sick,  unfound  the  boon,  unslaked  the  thirst. 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay, 

Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  thought,  at  first 
But  all  too  late,  so  we  are  doubly  curst ; 

Love,  fame,  ambition,  avarice,  ’tis  the  same, 

Each  idle  and  all  ill,  and  none  the  worst, 

For  all  are  meteors  with  a different  name, 

And  death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  flame. 


187  Art  thou  old  and  grey  and  drooping? 

Is  thy  form  with  years’  weight  stooping  ? 

Art  thou  hastening  to  the  realms  of  death,  and  fear  to 
enter  there  ? 

Think  of  life  beyond  the  grave, 

Believe  in  mercy’s  power  to  save, 

And  cast  away  despair. 

J.  ST.  CLEMENT. 

188  How  do  some  men  fright  at  the  very  name  of 
Death!  It  is  as  death  to  them  to  bring  their  thoughts 
close  to  that  ungrateful  subject.  Peter  speaks  of  the 
putting  off  his  body  by  death,  as  a man  would  of  the 
putting  off  his  clothes  at  night.  And  certainly  such  men 
have  a great  advantage  above  all  others,  both  as  to  the 
tranquillity  of  their  life  and  death. 


189  L’art  de  vaincre,  est  celui  de  mepriser  la  mort. 
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190  It  matters  not  at  what  hour  of  the  day 

The  righteous  fall  asleep.  Death  cannot  come 
To  him  untimely  who  is  fit  to  die : 

The  less  of  this  cold  world  the  more  of  heaven, 
The  briefer  life,  the  earlier  immortality. 

MILMAN. 

* 

1 91  Lord,  make  me  to  know  mine  end,  and  the 
measure  of  my  days,  what  it  is,  that  I may  know  how 
frail  I am. 

HOLY  BIBLE  Psalm  xxxix.  4 

* 

192  The  Christian  shall  indeed  die  like  other  men ; 
but  his  death  is  a sleep,  a calm,  gentle,  undisturbed  sleep, 
in  the  expectation  of  being  again  awakened  to  a brighter 
day.  He  will  be  brought  under  the  power  of  death,  but 
death  shall  be  robbed  of  its  honours,  and  despoiled  of  its 
triumph.  Its  sting  from  the  saint  is  taken  away,  and  it 
is  changed  to  a blessing.  It  is  now  not  the  dreaded 
monster,  the  king  of  terrors ; it  is  a friend  who  comes  to 
remove  him  from  a world  of  toil  to  a world  of  rest,  from 
a life  of  sin  to  a life  of  glory.  The  grave  is  not  to  him  the 
gloomy  abode,  the  permanent  resting-place  of  his  body; 
it  is  a place  of  rest  for  a little  time,  grateful  like  the  bed 
of  down  to  a wearied  frame ; where  he  may  lie  down  and 
repose  after  the  fatigues  of  the  day,  and  gently  wait  for 
the  morning.  He  has  nothing  to  fear  in  death ; nothing 
to  fear  in  the  dying  pang,  the  gloom,  the  chill,  the  sweat, 
the  paleness,  the  fixedness  of  death  ; nothing  to  fear  in  the 
chilliness,  the  darkness,  the  silence,  the  corruption  of  the 
grave. 

BARNES’  Notes. 

* 

193  Death,  as  Christ  saith,  shall  come  to  us  like  a 
thief,  and  in  the  hour  that  he  is  not  looked  for. 

RIDLEY. 
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194  They  lie,  with  uplift  hands,  and  feet 

Stretch’d  like  dead  feet  that  walk  no  more, 

And  stony  masks  oft  human  sweet, 

As  if  the  olden  look  each  wore, 

Familiar  curves  of  lip  and  eye, 

Were  wrought  by  some  fond  memory. 

All  waiting:  the  new  coffined  dead, 

The  handful  of  mere  dust  that  lies 
Sarcophagused  in  stone  and  lead 
Under  the  weight  of  centuries: 

Knight,  cardinal,  bishop,  abbess  mild, 

With  last  week’s  buried  year-old  child. 

After  the  tempest  cometh  peace, 

After  long  travail  sweet  repose : 

These  folded  palms,  these  feet  that  cease 
From  any  motion,  are  but  shews 
Of  what  ? What  rest  ? How  rest  they  ? Where  ? 
The  generations  nought  declare  ? 

Dark  grave,  unto  whose  brink  we  come, 

Drawn  nearer  by  all  nights  and  days; 

Each  after  each,  thy  solemn  gloom 
Pierces  with  momentary  gaze, 

Then  goes  unwilling,  or  content 
The  way  that  all  his  fathers  went. 

Is  there  no  voice  or  guiding  hand, 

Arising  from  the  awful  void, 

To  say : Fear  not  the  silent  land ; 

Would  He  make  aught  to  be  destroyed  ? 

Would  He  ? or  can  He  ? What  know  we 
Of  Him  who  is  infinity  ? 

Strong  Love  which  taught  us  human  love, 

Helped  us  to  follow  through  all  spheres ; 

Some  soul  that  did  sweet  dead  lips  move, 

Lived  in  dear  eyes  in  smiles  and  tears, 
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Love  once  so  near  our  flesh  allied, 

That  Jesus  wept  when  Lazarus  died : 

Eagle-eyed  Faith  that  can  see  God 
In  worlds  without  and  hearts  within  ; 

In  sorrow  by  the  smart  o’  the  rod, 

In  guilt  by  the  anguish  of  the  sin; 

In  everything  pure,  holy,  fair, 

God  saying  to  man’s  soul,  I am  there. 

These  only,  twin  archangels,  stand 
Above  the  abyss  of  common  doom, 

These  only  stretch  the  tender  hand 
To  us  descending  to  the  tomb, 

Thus  making  it  a bed  of  rest, 

With  spices  and  with  odours  drest. 

So,  like  one  weary  and  worn,  who  sinks 
To  sleep  beneath  long  faithful  eyes, 

Who  asks  no  word  of  love,  but  drinks 
The  silence  which  is  paradise, 

We  only  cry — Keep  angel-ward, 

And  give  us  good  rest,  O Good  Lord. 

Thr  AUTHOR  of  John  Halifax. 

* 

195  And  He  spake  a parable  unto  them,  saying,  The 
ground  of  a certain  rich  man  brought  forth  plentifully: 
and  he  thought  within  himself,  saying,  What  shall  I do, 
because  I have  no  room  where  to  bestow  my  fruits  ? And 
he  said,  This  will  I do : I will  pull  down  my  bams,  and 
build  greater ; and  there  will  I bestow  all  my  fruits  and 
my  goods.  And  I will  say  to  my  soul,  Soul,  thou  hast 
much  goods  laid  up  for  many  years ; take  thine  ease,  eat, 
drink,  and  be  merry.  But  God  said  unto  him,  Thou  fool, 
this  night  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of  thee : then  whose 
shall  those  things  be  which  thou  hast  provided  ? 

HOLY  BIBLE.  St.  Luke  xii.  16-30. 
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196  Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  North  winds  breath, 

And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  ALL  seasons  for  thine  own,  O Death! 

Day  is  for  mortal  care, 

Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 

Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer — 
But  all  for  thee,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth! 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour — 

Its  feverish  hour  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine; 

There  comes  a day  for  grief’s  o’erwhelming  power, 
A time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine ! 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay, 

And  smile  at  thee — but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  to  seize  their  prey! 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  North  wind’s  breath, 

And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O Death! 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 

When  summer  birds  from  far  shall  cross  the  sea, 

When  autumn’s  hues  shall  tinge  the  golden  grain — 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee  ? 

Is  it  when  spring’s  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 

Is  it  when  roses  on  our  paths  grow  pale? — 

They  have  one  season — all  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam, 

Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air; 

Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 

And  the  world  calls  us  forth — and  thou  art  there. 
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Thou  art  where  friend  meets  friend 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest — 

Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 
The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  North  wind’s  breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  ALL  seasons  for  thine  own,  O Death! 

MRS.  HEMANS. 

* 

197  To-day, 

man  lives  in  pleasure,  wealth  and  pride, 

To-morrow, 

poor  of  life  itself  denied, 

To-day, 

lays  plans  of  many  years  to  come, 

To-morrow, 

sinks  into  the  silent  tomb, 

To-day, 

his  food  is  dressed  in  dainty  forms, 

To-morrow, 

is  himself  a feast  for  worms, 

To-day 

he’s  clad  in  gaudy  rich  array, 

To-morrow, 

shrouded  for  a bed  of  clay, 

To-day, 

enjoys  his  halls  built  to  his  mind, 

To-morrow, 

in  a coffin  is  confined, 

To-day, 

he  floats  on  honours  lofty  wave, 

To-morrow, 

leaves  his  titles  for  a grave, 

To-day, 

his  beauteous  visage  we  extol, 

To-morrow, 

loathsome  in  the  sight  of  all, 

To-day, 

he  has  delusive  dreams  of  heaven, 

To-morrow, 

cries,  Too  late  to  be  forgiven, 

To-day, 

he  lives  in  hopes  as  light  as  air, 

To-morrow, 

dies  in  anguish  and  despair. 

ANON. 

* 

198  If  we  be  prepared  for  death,  we  have  lived  long  enough : 

If  our  life  be  a death,  then  no  death  can  be  untimely 

to  us. 

BP.  PATRICK. 

* 

199  Post  tempestatem  tranquillitas. 

EPITAPH  IN  ELY  CATHEDRAL. 
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200  Who  has  told  you  that  you  shall  reach  the  age 
you  have  marked  for  yourself?  that  Death  will  not  surprise 
you  in  the  course  of  those  years  you  have  destined  for 
your  passions  and  the  world  ? and  that  the  Lord,  whom 
you  do  not  expect  until  the  evening,  will  not  suddenly 
arrive  in  the  morning,  or  call  you  at  noon-day  ? Is  youth 
a security  against  Death  ? Recollect  (without  speaking  of 
what  is  daily  happening  to  the  rest  of  mankind,  but  con- 
fining yourself  to  the  small  number  of  your  relations  and 
friends)  do  you  not  find  any  whom  the  justice  of  God  has 
condemned  to  the  tomb  in  the  dawn  of  life ; who  like  the 
flower  of  the  field  have  withered  between  morning  and 
evening,  and  have  left  you  but  the  sad  regret  of  seeing 
them  bloom  and  decay  ? Fools ! this  night  your  souls 
may  be  required  of  you,  and  those  projects  of  conversion 
you  have  delayed  to  the  future,  of  what  use  will  they  be 
to  you  ? These  fine  resolutions  that  you  have  promised 
one  day  to  perform,  if  death  anticipate  you,  which  is  daily 
the  case,  will  they  then  change  your  eternal  doom  ? Alas  ! 
there  will  then  remain  but  useless  regrets. 

MASSILLON. 

* 

201  Man’s  uncertain  self 

Is  like  a raindrop  hanging  on  the  bough 
Amongst  ten  thousand  of  its  sparkling  kindred, 

The  remnants  of  some  passing  thunder  shower, 
Which  have  their  moments,  dropping  one  by  one, 
And  which  shall  soonest  lose  its  perilous  hold 
We  cannot  guess. 

JOANNA  BAILLIE. 

202  Vitae  summa  brevis  spem  nos  vetat 
Inchoare  longam. 


203  A man  ought  to  die  in  tranquillity  and  blessing 
God. 
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204  All  the  life  of  a wise  man  must  be  the  meditation 
of  death. 

ST.  GREGORY. 


205  When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning, 
Weep  not  for  me; 

When  the  languid  eye  is  straining, 
Weep  not  for  me; 

When  the  feeble  pulse  is  ceasing, 
Start  not  at  its  swift  decreasing, 

Tis  the  fettered  soul’s  releasing, 

Weep  not  for  me! 

When  the  pangs  of  death  assail  me, 
Weep  not  for  me ; 

Christ  is  mine,  He  cannot  fail  me, 
Weep  not  for  me ! 

Yes,  though  sin  and  doubt  endeavour 
From  His  love  my  soul  to  sever, 
Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever, 

Weep  not  for  me ! 


DALE. 


206  Non  6 ver  che  sia  la  morte 

II  peggior  di  tutti  i mali ; 

E un  sollievo  pei  mortali 
Che  son  stanchi  di  soffrir. 


METASTASIO. 


20 7 The  dead  are  like  the  stars  by  day. 
Withdrawn  from  mortal  eye; 

But  not  extinct,  they  hold  their  way 
In  glory  through  the  sky: 

Spirits  from  bondage  thus  set  free, 

Vanish  amidst  immensity, 

Where  human  thought  like  human  sight 
Fails  to  pursue  their  trackless  flight. 

MONTGOMERY. 
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“ O death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O grave,  where  is  thy  victory?’* 

208  This  is  such  an  exclamation  as  every  man  with 
right  feelings  will  be  disposed  to  make,  who  contemplates 
the  ravages  of  death ; who  looks  upon  a world  where  in 
all  forms  he  has  reigned,  and  who  then  contemplates  the 
glorious  truth,  that  a complete  and  final  triumph  has  been 
obtained  over  this  great  enemy  of  the  happiness  of  man, 
and  that  man  would  die  no  more.  It  is  a triumphant  view 
which  bursts  upon  the  soul  as  it  contemplates  the  fact,  that 
the  work  of  the  second  Adam  has  repaired  the  ruins  of  the 
first,  and  that  man  is  redeemed : his  body  will  be  raised, 
not  another  human  being  should  die,  and  the  work  of 
death  should  be  ended.  Nay,  it  is  more.  Death  is  not 
only  at  an  end,  it  shall  not  only  cease,  but  its  evils  shall 
be  repaired,  and  a glory  and  honour  shall  encompass  the 
body  of  man,  such  as  would  have  been  unknown,  had  there 
been  no  death.  No  commentary  can  add  to  the  beauty 
and  force  of  the  language  in  this  verse,  and  the  best  way 
to  see  its  beauty,  and  to  enjoy  it,  is  to  sit  down  and  think 
of  death : of  what  death  has  been,  and  has  dpne ; of  the 
millions  and  millions  that  have  died ; of  the  earth  strewed 
with  the  dead,  and  “ arched  with  graves,”  of  our  own  death, 
the  certainty  that  we  must  die,  and  our  parents,  and 
brothers,  and  sisters,  and  children,  and  friends,  that  all 
must  die;  and  then  to  suffer  the  truth,  in  its  full-orbed 
splendour,  to  rise  upon  us,  that  the  time  will  come  when 
Death  shall  be  at  an  end. 

BARNES’  Notes  on  the  Epistles. 

* 

209  As  the  light  leaf  whose  fall  to  ruin  bears 
Some  trembling  insects  little  world  of  cares 
Descends  in  silence,  while  around  waves  on 
The  mighty  forest,  reckless  what  is  gone: 

Such  is  man’s  doom,  and  ere  an  hour  be  flown, 
Reflect,  thou  trifler,  such  may  be  thine  own. 

MRS.  HEMANS. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT.  75 

210  Remove  yon  skull  from  out  the  scattered  heaps; 

Is  that  a temple  where  a God  may  dwell  ? 

Why  ev’n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatter’d  cell ! 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruined  wall, 

Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 

Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition’s  airy  hall, 

The  dome  of  Thought,  the  palace  of  the  Soul : 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole, 

The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit, 

And  Passion’s  host  that  never  brook’d  control : 

Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 

People  this  lonely  tow’r,  this  tenement  refit. 

Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena’s  wisest  son, 

“All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known,” 

Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  shun  ? 
Each  hath  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufferers  groan 
With  brainborn  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own, 

Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclaimeth  best, 

Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron; 

There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest, 

But  silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  welcome  rest. 
Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem’d,  there  be 
A land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 

How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light! 

To  hear  each  voice  we  fear’d  to  hear  no  more  ! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  revealed  to  sight, 

The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  the  right ! 


21 1 Christ  is  the  reaper  who  cuts  His  own  corn.  He 
will  not  trust  an  angel  to  do  it.  God  alone  has  the  issues 
of  life  in  his  hand. 

SPURGEON. 
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212  Man  is  in  sacred  writ  compared  to  grasse, 

Which  flourishing  to-day  sends  forth  its  flowre, 
With’ring  at  night  is  cast,  into  the  fire; 

Of  short  persistence  like  an  Aprill  showre: 

For  who  so  now  perceives  the  sunne  to  shine, 
His  life  is  done  before  that  his  decline. 

Our  dayes  consume  and  passe  away  like  smoake, 
Like  thomes  soon  kindled,  soon  extinct, 

Or  like  a ship  that  swiftly  slides  the  sea ; 
Uncertaine,  fickle,  irksome,  and  succinct, 

Recite  I all  the  fading  types  I can, 

Yet  none  so  momentarie  as  is  man. 

Unto  a shadowe  Job  doth  life  compare, 

Which  when  the  bodie  moves  doth  vanish  quite 
To  vanitie,  and  likewise  to  a dreame, 

Whereof  we  have  an  hundred  in  a night. 

David's  resembling  life  unto  a span, 

Doth  shew  the  shorte  continuance  of  man. 

If  happiness  consist  in  length  of  dayes, 

An  oak  more  happy  than  a man  appeares, 

So  doth  the  elephant  and  sturdie  stagge, 

Which  commonlie  doe  live  two  hundred  yeeres  ; 
But  mortal  man,  as  Moses  doth  unfoulde, 

If  he  live  fourscore  yeeres,  is  counted  olde. 

When  Xerxes  with  ten  hundred  thousand  men 
Attempted  warre,  his  eyes  did  shoure  forth  teares 
To  thinke  not  one  of  those  whom  he  employed 
Should  be  alive  within  one  hundred  yeeres. 

For  Adam’s  heyres  engaged  doe  remaine 
To  pay  what  he  received  and  lost  againe. 

The  daye  wherein  we  first  behold  the  light 
Begins  our  death,  for  life  doth  daily  fade; 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


77 


Our  day  of  death  begins  our  happie  life; 
We  are  in  danger  till  our  debt  is  paid. 
Life  is  but  lent,  we  owe  it  to  the  Lord, 
When  'tis  demanded,  it  must  be  restored. 


RACHEL  SPEGHT,  1621. 


213  Without  Christian  piety,  the  contemplation  of  the 
grave  is  terrible. 


* SIR  W.  KNIGHTON. 


This  spirit  shall  return  to  Him 
That  gave  its  heavenly  spark; 

Yet  think  not,  Sun,  it  shall  be  dim 
When  thou  thyself  art  dark : 

No,  it  shall  live  again,  and  shine 
In  bliss  unknown  to  beams  of  thine, 
By  Him  recalled  to  breath, 

Who  captive  led  captivity, 

Who  robbed  the  grave  of  victory, 
And  took  the  sting  from  death. 


CAMPBELL. 


215  How  wise  and  how  happy  is  that  man  who  makes 
it  his  daily  care  to  be  such  while  he  liveth,  as  he  desires 
to  be  found  when  he  comes  to  die. 

THOMAS  & KEMPIS,  translated  by  STANHOPE. 


216  Le  m^pris  de  la  mort  n’est  point  toujours  une 
marque  d’une  ame  veritablement  grande : mais  c’est  tou- 
jours une  foiblesse  de  la  craindre. 


OXENSTIRN. 


217  Let  us  be  ready  at  all  times  for  death,  and  then 
we  shall  not  fear  death : let  us  have  a true  faith  in  Christ, 
pure  charity  to  our  neighbours,  and  live  virtuously,  and 
then  death  shall  be  welcome  to  us  at  all  times. 
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218  When  we  consider  death  in  its  true  point  of  view, 
far  from  regarding  it  as  the  enemy  of  our  pleasures,  we 
shall  acknowledge  that  its  contemplation  ennobles  our 
ideas,  and  increases  our  real  felicity.  When  the  image  of 
death  is  frequently  present  to  our  minds,  shall  we  deliver 
up  ourselves  to  riot  and  excess  ? Should  we  make  an  im- 
proper use  of  the  gifts  which  God  grants  us,  if  we  continu- 
ally remembered,  that  the  hour  must  come,  when  we  are 
to  give  an  account  of  our  stewardship  to  him  whom  no 
man  can  deceive  ? Would  the  goods  of  this  world  possess 
our  affections  if  we  considered  how  soon  every  earthly 
thing  must  perish  ? If  we  considered  that  the  evening  will 
arrive  and  bring  us  ease  and  repose,  should  we  murmur 
and  repine  at  the  burthens  we  bear  through  the  heat  of 
the  day,  or  the  sufferings  to  which  we  are  subjected  ? or 
should  we  imagine  that  our  chief  happiness  consisted  in 
the  enjoyment  of  this  world,  and  the  pleasures  it  can 
afford,  if  we  frequently  meditated  upon  that  better  world, 
and  those  purer  and  more  exalted  pleasures,  in  which  the 
souls  of  the  righteous  shall  find  a sure  resting-place  ? 

STURM. 

* 

219  “By  sin/'  says  the  apostle,  “death  entered  into 
the  world."  We  carry  it  in  our  bosoms  from  our  birth ; it 
seems  as  if  we  had  previously  imbibed  from  our  mothers 
the  slow  poison  which  keeps  us  languishing,  some  a longer, 
some  a shorter  term,  but  which  finishes  by  death  ; and  we 
die  daily,  for  each  instant  lessens  a portion  of  our  life,  and 
advances  us  a step  towards  the  tomb.  The  body  perishes, 
health  consumes,  every  thing  that  surrounds  us  destroys 
us ; food  corrupts,  medicine  weakens,  the  spiritual  fire  that 
inwardly  animates,  yet  daily  consumes  within  us ; and  all 
our  life  is  but  a long  and  painful  anxiety.  In  this  situation 
what  image  should  be  more  familiar  to  man  than  death  ? 
As  a condemned  criminal,  wherever  he  casts  his  eyes,  must 
he  not  behold  this  sad  object  ? and  whether  we  die  sooner 
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or  later,  can  the  difference  be  so  great,  that  we  should 
consider  ourselves  immortal  upon  the  earth?  It  is  true 
that  our  destinies  are  not  equal ; some  live  in  peace,  num- 
bering the  years  and  inheriting  the  blessings  of  ancient 
times,  and  expire  full  of  days,  in  the  midst  of  a numerous 
progeny ; others,  arrested  half  way  on  their  course,  see, 
like  king  Hezekiah,  the  gates  of  the  grave  opening  to 
receive  them  in  the  prime  of  life.  In  fact,  man  just  appears 
like  the  flower  of  the  field,  with  scarcely  an  interval  be- 
tween the  moment  that  sees  its  bloom,  and  that  in  which 
it  fades  and  withers.  The  fatal  instant  marked  for  each 
of  us,  is  a secret  written  in  the  eternal  book  which  the 
Lord  only  has  a right  to  open.  We  are  all  doubtful  of  the 
length  of  our  days,  and  this  ignorance,  which  ought  alone 
to  make  us  prepare  for  our  last  hour,  lulls  our  vigilance. 
We  think  not  of  death,  because  we  know  not  where  in  the 
different  periods  of  life  to  place  it.  Scarcely  regarding  old 
age  itself  as  the  inevitable  and  sure  term,  although  the  im- 
probability of  our  ever  attaining  it  ought,  it  should  seem, 
to  limit  our  hopes,  which  we  even  extend  beyond  it.  Our 
fear,  which  cannot  safely  rest  upon  any  thing,  is,  at  most, 
a confused,  vague,  and  unsupported  feeling ; and  the  un- 
certainty of  this  event  makes  us  careless  over  the  grave 
itself. 

MASSILLON. 

* 

220  Shall  we  be  left  forgotten  in  the  dust, 

When  fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive? 

Shall  nature’s  voice,  to  man  alone  unjOst, 

Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  live? 

Is  it  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  must  strive, 

With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  ? 

No,  Heaven’s  immortal  spring  shall  yet  arrive, 

And  man’s  majestic  beauty  bloom  again, 

Bright  thro’  the  eternal  year  of  Love’s  triumphant  reign. 

BEATTIE. 
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WHAT  IS  DEATH  TO  A BELIEVER  IN  JESUS? 

221  A victory  gained,  with  triumph  and  renown, 

A victor  welcomed  home  to  wear  a crown, 

The  armour  laid  aside,  the  laurel  waved, 

The  Saviour  glorified,  the  sinner  saved. 

The  weary  traveller  lying  down  to  rest, 

The  troubled  Christian  made  completely  blest. 

The  faithful  labourer  gaining  his  reward, 

The  servant  welcomed  home  to  see  his  Lord. 

A child,  whose  education  is  complete, 

Brought  to  his  Father’s  house  to  take  his  seat : 

An  heir  of  glory  come  of  age,  obtains 

The  promised  crown,  and  with  his  Father  reigns. 

A jewel  polished  by  Almighty  grace, 

Is  set  in  Jesu’s  crown,  its  proper  place, 

And  there  it  shall  in  endless  glory  shine — 

Say,  O my  soul,  is  this  bright  prospect  thine? 

The  bridegroom  waits  but  for  the  nuptial  day, 
And  then  he  comes,  and  takes  his  bride  away, 

To  share  in  all  the  blessings  of  his  home — 

And  this  is  Death!  then  come,  Lord  Jesus,  come. 

And  is  this  Death  ? O no,  its  sting  is  gone, 

'Tis  but  the  shadow — opening  to  the  throne, 

The  shaking  off  a cumbrous  load  of  clay, 

To  be  with  Christ,  and  dwell  in  endless  day. 

O that  my  life  may  be  a life  of  faith, 

O may  I sing  with  my  expiring  breath, 

0 death  where  is  thy  sting  ? vain  world,  farewell, 

1 go  to  God,  and  there  for  ever  dwell. 

CHRISTIAN  COTTAGER’S  MAGAZINE. 

* 

222  Horror  mortis  gravior  ipsa  morte. 

ANON. 
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223  How  slowly  and  how  silently  doth  Time 
Float  on  his  starry  journey.  Still  he  goes, 
And  goes,  and  goes,  and  doth  not  pass  away, 
He  rises  with  the  golden  morning  calmly, 

And  with  the  moon  at  night.  Methinks  I see 
Him  stretching  wide  abroad  his  mighty  wings, 
Floating  for  ever  o’er  the  crowds  of  men 
Like  a huge  vulture  with  his  prey  beneath. 

Lo,  I am  here,  and  Time  seems  passing  on, 
Tomorrow  I may  be  a breathless  thing: 

But  he  will  still  be  here,  and  the  blue  hours 
Will  laugh  as  gaily  on  the  busy  world 
As  if  I were  alive  to  welcome  them. 


THE  GRAVE. 


224  Thither  we  hasten,  as  the  sand 

Drops  in  the  hour-glass,  never  still; 

So  gathered  in  by  Death’s  rude  hand, 

The  storehouse  of  the  grave  we  fill, 

And  sleep  in  peace,  as  safely  kept 
As  when  on  earth  we  smiled  or  wept. 

What  is  our  duty  here  ? to  tend 

From  good  to  better,  thence  to  best: 

Grateful  to  drink  life’s  cup,  then  bend 
Unmurmuring  to  our  bed  of  rest: 

To  pluck  the  flowers  that  round  us  blow, 
Scattering  their  fragrance  as  we  go. 

And  so  to  live,  that  when  the  sun 
Of  our  existence  sinks  in  night, 

Memorials  sweet  of  mercies  done 

May  shrine  our  names  in  memory’s  light; 

And  the  blest  seeds  we  scattered,  bloom 
A hundred-fold  in  days  to  come. 

BOWRING. 
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225  There  is  a calm  for  those  who  weep, 

A rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found : 

They  softly  lie,  and  sweetly  sleep 
Low  in  the  ground. 

The  storm  that  wrecks  the  wintry  sky 
No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose 
Than  summer  evenings  latest  sigh 
That  shuts  the  rose. 

I long  to  lay  this  painful  head 
And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil ; 

To  slumber  on  that  dreamless  bed 
From  all  my  toil. 

The  grave  that  never  spake  before, 

Hath  found  at  length  a tongue  to  chide ; 
O listen  ! I will  speak  no  more, 

Be  silent,  Pride. 

Art  thou  a mourner?  hast  thou  known 
The  joy  of  innocent  delights, 

Endearing  days  for  ever  flown, 

And  tranquil  nights  ? 

O live  and  deeply  cherish  still 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  the  past; 
Rely  on  Heaven’s  unchanging  will 
For  peace  at  last. 

Tho’  long  of  winds  and  waves  the  sport, 
Condemned  in  wretchedness  to  roam ; 
Live — thou  shalt  reach  a sheltering  port, 
A quiet  home. 

Seek  the  true  treasure,  seldom  found, 

Of  power  the  fiercest  griefs  to  calm, 

And  soothe  the  bosom’s  deepest  wounds 
With  heavenly  balm. 
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Whate’er  thy  lot,  where’er  thou  be, 
Confess  thy  folly:  kiss  the  rod, 

And  in  thy  chastening  sorrow  see 
The  hand  of  God. 

A bruised  reed  He  will  not  break, 
Afflictions  all  His  children  feel; 

He  wounds  them  for  His  mercy’s  sake, 
He  wounds  to  heal. 

Humbled  beneath  His  mighty  hand, 
Prostrate  His  providence  adore; 

’Tis  done,  arise!  He  bids  thee  stand 
To  fall  no  more. 

Now,  traveller  in  the  vale  of  tears 
To  realms  of  everlasting  light, 

Thro’  time’s  dark  wilderness  of  years 
Pursue  thy  flight. 

There  is  a calm  for  those  who  weep, 

A rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found  ; 

And  while  the  mouldering  ashes  sleep 
Low  in  the  ground, 

The  soul,  of  origin  divine, 

God’s  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay. 
In  Heaven’s  eternal  sphere  shall  shine 
A star  of  day. 

The  sun  is  but  a spark  of  fire, 

A transient  meteor  in  the  sky; 

The  soul  immortal  as  its  Sire 
Shall  never  die. 


MONTGOMERY. 


226  The  life  of  a Christian  man  is  nothing  but  a 
readiness  to  die,  and  a remembrance  of  death. 
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227  When  mourning  o’er  some  stone  I bend, 

Which  covers  all  that  was  a friend, 

And  from  his  hand,  his  voice,  his  smile, 

Divides  me  for  a little  while, 

Thou,  Saviour,  mark’st  the  tears  I shed, 

For  Thou  didst  weep  o’er  Lazarus  dead. 

And  O when  I have  safely  past 
Thro’  every  conflict  but  the  last, 

Still,  still  unchanging  watch  beside 
My  dying  bed,  for  Thou  hast  died; 

Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 

And  wipe  the  latest  tears  away. 

ROBERT  GRANT. 

* 


228 


Lord,  if  Thou  Thy  presence  give, 

’Tis  no  longer  Death  to  die. 

TOPLADY. 

* 


229  Certainly,  if  there  be  anything  of  incommodity 
or  fear  in  the  business  of  death,  it  is  the  fault  of  him  that 
is  dying,  not  of  death  itself. 

EPICURUS 

* 


230  Death  is  a certain  remedy  for  the  injuries  of 
fortune  and  vexations  of  life. 


FULLER’S  PROVERBS. 


* 


231  Since  death  must  be  the  Lucina  of  life,  and  even 
pagans  could  doubt  whether  thus  to  live  were  to  die ; 
since  our  longest  sun  sets  at  right  descensions,  and  makes 
but  winter  arches,  and  therefore  it  cannot  be  long  before 
we  lie  down  in  darkness,  and  have  our  light  in  ashes ; since 
the  brother  of  death  daily  haunts  us  with  dying  mementoes, 
and  time,  that  grows  old  itself,  bids  us  hope  no  long  dura- 
tion— diutumity  is  a dream  and  folly  of  expectation. 

SIR  THOMAS  BROWNE.  Hydriotafihia,  or  Urttburial. 
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232  Art  is  long  and  time  is  fleeting, 

And  our  hearts  though  stout  and  brave, 

Still  like  muffled  drums  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

LONGFELLOW. 

* 

233  Our  mortal  parts  may  wrapt  in  serecloth  lie; 
Great  spirits  never  with  their  bodies  lie. 

HERRICK. 


234  I made  a posy  while  the  day  ran  by: 

Here  will  I smell  my  remnant  out  and  tie 
My  life  within  this  band  ; 

But  time  did  beckon  to  the  flowers,  and  they 
By  noon  most  cunningly  did  steal  away, 

And  wither’d  in  my  hand. 

My  hand  was  next  to  them,  and  then  my  heart ; 

I took,  without  more  thinking,  in  good  part 
Time’s  gentle  admonition ; 

Who  did  so  sweetly  death’s  sad  taste  convey, 
Making  my  mind  to  smell  my  fatal  day, 

Yet  sugaring  the  suspicion. 

Farewell,  dear  flowers,  sweetly  your  time  ye  spent, 
Fit  while  ye  lived  for  smell  or  ornament, 

And  after  death  for  cures: 

I follow  straight  without  complaints  or  grief. 

Since  if  my  scent  be  good,  I care  not  if 
It  be  as  short  as  yours. 

HERBERT. 


235  It  was  the  saying  of  an  ancient  minister,  a little 
before  his  death,  I cannot  say  I have  so  lived  that  I should 
not  be  afraid  to  die  ; but  this  I can  say,  I have  so  learned 
Christ,  that  I am  not  afraid  to  die. 

BROOKES. 
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FUGIT  IRREVOCABLE  TEMPUS. 

What  is  your  life  ? It  is  even  a vapour  that  appeareth  for  a little  time,  and 
then  vanisheth  away. 

236  Yes,  all  may  grace  one  mortal’s  day 

That  warms  the  heart  and  wins  the  eye, 

And  gives  each  ardent  sense  to  stray 
From  rapture  to  satiety, 

Wealth,  glory,  grandeur  throned  on  high, 

And  that  which  melts  the  heart  of  stone. 

The  magic  beam  of  Beauty’s  eye, 

But  time  glides  on,  and  all  are  gone. 

And  thou  whom  Heaven’s  high  will  denies 
To  soar  above  thy  fellow-men, 

For  thee  as  dear  a home  may  rise, 

In  village  cot  or  mountain  glen; 

Where,  loving  and  beloved  again, 

Thy  hopes,  thy  heart  may  rest  on  one: 

Oh,  what  is  life  ? Time  flies,  and  then 
Death  speeds  his  dart,  and  both  are  gone. 

And  thou  too,  wretch,  forbear  to  weep, 

Thy  misery  need  not  last  for  aye; 

Why  feed  the  thought  that  else  might  sleep  ? 

Why  waste  in  hopeless  grief  away? 

Deserted  in  thy  darker  day, 

If  friends  are  fled,  and  thou  alone, 

Thy  God  will  prove  a firmer  stay; 

Seek  Him,  time  flies,  and  thou  art  gone. 

Oh,  where  are  all  the  gauds  of  earth, 

Love’s  melting  smile,  young  Beauty’s  bloom, 

The  pomp  of  wealth,  the  pride  of  birth, 

Are  these  remembered  in  the  tomb  ? 

No,  sunk  in  cold  oblivion’s  gloom 
They  lie,  their  very  names  unknown, 

The  mouldering  marble  tells  their  doom, 

They  lived,  time  fled,  and  they  are  gone. 
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So  thou  shalt  fall,  but  dost  thou  deem 
To  sleep  in  peace  beneath  the  sod  ? 

Dash  from  thyself  that  empty  dream, 

And  know  thyself,  and  know  thy  God. 

Nor  earth  nor  time  restrains  His  rod; 

And  thou,  a few  short  summers  flown, 

Thou  treadst  the  path  thy  fathers  trod, 

Thy  doom  is  fixed,  and  hope  is  gone. 

Chained  to  the  dust  from  whence  we  sprung, 

Why  thus  from  yon  bright  skies  be  driven  ? 

Oh,  turn  to  your  eternal  King, 

Believe,  repent,  and  be  forgiven. 

Haste,  seize  the  proffer’d  hope  of  heaven, 

Whilst  life  and  light  are  yet  thine  own : 

Swift  as  the  passing  cloud  of  even, 

Time  glides  along,  and  thou  art  gone. 

DALE. 

* 

• 237  When  we  consider  death  as  a misery,  we  only 
think  of  it  as  a miserable  separation  from  the  enjoy- 
ments of  life.  We  seldom  mourn  after  an  old  man  that 
dies  rich,  but  we  lament  the  young  that  are  taken  away 
in  the  progress  of  their  fortune.  You  yourselves  look 
upon  me  with  pity,  not  that  I am  going  unprepared  to 
meet  the  Judge  of  quick  and  dead,  but  that  I am  to 
leave  a prosperous  trade  in  the  flower  of  my  life. 

This  is  the  wisdom  of  our  manly  thoughts,  and  yet 
what  folly  of  the  silliest  children  is  so  great  as  this  ? For 
what  is  there  miserable  or  dreadful  in  death,  but  the  con- 
sequences of  it  ? When  a man  is  dead,  what  does  anything 
signify  to  him,  but  the  state  he  is  then  in  ? 

LAW.  Serums  Coil. 

4* 


238  No  man  should  be  afraid  to  die,  who  hath  under- 
stood what  it  is  to  live. 

FULLER’S  PROVERBS.  ‘ 
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239  Look  not  on  the  dead  bones  and  dust  and  diffi- 
culty, but  at  the  promise.  Contentedly  commit  these 
carcases  to  a prison  that  shall  not  long  contain  them.  Let 
us  lie  down  in  peace  and  take  our  rest ; it  will  not  be  an 
everlasting  night  nor  endless  sleep.  If  unclothing  be  the 
thing  thou  fearest,  it  is  that  thou  mayest  have  better  cloth- 
ing. If  to  be  turned  out  of  doors  be  the  thing  thou 
fearest,  remember  that  when  the  earthly  house  of  this 
tabernacle  is  dissolved,  thou  hast  a building  of  God,  a 
house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens.  Lay 
down  cheerfully  this  lump  of  corruption,  thou  shalt  un- 
doubtedly receive  it  again  in  incorruption.  Lay  down 
freely  this  terrestrial,  this  natural  body,  thou  shalt  receive 
it  again  a celestial,  a spiritual  body.  Though  thou  lay  it 
down  in  great  dishonour,  thou  shalt  receive  it  in  glory. 
Though  thou  art  separated  from  it  through  weakness,  it 
shall  be  raised  again  in  mighty  power,  in  a moment,  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  at  the  last  trump : for  the  trumpet 
shall  sound,  and  the  dead  shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and 
we  shall  be  changed.  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise  first. 
Triumph  now,  O Christian,  in  these  promises,  thou  shalt 
shortly  triumph  in  their  performance.  This  is  the  day 
which  the  Lord  will  make,  we  shall  rejoice  and  be  glad 
in  it.  The  grave  that  could  not  keep  our  Lord  cannot 
keep  us.  He  arose  for  us,  and  by  the  same  power  will 
cause  us  to  arise.  For  if  we  believe  that  Jesus  died  and 
rose  again,  even  so  them  also  who  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God 
bring  with  Him.  Can  the  head  live,  and  the  body  or 
members  remain  dead  ? O write  those  sweet  words  upon 
thy  heart,  O Christian : Because  I live,  ye  shall  live  also. 
As  sure  as  Christ  lives,  we  shall  live;  as  sure  as  He  has 
risen,  we  shall  rise,  else  the  dead  perish : else  what  is  our 
hope  ? But  we  have  a sure  ground  of  hope.  Besides  this 
life,  we  have  a life  that  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God;  and 
when  Christ  who  is  our  life  shall  appear,  then  shall  we 
also  appear  with  Him  in  glory.  Let  us  never  look  at  the 
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grave,  but  let  us  see  the  ressurrection  beyond  it,  yea,  let  us 
be  stedfast,  unmoveable,  always  abounding  in  the  work  of 
the  Lord,  forasmuch  as  we  know  that  our  labour  is  not  in 
vain  in  the  Lord. 


Grief  is  bitter  o’er  the  dust, 

When  we  hear  the  churchyard's  knell, 
But  echoes  of  an  upward  trust 
Float  around  the  tolling  bell. 

Selfish  even  in  our  love, 

Sorrow  may  become  too  deep, 

And  faith  and  patience  often  prove 
The  stroke  is  kind  that  bids  us  weep. 
Think  while  mourning  broken-hearted 
O’er  the  friends  that  cheer’d  and  blest, 
We  shall  follow  the  departed, 

Where  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

It  is  well  that  we  should  sigh 

When  the  dark  death  shadows  fall, 

But  there’s  an  eternal  sky 

Behind  the  tear-cloud  of  the  pall. 
Though  the  hour  of  parting  brings 
Anguish  that  we  groan  to  hear; 

Hope,  sweet  bird  of  promise,  sings 
In  the  yew-tree  of  despair: 

Let  us  hearken  while  her  story 
Whispers  to  the  aching  breast, 

Those  ye  mourn  are  crown’d  with  glory, 
Where  the  weary  are  at  rest. 


ELIZA  cooic 


241  They  that  die  in  Christ  be  blessed,  and  in  peace, 
rest,  and  comfort  with  Christ,  and  so  in  joy  and  bliss. 
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242  I thank  God  I have  not  those  strait  ligaments  or 
narrow  obligations  to  the  world  as  to  dote  on  life,  or  be 
convulsed  and  tremble  at  the  name  of  death.  Not  that 
I am  insensible  of  the  dread  and  horror  thereof,  or  by 
raking  into  the  bowels  of  the  deceased,  continual  sight  of 
anatomies,  skeletons,  or  cadaverous  relics  like  vespilloes 
or  grave-makers,  I am  become  stupid,  or  have  forgot  the 
apprehension  of  mortality ; but  that  marshalling  all  the 
horrors,  and  contemplating  the  extremities  thereof,  I find 
not  anything  therein  able  to  daunt  the  courage  of  a man, 
much  less  a well-resolved  Christian,  and  therefore  am  not 
angry  at  the  error  of  our  first  parents,  or  unwilling  to  bear 
a part  of  this  common  fate,  and  like  the  best  of  them  to 
die,  that  is,  to  cease  to  breathe,  to  take  a farewell  of  the 
elements,  to  be  a kind  of  nothing  for  a moment,  to  be 
within  one  instant  of  a spirit.  When  I take  a full  view 
and  circle  of  myself,  without  this  reasonable  moderator, 
and  equal  piece  of  justice,  death,  I do  conceive  myself  the 
miserablest  person  extant  Were  there  not  another  life 
that  I hope  for,  all  the  vanities  of  this  world  should  not 
entreat  a moment's  breath  for  me;  could  the  devil  work 
my  belief  to  imagine  I could  never  die,  I would  not  out- 
live that  very  thought ; I have  so  abject  a conceit  of  this 
common  way  of  existence,  this  retaining  to  the  sun  and 
elements,  I cannot  think  this  to  be  a man,  or  to  live  ac- 
cording to  the  dignity  of  humanity.  In  expectation  of  a 
better,  I can  with  patience  embrace  this  life,  yet  in  my  best 
meditations  do  often  desire  death.  I honour  any  man  that 
condemns  it,  nor  can  I highly  love  any  that  is  afraid  of  it : 
this  makes  me  naturally  love  a soldier,  and  honour  those 
tattered  and  contemptible  regiments  that  will  die  at  the 
command  of  a sergeant.  For  a pagan  there  may  be  some 
motives  to  be  in  love  with  life  ; but  for  a Christian  to  be 
amazed  at  death,  I see  not  how  he  can  escape  this  dilemma, 
that  he  is  too  sensible  of  this  life,  or  hopeless  of  the  life  to 
come. 

SIR  THOMAS  BROWNE.  Rtligio  Mrdici. 
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243  Poor  fluttering  Soule!  why  tremble  soe 
To  quit  Lyfe’s  fast  decaying  Tree, 

Time  wormes  its  core,  and  it  must  bowe 
To  fate’s  decree; 

Its  last  branch  breakes,  but  Thou  must  soare 
For  evermore. 

MOTHERWELL. 


244  Dark,  deep,  and  cold  the  current  flows, 
Unto  the  sea  where  no  wind  blows, 

Seeking  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

O’er  its  sad  gloom  still  comes  and  goes 
The  mingled  wail  of  friends  and  foes, 

Borne  to  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

Why  shrieks  for  help  yon  wretch  who  goes 
With  millions  from  a world  of  woes 
Unto  the  land  which  no  one  knows? 

Though  millions  go  with  him  who  goes, 
Alone  he  goes  where  no  wind  blows, 

Unto  the  land  which  no  one  knows. 

For  all  must  go  where  no  wind  blows, 

And  none  can  go  for  him  who  goes, 

None  can  return  whence  no  one  knows. 

Why  should  the  wretch  who  shrieking  goes, 
With  millions  from  a world  of  woes, 
Reunion  seek  with  it  or  those  ? 

Alone  with  God,  where  no  wind  blows, 

And  death  his  shadow,  doomed  he  goes, 
That  God  is  there,  the  shadow  shows. 


O shoreless  deep,  where  no  wind  blows, 

And  thou,  O land,  which  no  one  knows, 

That  God  is  all,  the  shadow  shows. 

EBENEZER  ELLIOTT. 
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245  We  are  all  creatures  of  a day,  and  therefore  our 
Saviour  bounds  our  desires  to  that  little  space : as  if  it 
were  very  probable  that  every  day  should  be  our  last,  we 
are  taught  to  demand  even  bread  for  no  longer  a time. 


246  The  wisdom  of  God  orders  the  time  of  his  people’s 
death  as  well  as  all  other  circumstances  about  it.  And  in 
this  your  heart  may  be  at  perfect  rest,  that  being  in  Christ 
you  can  never  die  to  your  loss,  die  when  you  will. 


247  The  most  rational  cure  after  all  for  the  inordinate 
fear  of  death  is  to  set  a just  value  on  life.  If  we  merely 
wish  to  continue  on  this  scene,  to  indulge  our  headstrong 
humours  and  tormenting  passions,  we  had  better  be  gone 
at  once : and  if  we  only  cherish  a fondness  for  existence, 
according  to  the  good  we  derive  from  it,  the  pang  we  feel 
at  parting  with  it  will  not  be  very  severe. 


248  As  we  daily  see  our  friends  die  round  us,  we  that 
are  left  must  cling  closer,  and  if  we  can  do  nothing  more, 
at  least  pray  for  one  another : and  remember  that  as  others 
die,  we  must  die  too,  and  prepare  ourselves  diligently  for 
the  last  great  trial. 

SAML.  JOHNSON.  Letter  to  Mrs.  Lucy  Porter. 


249  The  people  are  like  the  waves  of  ocean ; like  the 
leaves  of  woody  Morven : they  pass  away  in  the  rustling 
blasts,  and  other  leaves  lift  up  their  green  heads  on  high. 

OSSIAN. 

* 

250  All  that  live  must  die, 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Hamlet. 
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251  Mighty  ones,  Love  and  Death! 

Ye  are  the  strong  in  this  world  of  ours  ; 

Ye  meet  at  the  banquets,  ye  dwell  ’midst  the  flowers, 
— Which  hath  the  conqueror’s  wreath  ? 

Thou  art  the  victor,  Death, 

Thou  comest,  and  where  is  that  which  spoke 
From  the  depths  of  the  eye  when  the  spirit  woke  ? 

— Gone  with  the  fleeting  breath. 

Thou  comest — and  what  is  left 
Of  all  that  loved  us,  to  say  if  aught 
Yet  loves — yet  answers  the  burning  thought 
Of  the  spirit  lone  and  reft  ? 

Silence  is  where  thou  art ! 

Silently  there  must  kindred  meet, 

No  smile  to  cheer,  and  no  voice  to  greet, 

No  bounding  of  heart  to  heart ! 

Boast  not  thy  victory,  Death! 

It  is  but  as  the  cloud’s  o’er  the  sunbeam’s  power, 

It  is  but  as  the  winter’s  o’er  leaf  and  flower, 

That  slumber  the  snow  beneath. 


It  is  but  as  a tyrant’s  reign 
O’er  the  voice  and  the  lip  which  he  bids  be  still : 

But  the  fiery  thought  and  the  lofty  will 
Are  not  for  him  to  chain ! 

They  shall  soar  his  might  above! 

And  thus  with  the  root  whence  affection  springs, 
Though  buried,  it  is  not  of  mortal  things, — 

Thou  art  the  victor,  Love ! 

MRS.  HEMANS. 

* 

252  He  is  the  only  brave  and  happy  man  who  is  at 
all  times  prepared  to  bid  death  welcome  without  the  least 
of  fear. 

EPICURUS 
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253  The  best  way  for  any  one  to  know  how  much  he 
ought  to  aspire  after  holiness,  is  to  consider  not  how  much 
will  make  his  present  life  easy,  but  to  ask  himself  how 
much  he  thinks  will  make  him  easy  at  the  hour  of  death. 
Now  any  man  that  dares  to  be  so  serious  as  to  put  this 
question  to  himself,  will  be  forced  to  answer,  that  at  death 
every  one  will  wish  that  he  had  been  as  perfect  as  human 
nature  can  be.  Is  not  this  therefore  sufficient  to  put  us 
not  only  upon  wishing,  but  labouring  after  all  that  perfec- 
tion which  we  shall  then  lament  the  want  of?  Is  it  not 
excessive  folly  to  be  content  with  such  a course  of  piety 
as  we  already  know  cannot  content  us  at  a time  when  we 
shall  so  want  it,  as  to  have  nothing  else  to  comfort  us? 
How  can  we  carry  a severer  condemnation  against  our- 
selves, than  to  believe  that  at  the  hour  of  death  we  shall 
want  the  virtues  of  the  saints,  and  wish  that  we  had  been 
amongst  the  first  servants  of  God,  and  yet  take  no  methods 
of  arriving  at  their  height  of  piety  whilst  we  are  alive  ? 
Though  this  is  an  absurdity  that  we  can  easily  pass  over  at 
present,  whilst  the  health  of  our  bodies,  the  passions  of  our 
minds,  the  noise  and  hurry  and  pleasures  and  business  of 
the  world  lead  us  on  with  eyes  that  see  not  and  ears  that 
hear  not ; yet  at  death,  it  will  set  itself  before  us  in  a 
dreadful  magnitude,  it  will  haunt  us  like  a dismal  ghost, 
and  our  conscience  will  never  let  us  take  our  eyes  from  it. 

LAW. 

* 

254  Looke,  man,  before  thee  how  thy  deathe  hastethe; 

Looke,  man,  behind  thee  how  thy  lyfe  wastethe; 

Looke  on  thy  righte  side  how  death  thee  desirethe  ; 

Looke  on  thy  left  side  how  synne  thee  beguilethe; 

Looke,  man,  above  thee ; the  joies  that  ever  shall  taste  : 

Looke,  man,  beneathe  thee ; the  paynes  without  reste. 

FROM  AN  ANCIENT  MANUSCRIPT. 
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255  Behave  yourself  as  a stranger  and  pilgrim  upon 
earth,  and  entangle  not  your  thoughts  in  matters  which  do 
not  belong  to  you : for  sojourners  are  not  proprietors,  and 
therefore  such  should  keep  their  minds  loose  and  free,  and 
not  settle  their  affections  on  things  which  they  are  leaving 
very  shortly.  Raise  your  soul  to  God,  and  let  it  not  dwell 
there,  where  you  have  no  abiding  city.  Look  up  to  that 
which  is  so,  and  send  your  prayers  and  tears  and  earnest 
desires  before  you  thither,  that  when  God  calls,  you  may 
readily  follow  in  person,  and  make  a happy  exchange  of 
this  miserable  world  for  a better. 

THOMAS  k KEMPIS. 

* 

256  Mors  sola  fatetur, 

Quantula  sint  hominum  corpuscula. 

JUVENAL. 

4* 

257  The  Lord  killeth,  and  maketh  alive;  He  bringeth 
down  to  the  grave,  and  bringeth  up. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  I Samuel  ii.  6. 

* 

258  Good  men  must  die,  but  death  cannot  kill  them 
quite. 

FULLER’S  PROVERBS. 

* 

259  No  wise  man  will  be  contented  to  die,  if  he  thinks 
he  is  to  go  into  a state  of  punishment.  Nay,  no  wise  man 
will  be  contented  to  die,  if  he  thinks  he  is  to  fall  into  anni- 
hilation : for  however  unhappy  any  man’s  existence  may 
be,  he  yet  would  rather  have  it  than  not  exist  at  all.  No, 
there  is  no  rational  principle  by  which  a man  can  die  con- 
tented, but  a trust  in  the  mercy  of  God,  through  the  merits 
of  Jesus  Christ. 

SAML.  JOHNSON. 

* 

260  Death’s  always  ready,  and  our  time  is  known, 

To  be  at  Heaven’s  disposal,  and  not  our  own. 

THOMAS  KVD.  1595 
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STANZAS  WRITTEN  IN  THE  CHURCHYARD  OF  RICHMOND, 
YORKSHIRE. 

261  Methinks  it  is  good  to  be  here, 

If  thou  wilt,  let  us  build — but  for  whom  ? 

Nor  Elias  nor  Moses  appear, 

But  the  shadows  of  eve  that  encompass  with  gloom 
The  abode  of  the  dead  and  the  place  of  the  tomb. 

Shall  we  build  to  Ambition  ? Ah  no, 

Affrighted  he  shrinketh  away ; 

For  see,  they  would  pin  him  below 
In  a dark  narrow  cave  and  begirt  with  cold  clay, 
To  the  meanest  of  reptiles  a peer  and  a prey. 

To  Beauty  ? Ah  no,  she  forgets 
The  charms  which  she  wielded  before; 

Nor  knows  the  foul  worm  that  he  frets 
The  skin  that  but  yesterday  fools  could  adore 
For  the  smoothness  it  held,  or  the  tint  which  it  wore. 

Shall  we  build  to  the  purple  of  Pride, 

The  trappings  which  dizen  the  proud  ? 

Alas,  they  are  all  laid  aside, 

And  here's  neither  dress  nor  adornment  allowed, 
Save  the  long  winding-sheet,  and  the  fringe  of  the 

shroud. 

To  Riches?  Alas,  ’tis  in  vain, 

Who  hid,  in  their  turns  have  been  hid ; 

The  treasures  are  squander'd  again; 

And  here  in  the  grave  are  all  metals  forbid, 

Save  the  tinsel  that  shines  on  the  dark  coffin-lid. 

To  the  pleasures  which  Mirth  can  afford, 

The  revel,  the  laugh,  and  the  jeer  ? 

Ah,  here  is  a plentiful  board, 

But  the  guests  are  all  mute  as  their  pitiful  cheer, 
And  none  but  the  worm  is  a reveller  here. 
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Shall  we  build  to  Affection  and  Love  ? 

Ah ! no ; they  have  wither’d  and  died, 

Or  fled  with  the  spirit  above, — 

Friends,  brothers,  and  sisters  are  laid  side  by  side, 

Yet  none  have  saluted,  and  none  have  replied. 

Unto  Sorrow?  The  dead  cannot  grieve, 

Not  a sob,  not  a sigh  meets  mine  ear, 

Which  compassion  itself  could  relieve : 

Ah ! sweetly  they  slumber,  nor  hope,  love,  nor  fear ; 
Peace,  peace  is  the  watchword,  the  only  one  here. 

Unto  Death,  to  whom  monarchs  must  bow? 

Ah ! no,  for  his  empire  is  known, 

And  here  there  are  trophies  enow  : 

Beneath,  the  cold  dead,  and  around,  the  dark  stone, 

Are  the  signs  of  a sceptre  that  none  may  disown. 

The  first  tabernacle  to  Hope  we  will  build, 

And  look  for  the  sleepers  around  us  to  rise  ; 

The  second  to  Faith,  which  ensures  it  fulfilled  ; 

And  the  third  to  the  Lamb  of  the  great  Sacrifice, 

Who  bequeathed  us  them  both  when  He  rose  to  the  skies. 

HERBERT  KNOWLES. 

* 

262  There  is  no  recipe  against  death,  no  protection ; 
its  stroke  is  sure,  and  often  unforeseen : it  attacks  not  so 
much  by  violence  as  stratagem,  and  if  it  surprises  us  un- 
provided, we  are  undone  for  ever. 

THE  GENTLEMAN  INSTRUCTED.  1723. 

* 

263  Years  come  and  years  depart, 

Time  hath  its  changes,  and  the  world  its  tears, 

And  we  grow  old  in  frame  and  grey  in  heart, 
Seeking  the  grave  through  many  hopes  and  fears. 

FRANCIS  BROWNE. 

H ' ~ 
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264  How  soon  doth  man  decay! 

When  clothes  are  taken  from  a chest  of  sweets 
To  swaddle  infants,  whose  young  breath 
Scarce  knows  the  way; 

Those  clouts  are  little  winding-sheets 
Which  do  consign  and  send  them  unto  death. 

When  boys  first  go  to  bed, 

They  step  into  their  voluntary  graves; 

Sleep  binds  them  fast;  only  their  breath 
Makes  them  not  dead. 

Successive  nights,  like  rolling  waves, 

Convey  them  quickly,  who  are  bound  for  death. 

When  youth  is  frank  and  free, 

And  calls  for  music,  while  his  veins  do  swell, 

All  day  exchanging  mirth  and  breath 
In  company  ; 

That  music  summons  to  the  knell 
Which  shall  befriend  him  at  the  house  of  death. 

When  man  grows  staid  and  wise, 

Getting  a house  and  home,  where  he  may  move 
Within  the  circle  of  his  breath, 

Schooling  his  eyes ; 

That  dumb  inclosure  maketh  love 
Unto  the  coffin  which  attends  his  death. 

When  age  grows  low  and  weak, 

Marking  his  grave,  and  thawing  every  year, 

Till  all  do  melt,  and  drown  his  breath 
When  he  would  speak ; 

A chair  or  litter  shews  the  bier 
Which  shall  convey  him  to  the  house  of  death. 

Man,  ere  he  is  aware, 

Hath  put  together  a solemnity, 
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And  drest  his  hearse,  while  he  hath  breath 
As  yet  to  spare. 

Yet,  Lord,  instruct  us  so  to  die 
That  all  these  dyings  may  be  life  in  death. 

GEO.  HERBERT. 

* 

265  When  I contemplate  the  order,  and  those  ada- 
mantine laws  which  Nature  puts  into  such  strict  execution 
throughout  this  elementary  world ; when  I consider  that 
up  and  down  this  frail  globe  of  earth  we  are  but  strangers 
and  sojourners  at  best,  being  designed  for  an  infinitely 
better  country;  when  I think  that  our  egress  out  of  this 
life  is  as  natural  to  us  as  our  ingress — these  thoughts  in 
a checking  way  turn  my  melancholy  to  a counter  passion  ; 
they  beget  another  spirit  within  me.  You  know  that  in 
the  disposition  of  all  sublunary  things,  Nature  is  God's 
handmaid  ; Fate  the  commissioner  ; Time  the  instrument, 
and  Death  his  executioner.  By  the  first  we  have  genera- 
tion ; by  the  second,  successes  good  or  bad ; and  the  two 
last  bring  us  to  an  end.  Time  with  his  vast  scythe  mows 
down  all  things,  and  death  sweeps  away  these  mowings. 

HOWELL’S  Familiar  Letters. 

* 

266  Life  is  like  the  shadow  of  a bird  upon  the  wing, 
it  vanisheth  ere  the  eye  can  note  the  spot  in  which  it  hath 
rested,  it  is  gone  ere  we  know  it  is  here. 


267  Death’s  always  ready,  and  our  time  is  known 
To  be  at  Heaven’s  dispose,  and  not  our  own. 

THOMAS  KYD.  1595 


268  If  we  believe  in  Jesus  Christ,  we  shall  overcome 
death : I say  it  shall  not  prevail  against  us. 

* x t a or  i uru 
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269  44  My  own,  my  own,” — Oh  ! who  shall  dare 
To  set  this  seal  of  claim  on  earth  ? 

When  44  chance  and  change”  are  everywhere, 

On  all  and  each  of  human  birth. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — these  words  are  breathed 
By  the  young  mother  o’er  her  child; 

Her  hope  and  joy  about  it  wreathed, 

Like  moss  to  wood-flower — warm  and  wild. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — so  gently  sighs 
The  doting  lover  to  his  bride; 

Finding  his  sunshine  in  her  eyes, 

His  world  of  Pleasure  by  her  side. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — so  gaily  sings 
The  merchant  with  exulting  lip  ; 

While  the  strong  Eastern  pinion  brings 
The  heavy  freight  and  gallant  ship. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — the  miser  cries, 

O’er  tarnished  dross  and  parchment  fold ; 

Chained  where  his  cumbrous  coffer  lies, 

With  hand  all  close,  and  heart  all  cold. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — the  poet  one 
Thus  fondly  hails  his  minstrel  power, 

While  dreaming  in  the  summer  sun, 

Or  musing  in  the  moonlight  hour. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — these  words  resound 
Distinctly  through  the  Babel  noise, 

From  Kings  with  mighty  nations  round, 

And  infants  o’er  their  gathered  toys. 

44  My  own,  my  own,” — aye,  thus  we  boast, 
Short-sighted  worshippers  of  clay; 

Yet  where’s  the  heart  that  holds  no  ghost 
Of  treasures  lent  and  snatched  away. 
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Who  has  not  stood  beneath  life’s  tree, 

Rapt  by  some  song-bird  perching  nigh, 

And  when  the  music  seemed  to  be 
The  sweetest — seen  the  warbler  fly  ? 

Who  has  not  planted  some  fair  shoot, 

Nursing  it  as  the  garden  gem, 

And  seen  foul  canker  sap  its  root, 

Or  rushing  storm-wind  snap  the  stem  ? 

Do  we  not  see  deep  love  estranged, 

Thrust  from  the  heart  it  held  so  dear, 

And  all  the  dazzling  garlands  changed 
For  willow  branches  dead  and  sere? 

Do  we  not  see  the  pest-worm  steal 
The  rose  of  beauty  to  destroy: 

Does  not  the  frantic  mother  kneel 
Beside  her  “ own,”  her  coffin’d  boy  ? 

“My  own,  my  own,” — Oh,  cheating  speech, 

How  soon  its  falsehood  smites  the  breast ! 

What  monitors  come  nigh  to  teach 
Man  to  be  humble  while  he’s  blest! 

Who  shall  presume  with  boasting  hand 
To  trace  such  words  on  aught  below? 

It  is  but  writing  on  the  sand, 

Where  troubled  waters  ebb  and  flow. 

Our  talents  are  but  held  in  trust, 

Grasp  them  as  closely  as  we  will ; 

And  draughts  that  swim  with  highest  brim, 

The  lightest  touch  will  serve  to  spill. 

“ My  own,  my  own,” — Oh,  who  shall  dare 
Thus  to  defy  woe,  pain,  and  strife, 

When  chance  and  change  are  everywhere, 

And  Death  walks  hand  in  hand  with  life  ? 

ELIZA  COOK. 
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270  A blast  of  winde,  a momentarie  breath, 

A watrie  bubble  simbolized  with  ayre, 

A sunne  blowne  rose,  but  for  a season  fayre, 

A ghostly  glaunce,  a skeleton  of  death, 

A morning  dew  perling  the  grasse  beneath, 

Whose  moysture  suns  appearance  doth  impaire; 
A lightning  glimse,  a muse  of  thought  and  care, 
A planet’s  shot,  a shade  which  followeth, 

A voice  which  vanisheth  so  soone  as  heard, 

The  thriftless  heire  of  time,  a rowling  wave, 

A shewe  no  more  in  action  than  regard, 

A masse  of  dust,  world’s  momentarie  slave, 

Is  man  in  state  of  our  olde  Adam  made, 

Soone  borne  to  die,  soone  flourishing  to  fade. 

BARNABY  BARNES.  1595 


271  I hope  and  trust  uppon 
The  rising  of  the  flesh, 

This  corpse  of  mine,  that  first  must  die, 

Shall  rise  againe  afresh. 

The  body  and  soule  even  then 
In  one  shall  joined  bee: 

As  Christ  did  rise  from  death  to  life, 

Even  so  through  Christ  shall  we. 

As  Christ  is  glorified, 

And  never  more  shall  die; 

As  Christ  ascended  is  to  heaven, 

Through  Christ  even  so  shall  I : 

As  Christ  I compt  my  head, 

And  I am  member  of  His, 

So  God  I trust,  for  Christes  sake, 

Shall  settle  me  in  blisse. 

THOMAS  TUSSER.  1557. 

4* 

272  Death  has  nothing  terrible  in  it  but  what  life  hath 
made  so. 

FULLERS  PROVERBS. 
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273  Full  poorly  cometh  Mansoul  to  his  birth, 

Shrinking  and  moaning  he  toucheth  the  earth, 
Tearfully,  tearfully ! 

Blithely  he  sings  in  the  sunlight  of  youth, 

Building  in  hope  what  he  ne’er  sees  in  truth, 
Cheerfully,  cheerfully! 

Boldly  in  manhood  he  buffeteth  fear, 

Sinking  ’mid  waves,  still  he  shouteth,  Good  cheer, 
Manfully,  manfully ! 

Cautious  and  soberly  steppeth  old  age, 

Fearing  youth’s  favour,  despising  its  rage, 

Carefully,  carefully! 

Trembling  and  wailing  in  darkness  and  gloom, 
Halting,  reluctant,  he  seeketh  the  tomb, 

Doubtfully,  doubtfully ! 

Struggling  and  grasping  with  horror  and  dread, 
Sinketh  Mansoul  in  the  sea  of  the  dead, 

Fearfully,  fearfully! 

Bouyant,  elastic,  he  droppeth  the  clay; 

Upward  Mansoul  springeth  newborn  away, 
Hopefully,  hopefully! 

Tearful  yet  hopeful  out  starteth  Mansoul, 

Wearied  and  wayworn  he  reacheth  the  goal. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN:  ANON. 

* 

274  We  are  no  sooner  out  of  the  hands  of  our  Maker, 
but  we  are  upon  our  way  to  the  grave : we  die,  as  St.  Paul 
speaks,  daily. 

BISHOP  WILSON,  Sodor  and  Man. 

* 

275  The  law  of  mortality  binds  all,  good  and  bad, 
young  and  old.  Death  sets  out  on  his  journey  towards  us 
the  same  time  we  were  born  ; and  how  near  is  it  come  this 
day  to  many  of  us. 

FLAVEL. 
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276  Shall  we  consider  death  as  an  universal  shipwreck 
swallowing  up  all  worldly  fortunes  and  prospects  ? Death 
to  you  is  an  universal  wreck,  which  swallows  up  all  your 
possessions,  titles,  greatness,  riches,  and  social  connexions ; 
all  that  you  were,  and  all  that  you  hoped  to  be.  What 
can  strengthen  you  to  behold  without  dismay  this  universal 
wreck,  in  which  you  are  going  to  be  involved  ? The 
heavenly  blessedness  which  is  the  purchase  of  the  death 
of  Christ.  If  you  are  a believer  in  Christ,  from  what  can 
death  separate  you  to  occasion  either  regret  or  tears  ? 
From  the  world  ? Alas,  from  a world  in  which  you  always 
lived  as  an  exile,  and  which  is  the  country  of  the  reprobate. 
From  your  wealth  ? Your  treasure  is  in  heaven.  From 
your  titles,  dignities,  offices,  and  stations  in  life  ? It  is 
a yoke  from  which  you  are  delivered.  From  your  relations 
and  friends  ? You  know  that  you  only  precede  them  by 
a few  moments ; that  death  cannot  separate  those  who  are 
born  from  above  and  adopted  into  the  family  of  God,  for 
they  shall  enjoy  the  delights  of  an  immortal  society.  From 
your  children  ? You  leave  them  to  the  Lord  as  a father, 
and  your  example  and  instruction  as  an  inheritance.  From 
your  body  ? from  that  body  you  had  always  chastised  and 
crucified,  which  you  considered  as  an  enemy,  which  over- 
whelmed you  under  the  weight  of  so  many  humiliating 
wants,  from  that  house  of  clay  which  confined  you  as  a 
prisoner?  It  has  already  prolonged  your  slavery,  and  re- 
tarded your  union  with  Jesus  Christ.  Ah,  like  the  apostle 
Paul,  you  earnestly  wish  its  dissolution.  It  is  a wall  of 
separation  from  your  God,  taken  down  and  leaves  you  free 
and  qualified  to  take  your  flight  towards  the  delectable 
and  eternal  mountains.  What  does  death  bestow  on  the 
believer  in  Jesus  Christ,  to  compensate  for  what  it  takes 
away  ? Eternal  joys,  which  you  shall  enjoy  without  fear 
and  remorse.  It  bestows  unfading  riches,  of  which  none 
can  ever  deprive  you ; the  peaceable  and  certain  possession 
of  God  Himself,  from  which  you  can  never  be  degraded; 
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deliverance  from  all  your  passions,  which  had  ever  been 
a constant  source  of  disquiet  and  distress;  an  unalterable 
peace  which  you  never  could  find  on  the  earth ; the  society 
of  the  blessed  in  place  of  that  of  sinners,  from  which  it 
separates  you.  What  then  has  the  world  so  delightful  to 
attract  a follower  of  Jesus  Christ  ? Can  you  find  anything 
so  amiable,  so  alluring,  so  capable  of  attaching  a Christian 
soul  ? And  to  die  in  the  Lord,  is  it  not  a gain  and  a bliss 
to  him  who  is  inspired  with  hopes  of  life  and  immortality  ? 

JONES’S  Mediation  of  Christ. 

* 

277  So  when  life’s  winter  closes  on  thy  toil, 

And  the  great  pause  of  Death’s  chill  silence  comes. 
When  seeds  of  good  lie  buried  in  the  soil, 

And  labourers  rest  within  their  narrow  homes, 
When  dormant  consciousness  no  longer  roams; 

In  awestruck  fancy  towards  that  distant  land, 

Where  no  snow  falleth  and  no  ocean  foams, 

But  waits  the  trumpet  in  the  Angel’s  hand, 

Thou  may’st  be  one  of  those  who  join  Heaven's  shining 
band. 

HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

* 

278  To  rectifye  and  undeceive  the  mind  in  regard  to 
all  objects  whatsoever,  is  the  sovereign  point  and  perfection 
of  wisdom.  And  this  philosophy  chiefly  consists  in  the 
frequent  meditation  upon  our  latter  end ; that  is,  the  point 
in  which  all  our  thoughts  should  centre,  in  order  to  die 
well  once  for  all. 

From  tfic  Spanish ; BALTASOR  GRATIAN. 


279  Are  the  advantages  of  this  world  worth  the  trouble 
and  constraints  we  must  undergo  to  acquire  them  ? We 
have  a little  part  of  life  left  to  finish,  and  Time  steals 
upon  us,  is  hurrying  us  away  to  the  grave. 
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280  Come  to  the  land  of  peace! 

Come  where  the  tempest  hath  no  longer  sway, 

The  shadow  passes  from  the  soul  away, 

The  sounds  of  weeping  cease. 

Fear  hath  no  dwelling  there! 

Come  to  the  mingling  of  repose  and  love, 

Breathed  by  the  silent  spirit  of  the  dove 
Through  the  celestial  air. 

Come  to  the  bright,  and  blest, 

And  crown’d  for  ever!  ’Midst  that  shining  band, 
Gather’d  to  Heaven’s  own  wreath  from  every  land, 
Thy  spirit  shall  find  rest. 

Thou  hast  been  long  alone : 

Come  to  thy  mother!  on  the  Sabbath  shore 
The  heart  that  rock’d  thy  childhood,  back  once  more 
Shall  take  its  wearied  one. 

In  silence  wert  thou  left: 

Come  to  thy  sisters ! joyously  again 
All  the  home  voices  blent  in  one  sweet  strain 
Shall  greet  their  long  bereft. 

Over  thine  orphan  head 

The  storm  hath  swept,  as  o’er  a willow’s  bough : 
Come  to  thy  Father!  it  is  finished  now; 

Thy  tears  have  all  been  shed. 

In  thy  divine  abode 

Change  finds  no  pathway,  memory  no  dark  trace, 

And  (O  bright  victory!)  death  by  love  no  place. 
Come,  Spirit,  to  thy  God. 

MRS.  HEMANS. 

* 

281  Life  is  the  journey  of  a day, 

And  rest  awaits  its  eventide, 

When  the  unfettered  soul  can  lay 
This  weight  of  cumbrous  dust  aside. 

ANON. 
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282  The  death  of  the  righteous  is  good  in  regard  of 
rest;  better  in  regard  of  novelty;  best  of  all  in  regard  of 
security. 


ST.  BERNARD. 


283  Few  perhaps  reflect,  when  they  follow  a friend  to 
the  grave,  that  life  itself  exhibits  little  more  than  a funeral 
procession  where  friend  follows  friend,  weeping  to-day,  and 
wept  for  to-morrow. 


CECIL. 


284  Always  remember  for  what  end  you  were  born  ; 
through  the  whole  of  life  look  at  this  end ; and  consider, 
when  that  comes,  in  what  will  you  put  your  trust  ? Not  in 
the  bubble  of  worldly  vanity,  it  will  be  broken;  not  in 
worldly  pleasures,  they  will  be  gone;  not  in  great  con- 
nexions, they  cannot  serve  you  ; not  in  wealth,  you  cannot 
carry  it  with  you ; not  in  rank,  in  the  grave  there  is  no 
distinction;  not  in  the  recollection  of  a life  spent  in  a 
giddy  conformity  to  the  silly  fashions  of  a thoughtless  and 
wicked  world,  but  in  that  of  a life  spent  soberly,  righte- 
ously, and  godly  in  this  present  world. 


285  Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end  ; 

Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before, 
In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 

Nativity,  once  in  the  main  of  light, 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crowned, 
Crooked  eclipses  ’gainst  his  glory  fight, 

And  time  that  gave  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth, 

And  delves  the  parallels  on  beauty’s  brow, 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature’s  truth, 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow. 

SHAKESPEARE. 
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286  Whether  we  smile  or  weep, 
Time  wings  his  flight ; 

Days,  hours,  they  never  creep ; 
Life  speeds  like  light. 

Whether  we  laugh  or  groan, 
Seasons  change  fast; 

Nothing  hath  ever  flown 
Swift  as  the  past. 

Whether  we  chafe  or  chide, 

On  is  time’s  pace: 

Never  his  noiseless  steps 
Doth  he  retrace. 

Speeding,  still  speeding  on, 
How  none  can  tell ; 

Soon  he  will  bear  us 
To  Heaven  or  Hell. 

Dare  not  then  waste  thy  days, 
Reckless  and  proud, 

Lest  while  ye  dream  not, 
Death  spread  thy  shroud. 


287  Though  a man  had  a lease  of  all  the  fine  things 
the  world  can  afford  for  his  whole  life,  which  yet  never 
any  man  that  I know  of  had,  what  is  it  ? a feigned  dream 
of  an  hour  long : none  of  those  things  that  it  now  takes 
so  much  delight  in  will  accompany  the  cold  lump  of  clay 
to  the  grave.  Within  a little  while,  those  that  are  married 
and  rejoice  will  be  as  if  they  rejoiced  not,  as  if  they  had 
never  done  so:  and  since  they  will  be  so  quickly  over, 
a wise  man  makes  little  difference  in  these  things,  betwixt 
their  presence  and  their  absence. 

LEIGHTON. 
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288  Death  is  a most  assured  post,  which  is  sometimes 
to  be  sought  and  never  to  be  shunned. 

SENECA. 

289  A Christian  life  is  the  only  sure  preparation  for 
death. 

BISHOP  WILSON  (Sodor  and  Man). 

* 

290  Faith  builds  a bridge  across  the  gulf  of  death. 
Death’s  terror  is  the  mountain  faith  removes.  Tis  faith 
disarms  destruction,  and  absolves  from  every  clamorous 
charge  the  guiltless  tomb.  For  faith  views,  trusts  in,  and 
relies  upon  the  work  of  Christ  for  salvation,  and  the  victory 
of  Christ  over  sin,  death,  and  hell.  Therefore  in  every- 
thing we  shall  always  prove  the  truth  of  our  Lord’s 
words,  According  to  your  faith  be  it  unto  you.  Oh  what 
support  in  death,  to  have  Jesus  our  triumphant  conqueror 
to  look  unto,  who  has  disarmed  death  of  its  sting,  and 
swallowed  up  death  in  His  victory. 

MASON’s  Notts  to  BUNYAN’s  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

+ 

291  When  as  man’s  life,  the  light  of  humane  lust, 

In  soacket  of  his  early  lantheme  burnes, 

That  all  this  glorie  unto  ashes  must, 

And  generation  to  corruption  turnes: 

Then  fond  desires,  that  only  feare  their  ende, 

Doe  vainely  wish  for  life  but  to  amende. 

But  when  this  life  is  from  the  bodie  fled, 

To  see  itselfe  in  that  etemall  glasse, 

Where  time  doth  ende,  and  thoughts  accuse  the  dead, 
Where  all  to  come  is  one  with  all  that  was; 

Then  living  men  aske  how  he  left  his  breath, 
That  while  he  lived,  never  thought  of  death. 

FULKE  GREVILLE  LORD  BROOKE. 

* 

292  Death  keeps  no  calendar. 

FULLER’S  PROVERBS. 


Digitized  by  LaOOQle 


IIO 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


“ MAY  YOU  DIE  AMONG  YOUR  KINDRED.” 

AN  ORIENTAL  BENEDICTION. 

293  May  you  die  among  your  kindred, 

May  you  rest  your  parting  gaze 
On  the  loved,  familiar  faces 

Of  your  young  and  happy  days; 

May  the  voices,  whose  kind  greeting 
To  your  infancy  was  dear, 

Pour  lovingly,  while  life  declines, 

Their  music  on  your  ear. 

May  you  die  among  your  kindred, 

May  the  friends  you  love  the  best 
List  to  your  failing  accents, 

And  receive  your  last  request ; 

Read  your  unutter’d  wishes, 

On  your  changing  features  dwell, 

And  mingle  sighs  of  sorrow 

With  your  faltering  faint  farewell. 

•May  you  die  among  your  kindred, 

May  your  peaceful  grave  be  made 
In  the  quiet  cool  recesses 

Of  the  graveyard’s  hallowed  shade : 
There  may  your  loved  ones  wander 
At  the  close  of  silent  day, 

Fair  buds  and  fragrant  blossoms 
On  the  verdant  turf  to  lay. 

’Tis  a tender  benediction, 

Yet  methinks  it  lacks  the  power 
To  cast  a true  serenity 
On  life’s  last  solemn  hour. 

Ye  whom  I love,  I may  not  thus 
Loves  Christian  part  fulfil ; 

List,  while  I ask  for  you  a boon 
More  dear,  more  precious  still. 
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So  may  you  die,  that  though  afar 
From  all  your  cherish’d  ties, 

Though  strangers  hear  your  dying  words, 

And  close  your  dying  eyes; 

Ye  shall  not  know  desertion,  since 
Your  Saviour  shall  be  near, 

To  fill  your  fainting  spirit  with 
The  love  that  casts  out  fear. 

So  may  you  die,  so  willingly 
Submit  your  soul  to  God, 

That  evermore  your  kindred, 

As  they  tread  the  path  you  trod, 

May  picture  your  existence 
On  a far-off  heavenly  shore, 

And  speak  of  you  as  one  not  lost, 

But  only  gone  before. 

So  may  you  die,  that  when  your  death 
To  pious  friends  is  known, 

Each  shall  devoutly,  meekly  wish 
Such  lot  to  be  their  own : 

Not  heeding  if  you  died  in  want, 

In  exile,  or  in  pain, 

But  feeling  that  you  die  in  faith, 

For  thus  to  die  is  gain. 

MRS.  ABDY. 


* 


294 


What  but  fair  sand-dust  are  earth’s  fairest  flowers  ? 
Queen’s  bodies  are  but  trunks  to  put  in  worms. 

DECKER. 


* 


a 


295  A good  man  has  more  hope  in  his  death  than 
wicked  man  in  his  life. 

FULLER’S  PROVERBS. 
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296  Change  sweepeth  over  all ! 

In  showers  leaves  fall 
From  the  tall  forest  tree; 

On  to  the  sea 
Majestic  rivers  roll, 

It  is  their  goal. 

Each  speeds  to  perish  in  mans  simple  seeming, 

Each  disappears; 

One  common  end  o’ertakes  life’s  idle  dreaming, 

Dust,  darkness,  tears! 

Day  hurries  to  its  close: 

The  sun  that  rose 
A miracle  of  light 
Yieldeth  to  night ; 

The  skirt  of  one  vast  pall 
O’ershadows  all : 

Yon  firmamental  cresset  lights  forth  shining, 

Heaven’s  highest  born, 

Droop  on  their  thrones,  and  like  pale  spirits  pining, 
Vanish  with  morn. 

O’er  cities  of  old  days 
Dumb  creatures  graze ; 

Palace  and  pyramid 
In  dust  are  hid ; 

Yea,  the  sky-searching  tower 
Stands  but  its  hour: 

Oceans  their  wide-stretched  bed  are  ever  shifting : 

Sea  turns  to  shore, 

And  stars  and  systems  through  dread  space  are  drifting 
To  shine  no  more. 

Names  perish  that  erst  smote 
Nations  remote 
With  panic  fear  or  wrong ; 

Heroic  song 
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Grapples  with  time  in  vain  ; 

On  to  the  main 

Of  dim  forgetfulness  for  ever  rolling, 

Earth’s  bubbles  burst; 

Time  o’er  the  wreck  of  ages  sternly  tolling 
The  last  accursed. 

The  world  is  waxing  old, 

Heaven  dull  and  cold  ; 

Nought  lacketh  here  a close, 

Save  human  woes. 

Yet  they  too  have  an  end, 

Death  is  man’s  friend  : 

Doom’d  for  a while,  his  heart  must  go  on  breaking 
Day  after  day, 

But  light,  love,  life — all — all  at  last  forsaking, 

Clay  claspeth  clay ! 

MOTHERWELL. 


297  The  aged  Christian,  relying  on  the  assured  mercy 
of  his  Redeemer,  can  calmly  reflect  that  his  dismission  is 
at  hand,  and  that  his  redemption  draweth  nigh : while  his 
strength  declines  and  his  faculties  decay,  he  can  quietly 
repose  himself  on  the  fidelity  of  God,  and  at  the  very 
entrance  of  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  he  can  lift 
up  an  eye,  dim  perhaps  and  feeble,  yet  occasionally  spark- 
ling with  hope,  and  confidently  look  forward  to  the  near 
possession  of  his  heavenly  inheritance,  even  to  those  joys 
which  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  hath  it 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  conceive. 

WILBERFORCE. 


298  Yea,  though  I walk  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I will  fear  no  evil ; for  Thou  art  with  me  ; 
Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Psalm  xxiii.  4. 
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THE  CHURCHYARD. 

299  Still,  sacred  spot  of  ground! 

Rest  of  the  silent  dead, 

Whose  bodies  lie  interr’d  around, 

O’er  which  so  oft  I tread, 

Recounting  names  (to  me  most  dear) 

Of  those  who  now  lie  buried  here. 

Reflection’s  fittest  scene ! 

Here  may  the  thoughtful  mind, 

In  passing  over  what  has  been, 

A striking  lesson  find; 

And  here  conversing,  we  may  know 
The  vanity  of  all  below. 

All  tend  to  this  estate ; 

The  noble,  great,  and  high, 

Urged  by  the  stern  decrees  of  fate, 
Here  intermingled  lie ; 

Here  all  of  human  rank  and  birth 
Alike  return  to  mother  earth. 

These  monuments  declare 
Who  peaceful  sleep  beneath, 

And  sternly  bid  us  each  prepare 
For  the  dark  house  of  death  ; 

Which  shall,  by  Heaven’s  unchanged  decree, 
Receive  the  human  family. 

Here  earthly  friends  repose, 

And  take  their  rest  in  peace ; 

Here  jarring  and  tumultuous  foes 
From  all  contention  cease ; 

Here  lordly  tyrant  and  his  slave 
Indifferent  share  a common  grave. 

Here  youth  and  beauty  lie 
Divested  of  their  pride ; 
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Here  hoary  age  and  infancy 
Lie  slumbering  side  by  side : 

The  fair,  the  thoughtless,  and  the  gay 
Here  moulder  in  their  beds  of  clay. 

Here  prisoners  find  reprieve, 

And  break  the  galling  chain  ; 

Here  mourners  cease  to  grieve, 

The  weary  to  complain  ; 

Here  small  and  great  alike  lie  down, 

And  all  distinctions  are  unknown. 

Here ’s  the  appointed  home 
For  all  the  human  race; 

We  too  shall  hither  come, 

Our  final  resting-place; 

From  this  vain  world  shall  disappear, 

And  find  a habitation  here. 

THE  FAMILY  HERALD. 

* 

300  ’Tis  a vile  thing  to  die 

When  men  are  unprepared,  and  look  not  for  it. 

SHAKESPEARE. 

* 

301  He  that  once  begins  to  fear  death,  can  never  by 
reason  of  this  fear  live  a good  and  contented  life.  He  is 
never  a free  man  that  fears  death. 

R.  HILL,  D.D. 


302  Oh,  there  is  no  death  for  those  who  die  in  Christ, 
it  is  only  sleep. 


ST.  EPHRAIM. 


303  I will  ransom  them  from  the  power  of  the  grave  ; 
I will  redeem  them  from  death.  O death,  I will  be  thy 
plagues ; O grave,  I will  be  thy  destruction. 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Hosf.a  xim.  14. 
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304  Peaceful  and  fair  is  the  smiling  repose 

That  the  breast-cradled  slumber  of  infancy  knows ; 
Sound  is  the  rest  of  the  weary  and  worn, 

Whose  feet  have  been  galled  with  the  dust  and  the 
thorn. 

Sweet  is  the  sleep  on  the  eyelids  of  youth, 

When  they  dream  of  the  world  as  all  pleasure  and 
truth ; 

Yet  child,  pilgrim,  and  youth  shall  awaken  again 
To  the  journeys  of  toil  and  the  trials  of  pain. 

But  oh  ! there  s a fast  and  a visionless  sleep, 

The  calm  and  the  stirless,  the  long  and  the  deep: 
’Tis  the  sleep  that  is  soundest  and  sweetest  of  all, 
When  our  couch  is  the  bier,  and  our  night-robe  the 
pall. 

No  voice  of  the  foe  or  the  friend  shall  impart 
The  proud  flush  to  the  cheek,  or  warm  throb  to  the 
heart ; 

The  lips  of  the  dearest  may  seek  for  the  breath, 
But  their  kiss  cannot  rouse  the  cold  stillness  of  death. 

’Tis  a long,  ’tis  a last,  ’tis  a beautiful  rest, 

When  all  sorrow  has  passed  from  the  brow  and  the 
breast, 

And  the  lone  spirit  truly  and  wisely  may  crave 
The  sleep  that  is  dreamless,  the  sleep  of  the  grave. 

ELIZA  cook. 

* 

305  Like  leaves  on  trees  the  race  of  man  is  found, 

Now  green  in  youth,  now  withering  on  the  ground ; 
Another  race  the  following  spring  supplies, 

They  fall  successive,  and  successive  rise : 

So  generations  in  their  course  decay  ; 

So  flourish  these  when  those  are  passed  away. 

HOMER.  Poor's  Translation. 
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To-morrow ! mortal,  boast  not  thou 
Of  time  and  tide  that  art  not  now; 

But  think,  in  one  revolving  day 
How  earthly  things  may  pass  away. 

To-day,  while  hearts  with  rapture  spring, 
The  youth  to  beauty’s  lip  may  cling ; 
To-morrow,  and  that  lip  of  bliss 
May  sleep  unconscious  of  his  kiss. 

To-day,  the  blooming  spouse  may  press 
Her  husband  in  a fond  caress ; 
To-morrow,  and  the  hands  that  pressed, 
May  wildly  strike  her  widowed  breast. 

To-day,  the  clasping  babe  may  drain 
The  milk-stream  from  its  mother’s  vein ; 
To-morrow,  like  a frozen  rill, 

That  bosom’s  current  may  be  still. 

To-day,  the  merry  heart  may  feast 
On  herb  and  fruit,  and  bird  and  beast; 
To-morrow,  spite  of  all  thy  glee, 

The  hungry  worm  may  feed  on  thee. 

To-morrow!  mortal,  boast  not  thou 
Of  time  and  tide  that  art  not  now ; 

But  think,  in  one  revolving  day 
That  e’en  thyself  may  pass  away. 


307  From  every  age,  and  every  spot  of  ground,  and 
every  moment  of  time,  there  are  short  and  sudden  ways 
of  descent  to  the  grave. 


308  To  meet  death  without  cause  to  fear  it,  is  the 
privilege  only  of  a true  believer  in  Jesus. 
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309  Since  Life  is  of  short  and  uncertain  continuance, 
it  highly  concerns  you  to  look  about  you,  and  take  good 
heed  how  you  employ  it.  To-day  the  man  is  vigorous 
and  gay  and  flourishing,  and  to-morrow  he  is  cut  down, 
withered,  and  gone;  a very  little  time  carries  him  out  of 
our  sight,  and  a very  little  more  out  of  our  remembrance. 
Oh  the  hardness  of  men’s  hearts ! Oh  the  wretched  stu- 
pidity that  fixes  their  whole  thoughts  and  care  upon  the 
present,  and  will  not  be  prevailed  upon  to  look  before 
them,  or  bear  any  regard  to  that  which  must  come  here- 
after ; whereas,  in  truth,  every  work  and  word  and  thought 
ought  to  be  so  ordered  as  if  it  were  to  be  our  last,  and  we 
instantly  to  die  and  render  an  account  of  it.  Would  we 
entertain  ourselves  more  with  the  thoughts  of  death,  it 
would  be  less  a terror  to  us  ; for  in  proportion  as  our  lives 
amend,  our  fears  will  abate,  and  a clear  conscience  will 
enable  us  to  meet  death  with  undaunted  courage.  How- 
ever flesh  and  frailty  may  impose  upon  us,  yet,  be  assured, 
’tis  greater  wisdom  to  be  afraid  of  sinning  than  to  be  afraid 
of  dying,  a greater  blessing  to  preserve  our  innocence  than 
to  prolong  our  lives.  And  whence  is  all  this  fear  and 
anxiety  ? Is  it  because  we  are  not  fit  to  die  ? But  if  you 
are  not  fit  to-day,  how  do  you  propose  to  be  so  to-morrow  ? 
Alas,  to-morrow  is  uncertain  ; neither  you,  nor  I,  nor  any 
man  can  depend  upon  it : or  if  we  could,  yet  what  does  it 
avail  to  live,  though  it  were  much  longer,  when  we  by 
longer  living  grow  so  little  better  ? Assure  yourself,  long 
life  is  far  from  being  always  a blessing.  Too  many  (God 
knows)  are  so  far  from  growing  holier  as  they  grow  older, 
that  the  number  of  their  days  only  adds  to  the  number  of 
their  sins,  and  renders  their  account  more  heavy  hereafter. 
Happy  is  that  man  who  can  comfort  himself  with  having 
employed  any  one  day  of  his  life  so  perfectly  well  as  he 
might  and  ought  to  have  done.  Many  reckon  up  the 
years  of  their  conversion  with  great  satisfaction,  and  think 
it  a mighty  matter  that  they  have  so  long  abandoned  the 
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world  and  a vicious  course,  and  yet,  when  the  time  they 
boast  of  comes  to  be  compared  with  the  improvement  they 
have  made,  how  shamefully  little  is  the  good  they  have 
done.  If  dying  now  be  terrible,  yet  remember  that  living 
longer  may  be  dangerous,  and  many,  many  a man  finds 
but  too  great  occasion  to  wish  that  it  had  pleased  God  to 
take  him  away  sooner.  Happy  therefore  is  he  who  keeps 
the  hour  of  death  constantly  in  view,  and  from  this  prospect 
of  what  must  come,  takes  care  to  reconcile  himself  to  it,  and 
to  put  his  soul  into  a proper  temper  for  it  when  it  does 
come. 

THOMAS  k KEMPIS. 

* 

310  We  start  to  see  our  neighbours  fall, 

And  feel  a trembling  dread, 

Yet  haste  we  still  at  pleasure’s  call, 

Unmindful  of  the  dead. 

Like  as  the  keel  that  parts  the  wave, 

Leaving  no  trace  behind, 

Tho’  God  the  solemn  warning  gave, 

We  chase  it  from  our  mind. 

As  the  swift  arrow  sent  on  high 
No  trace  or  impress  makes, 

The  soul  immersed  in  sensual  joy, 

At  death  no  warning  takes. 

The  business,  noise,  and  empty  show 
Concur  to  make  us  blind ; 

If  for  a moment  touched  with  woe, 

We  soon  a lenient  find. 

Haste  to  the  tombs,  learn  to  be  wise, 

Bear  home  with  thee  this  line, 

Inscribed  where  each  poor  rustic  lies, 

The  next  grave  opened  may  be  thine. 
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31 1 When  thou  art  young,  and  life  is  fresh  and  gay, 
And  thine  eye  glistens,  and  thy  heart  beats  high, 
No  fears  to  check,  no  tears  to  wipe  away, 

No  retrospect  to  sadden  with  a sigh, 

Strong  in  thy  youth  and  happiness:  beware, 
Pilgrims  and  sojourners  thy  fathers  were. 

When  in  prosperity  and  all  seems  bright, 

And  the  desire  of  weary  years  obtained  ; 

When  glad  Hope  makes  the  future  dance  in  light, 
And  all  forgotten  in  the  past  that  pained, 

Bear  thy  joys  meekly:  the  dark  days  are  nigh, 
Pilgrim : the  smile  is  brother  to  the  sigh. 

When  youth  is  parted,  and  its  hopes  and  joys, 

Like  last  e’en’s  garland,  all  lie  wan  and  torn, 

Or  cast  away  like  wayward  childhood’s  toys, 

While  the  lorn  spirit  steals  apart  to  mourn; 

Let  this  thought  whisper  courage  to  thy  breast, 
Thou  art  a pilgrim  passing  to  thy  rest. 

If  thou  hast  loved,  “not  wisely  but  too  well,” 

If  fate  have  severed  or  harsh  words  estranged. 

If  in  thine  ear  shall  ring  the  last  farewell, 

And  the  whole  face  of  earth  to  thee  be  changed; 
Chain  down  the  tempest  in  thy  yearning  heart, 

Ask  not  for  love,  a pilgrim  as  thou  art. 

Listless  and  weary  when  thou  art  among 

Scenes  that  have  long  since  lost  all  charm  for  thee, 
Dull  ’mid  the  revel,  lonely  ’mid  the  throng, 

With  memory  and  sad  thoughts  for  company ; 
Lock  in  thine  heart  thy  sorrow  and  pass  by : 

A pilgrim  hath  few  claims  to  sympathy. 

Love  nothing  much,  thou  canst  not  keep  it  long; 
Thou  to  thy  friends  may’st  change,  or  they  to  thee  ; 
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Hate  not,  but  school  thy  heart  to  bear  the  wrong; 

Fear  not,  the  future  thou  may’st  never  see : 
Courage,  O pilgrim  ! life  will  soon  be  past ; 

Thy  God  is  left  thee,  and  the  grave  at  last. 

MRS.  ACTON  TINDALL. 

* 


312  I know  not  when,  nor  where,  nor  how 
I shall  put  off  this  house  of  clay, 

Nor  if  the  summons  should  be  slow 
Or  quick,  admitting  no  delay. 

No,  Lord ! nor  do  I greatly  care, 

If  I Thy  gracious  presence  have, 

If  Thou  wilt  me  for  death  prepare, 

If  Thou  my  precious  soul  wilt  save. 

At  death,  O Jesus,  by  me  stand, 

And  fill  me  with  triumphant  love : 

Lord,  when  I sink,  stretch  forth  Thine  hand, 
And  bear  me  to  the  bliss  above. 

PURDY.  The  Kittgnuood  Collier. 

* 


313  When  we  end  our  days,  we  begin  to  be  assured 
of  what  we  before  have  all  along  doubted. 


CROUSAZ. 


314  The  frequency  of  death  to  those  who  look  upon 
it  in  the  leisure  of  Arcadia  is  very  dreadful : we  all  know 
what  it  should  teach  us — let  us  all  be  diligent  to  learn. 

DR.  JOHNSON. 


* 


315  How  can  death  be  sudden  to  a being  who  always 
knew  he  must  die,  and  that  the  time  of  his  death  was 
uncertain  ? 

QUEVEDO. 
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316  Death  in  itself  is  nothing:  but  we  fear 

To  be  we  know  not  what,  to  go  we  know  not  where. 


DRYDEN.  Aurenx  Zebe 


3 1 7  Out  of  the  world  he  must,  who  once  comes  in : 
No  man  exempted  is  from  death  or  sin. 


318  Death,  too,  who  heeds  not  poorer  men’s  regret, 
Neither  is  subject  to  the  will  of  kings; 

All  thrones,  all  empires  of  the  earth  are  set 
Under  the  vaulted  shadow  of  his  wings : 

He  blights  our  summer,  chills  our  fairest  springs, 
Nips  the  first  bloom  of  some  uncertain  flower, 

Yea,  where  the  fragile  tendril  closest  clings, 

There  doth  his  gaunt  hand  pluck  with  sudden  power, 
Leaving  green  burial  mounds  where  stood  affection’s 
bower. 

HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

* 

319  Death  must  be  expected,  but  not  feared;  for  we 
expect  what  is  certain,  but  fear  only  what  is  doubtful. 


320  The  prospect  of  death  is  so  gloomy  and  dismal, 
that  if  it  were  constantly  before  our  eyes  it  would  em- 
bitter all  the  sweets  of  life.  But  how  distant  soever  the  time 
of  our  death  may  be,  since  it  is  certain  that  we  must  die, 
it  is  necessary  to  allot  some  portion  of  our  life  to  con- 
sider the  end  of  it;  and  it  is  highly  convenient  to  fix 
some  stated  times  to  meditate  upon  the  final  period  of 
our  existence  here. 

STEELE.  The  Guardian. 

* 

321  Death  only  this  mysterious  truth  unfolds, 

The  mighty  soul  how  small  a body  holds. 

JUVENAL.  Dryden. 
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322  All  to  the  same  last  home  are  bound ; 

Time’s  never-weary  wheel  runs  round ; 

And  life,  at  longest  or  at  shortest  date, 

Snaps  like  a thread  betwixt  the  shears  of  fate. 


323  No  man  in  his  senses  can  or  ought  to  be  in- 
different to  death.  Take  away  those  who  are  hardened 
in  vice,  or  who  have  lost  their  reason  by  pain  or  mis- 
fortune, and  no  one  is. 

PLUMER  WARD.  Tremaine. 

* 

324  Day  presses  on  the  heels  of  day, 

And  moons  increase  to  their  decay  ; 

But  you,  with  thoughtless  pride  elate, 

Unconscious  of  impending  fate, 

Command  the  pillar’d  tomb  to  rise, 

When,  lo!  thy  tomb  forgotten  lies. 

HORACE.  Francis. 

* 

325  I cannot,  my  friends,  forbear  letting  you  know 
what  I think  of  death ; for  methinks  I view  and  understand 
it  much  better,  the  nearer  I approach  to  it.  I am  convinced 
that  your  fathers,  those  illustrious  persons  whom  I so 
much  loved  and  honoured,  do  not  cease  to  live,  though 
they  have  passed  through  what  we  call  death ; they  are 
undoubtedly  still  living,  but  it  is  that  sort  of  life  which 
alone  deserves  to  be  called  Jife. 

XENOPHON. 


326  Even  when  the  very  summer  bark  of  life 
Went  lightest  on  its  billow,  have  I felt 
How  depth  and  fatal  darkness  lay  so  near, 
Behind  that  single  intervening  plank, 

Life’s  thin  partition. 


MATURIN. 
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327  If  thou  hast  wealth  to  gratify  each  wish, 

If  power  be  thine,  remember  what  thou  art ; 
Remember  thou  art  man, 

And  death  thy  heritage. 


328  The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension  ; 
And  the  poor  beetle  that  we  tread  upon, 

In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a pang  as  great 
As  when  a giant  dies. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Mcasurt  for  Mtasurt. 


329  It’s  true,  neither  beasts  nor  men  have  found  a 
recipe  against  death,  but  then  they  march  off  without 
concern,  and  receive  the  blow  without  reluctance,  because 
without  knowledge  : but  this  parting-pang  hangs  cruelly 
on  our  heads,  and  sometimes  dyes  them  gray  before  the 
age  of  twenty.  For,  after  all,  it’s  an  unpleasant  reflection 
that  we  must  sink  into  a state  of  insignificancy,  and  be- 
come cumbersome  to  ourselves  and  unacceptable  to  others ; 
that  we  must  grow  less  and  less,  and  fall  away  by  inches. 
In  fine,  that  though  we  nurse  up  continually  the  decays  of 
nature,  Death  will  be  too  hard  for  doctors  and  surgeons, 
and  tear  us  from  the  enjoyments  of  all  those  sensual  ob- 
jects in  which  we  place  our  requiem. 

THE  GENTLEMAN  INSTRUCTED. 


330  Our  life  is  nothing  but  a winter’s  day : 

Some  only  break  their  fast,  and  so  away: 
Others  stay  dinner,  and  depart  full  fed : 

The  deepest  age  but  sups,  and  goes  to  bed  : 
He’s  most  in  debt  that  lingers  out  the  day: 
Who  dies  betimes  has  less  and  less  to  pay. 

QUARLES 
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331  Death  comes  equally  to  us  all,  and  makes  us  all 
equal  when  it  comes.  The  ashes  of  an  oak  in  a chimney 
are  no  epitaph  of  that,  to  tell  me  how  high  or  how  large 
that  was;  it  tells  me  not  what  flocks  it  sheltered  while  it 
stood,  nor  what  men  it  hurt  when  it  fell.  The  dust  of 
great  persons’  graves  is  speechless  too  ; it  says  nothing,  it 
distinguishes  nothing.  As  soon  the  dust  of  a wretch  thou 
wouldst  not,  as  of  a prince  whom  thou  couldst  not  look 
upon,  will  trouble  thine  eyes  if  the  wind  blows  thither: 
and  when  a whirlwind  hath  blown  the  dust  of  the  churchyard 
into  the  church,  and  the  man  sweeps  out  the  dust  of  the 
church  into  the  churchyard,  who  will  undertake  to  sift 
those  dusts  again,  and  to  pronounce,  This  is  the  patrician, 
this  is  the  noble  flower,  and  this  the  yeoman,  this  the 
plebeian  bran  ? 

DONNE. 

* 

332  Life  is  a frost  of  cold  felicitie, 

And  death  the  thaw  of  all  our  vanity. 

CHRISTOLEROS.  EPIGRAMS  by  T.  B.  1598. 

* 

333  The  wisest  men  are  glad  to  die : no  fear 
Of  death  can  touch  a true  philosopher. 

Death  sets  the  soul  at  liberty,  to  fly, 

And  search  the  depth  of  that  divinity 
Which,  whilst  imprisoned  in  the  body  here, 

She  cannot  learn.  A true  philosopher 

Makes  death  his  common  practice  while  he  lives, 
And  every  day  by  contemplation  strives 
To  separate  the  soul  far  as  he  can 
From  off  the  body. 

MAY. 

* 


334  Is  that  a deathbed  where  the  Christian  lies? 
Yes,  but  not  his;  ’tis  death  itself  that  dies. 

s.  T.  COLERIDGE. 
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335  We  must  all  die, 

All  leave  ourselves — it  matters  not  where  or  when 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well. 


BEAUMONT  and  FLETCHER. 


336  To  die  in  the  Lord,  is  to  die  being  in  Christ ; and 
the  easy  way  of  finding  whether  we  are  in  Christ,  is  to  see 
if  Christ  is  in  us  ; that  is,  if  we  are  actuated  by  such  a 
spirit  as  was  in  Christ. 


BISHOP  BURNETT. 


337  Death  itself  should  altogether  be  desired  of  us, 
as  the  tailor  which  putteth  off  our  rags,  and  arrayeth 
us  with  the  royal  robes  of  immortality,  incorruption,  and 
glory. 


BRADFORD. 


338  Death,  my  dear,  is  very  dreadful : let  us  think 
nothing  worth  our  care,  but  how  to  prepare  for  it : what 
we  know  amiss  in  ourselves,  let  us  make  haste  to  amend, 
and  put  our  trust  in  the  mercy  of  God  and  the  intercession 
of  our  Saviour. 

DR.  JOHNSON.  Letter  to  Mrs.  Porter. 

* 

339  The  hand  that  unnerved  Belshazzar,  derived  its 
most  horrifying  influence  from  the  want  of  a body : and 
Death  itself  is  not  formidable  in  what  we  do  know  of  it, 
but  in  what  we  do  not. 


340  The  consideration  of  our  present  condition  and  of 
our  future  hopes  should  set  us  above  the  fondness  of  life 
and  the  slavish  fears  of  death.  For  our  minds  will  never 
be  raised  to  their  true  pitch  and  height,  till  we  have  in 
some  good  measure  conquered  these  two  passions,  and 
made  them  subject  to  our  reason. 


TILLOTSON. 
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341  Alas ! for  those  that  lay 

Down  in  the  dust  without  their  hope  of  old ! 
Backward  they  looked  on  Life’s  rich  banquet  day, 

But  all  beyond  was  cold. 

Every  sweet  wood-note  then, 

And  through  the  plane  trees  every  sunbeam’s  glow, 
And  each  glad  murmur  from  the  homes  of  men 
Made  it  more  hard  to  go. 

But  we,  when  life  grows  dim, 

When  its  last  melodies  float  o’er  our  way, 

Its  changeful  hues  before  us  faintly  swim, 

Its  flitting  lights  decay; — 

E’en  though  we  bid  farewell 
Unto  the  spring’s  blue  skies  and  budding  trees, 

Yet  may  we  lift  our  hearts  in  hope  to  dwell 
’Midst  brighter  things  than  these ; 

And  think  of  deathless  flowers, 

And  of  bright  streams  to  glorious  valleys  given, 

And  know  the  while,  how  little  dream  of  ours 
Can  shadow  forth  of  Heaven. 

MRS.  HEMANS. 

* 

342  We  are  all  borderers  upon  the  river  of  death, 
which  conveys  us  unto  the  eternal  world : and  we  should 
be  ever  waiting  the*  call  of  our  Lord. 

WATTS. 

* 

343  He  will  swallow  up  death  in  victory;  and  the 
Lord  God  will  wipe  away  tears  from  off  all  faces. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Isaiah  xxv.  8. 

* 

344  Death  is  an  indifferent  judge,  regardeth  no  person, 
hath  no  pity  on  the  fatherless,  careth  not  for  the  poor, 
dispenseth  not  with  the  rich,  feareth  not  the  mighty, 
passe th  not  the  noble,  honoureth  not  the  aged,  spareth 
not  the  wise,  pardoneth  not  the  foolish. 

BISHOP  COVERDALE. 
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344  Deathless  principle,  arise, 

Soar  thou  native  of  the  skies; 

Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  bought, 

To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought, 

Go  to  shine  before  His  throne, 

Deck  His  mediatorial  throne; 

Go,  His  triumph  to  adorn, 

Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high, 
Fearless  to  His  presence  fly ; 

Thine  the  merit  of  His  blood, 

Thine  the  righteousness  of  God: 
Angels,  joyful  to  attend, 

Hovering  round  thy  pillow  bend, 

Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given, 

And  escort  thee  quick  to  Heaven. 

Is  thy  earthly  house  distrest, 

Willing  to  retain  its  guest  ? 

’Tis  not  thou,  but  it  must  die! 

Fly,  celestial  tenant,  fly, 

Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay, 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away  ; 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove, 

Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view. 

Love  divine  shall  bear  thee  through; 
Trust  to  that  propitious  gale, 

Weigh  thy  anchor,  spread  thy  sail! 
Saints  in  glory,  perfect  made, 

Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade ; 
Ardent  for  thy  coming  o’er, 

See  they  throng  the  blessed  shore. 

Mount,  their  transports  to  improve, 
Join  the  longing  choir  above  ; 
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Swiftly  to  their  wish  be  given, 
Kindle  higher  joys  in  heaven : 

Such  the  prospects  that  arise 
To  the  dying  Christian’s  eyes; 

Such  the  glorious  vista,  faith 
Opens  through  the  shades  of  death. 


345  Think  what  a dying  world  it  is  in  which  thou  art 
dwelling,  or  rather  travelling  through.  What  friend,  what 
brother,  what  child,  or  what  relation,  can  give  thee  help  of 
soul,  or  even  of  body,  when  thou  most  shalt  need  it  ? 
Think  what  a day,  a week,  an  hour  may  bring  forth. 
Amidst  all  these  changes,  is  Jesus  thine?  Doth  He  tell 
thee  that  though  mountains  depart  and  hills  be  removed, 
His  salvation  and  the  Father’s  covenant  of  peace  is  the 
same  ? Shout,  shout,  my  soul,  and  begin  the  song,  which 
in  a dying  hour  will  only  swell  louder:  Salvation  to  God 
and  the  Lamb. 

HAWKER  Morning  Portion. 

+ 

346  O Death ! best  humbler  of  our  pride  and  lust, 

Oft  let  me  view  thee  in  my  kindred  dust, 

Ere  thy  stern  hand  arrests  my  trembling  clay, 

In  previous  muse  the  solemn  hour  survey  ; 

Learnt  by  due  thought  thy  stingless  form  to  brave, 
And  venture  dauntless  to  the  downward  grave. 

MOSES  BROWNE. 

* 

347  He  that  fears  death,  or  mourns  it  in  the  just, 
Shews  of  the  resurrection  little  trust. 

BEN  JONSON. 


348  Death  levels  man  : the  wicked  and  the  just, 
The  wise,  the  weak  lie  blended  in  the  dust. 
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349  Yes,  thou  mayst  sigh, 

And  look  once  more  at  all  around, 

At  stream  and  bank,  and  sky  and  ground: 

Thy  life  its  final  course  has  found, 

And  thou  must  die. 

Yes,  lay  thee  down, 

And  while  thy  struggling  pulses  flutter, 

Bid  the  grey  monk  his  soul-mass  mutter, 

And  the  deep  bell  its  death-tone  utter, 

Thy  life  is  gone. 

Be  not  afraid, 

’Tis  but  a pang  and  then  a thrill, 

A fever  fit  and  then  a chill, 

And  then  an  end  of  human  ill, 

For  thou  art  dead. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 

* 

350  Surely  the  remembrance  of  death  ought  to  pre- 
dominate in  our  minds  as  an  habitual  and  settled  principle, 
always  operating,  though  not  always  perceived : and  our 
attention  should  seldom  wander  so  far  from  our  own  con- 
dition, as  not  to  be  recalled  and  fixed  by  sight  of  an  event 
which  must  soon,  we  know  not  how  soon,  happen  likewise 
to  ourselves,  and  of  which,  though  we  cannot  appoint  the 
time,  we  may  secure  the  consequence. 

JOHNSON.  The  Rambler,  No.  78. 

351  Death  is  the  post  where  all  may  refuge  find, 

The  end  of  labour,  entry  into  rest : 

Death  has  the  bounds  of  misery  confined, 

Whose  sanctuary  shrouds  affliction  best. 

EARL  OF  STERLING. 

* 

352  Taught  half  by  reason,  half  by  mere  decay, 

To  welcome  death  and  calmly  pass  away. 
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353  Now  lay  we  calmly  in  the  grave 

This  form,  whereof  no  doubt  we  have 
That  it  shall  rise  again  that  day, 

In  glorious  triumph  o’er  decay. 

And  so  to  earth  again  we  trust 

What  came  from  dust,  and  turns  to  dust, 

And  from  the  dust  shall  Surely  rise, 

When  the  last  trumpet  fills  the  skies. 

His  trials  and  his  griefs  are  past, 

A blessed  end  is  his  at  last ; 

He  bore  Christ’s  yoke,  and  did  His  will, 

And  though  he  died,  he  liveth  still. 

He  lives  where  none  can  mourn  and  weep, 

And  calmly  shall  this  body  sleep, 

Till  God  shall  death  Himself  destroy, 

And  raise  it  into  glorious  joy. 

Then  let  us  leave  him  to  his  rest, 

And  homeward  turn,  for  he  is  blest ; 

And  we  must  well  our  souls  prepare, 

When  death  shall  come,  to  meet  him  there. 

MICHAEL  WEISS.  1531. 

* 

354  Death  opens  our  eyes,  enlarges  our  prospects,  pre- 
sents us  with  a new  and  more  glorious  world,  which  we 
can  never  see  while  we  are  shut  up  in  flesh ; which  should 
make  us  as  willing  to  part  with  this  veil  as  to  take  the  film 
off  of  our  eyes  which  hinders  our  sight. 

SHERLOCK. 


355  Thou  art  of  earth,  thou  livest  of  earth,  thou  shalt 
return  to  earth.  Death  expecteth  thee  everywhere : be 
wise  therefore,  and  expect  death  everywhere. 
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356  No  more ! a harp-string’s  deep  and  breaking  tone, 

A last  low  summer  breeze,  a far-off  swell, 

A dying  echo  of  rich  music  gone, 

Breathe  thro’ those  words,  those  murmurs  of  farewell — 

No  more! 

To  dwell  in  peace,  v/ith  home  affections  bound, 

To  know  the  sweetness  of  a mother's  voice, 

To  feel  the  spirit  of  her  love  around, 

And  in  the  blessing  of  her  eye  rejoice — 

No  more ! 

A dirge-like  sound ! to  greet  the  early  friend 
Unto  the  hearth,  his  place  of  many  days; 

In  the  glad  song  with  kindred  lips  to  blend, 

Or  join  the  household  laughter  by  the  blaze — 

No  more! 

Through  woods  that  shadow’d  our  first  years  to  rove, 
With  all  our  native  music  in  the  air; 

To  watch  the  sunset  with  the  eyes  we  love, 

And  turn  and  read  our  own  heart’s  answer  there — 

No  more! 

Words  of  despair! — yet  earth’s,  all  earth’s  the  woe 
Their  passion  breathes — the  desolately  deep! 

That  sound  in  Heaven, — oh  ! image  then  the  flow 
Of  gladness  in  its  tones, — to  part,  to  weep — 

No  more ! 

To  watch,  in  dying  hope,  affection’s  wane, 

To  see  the  beautiful  from  life  depart, 

To  wear  impatiently  a secret  chain, 

To  waste  the  untold  riches  of  the  heart — 

No  more! 

Through  long,  long  years  to  seek,  to  strive,  to  yearn 
For  human  love — and  never  quench  that  thirst; 
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To  pour  the  soul  out,  winning  no  return, 

O’er  fragile  idols,  by  delusion  nursed — 

No  more ! 

On  things  that  fail  us,  reed  by  reed,  to  lean, 

To  mourn  the  changed,  the  far  away,  the  dead ; 

To  send  our  troubled  spirits  through  the  unseen, 
Intensely  questioning  for  treasures  fled — 

No  more! 

Words  of  triumphant  music ! Bear  we  on 

The  weight  of  life,  the  chain,  the  ungenial  air; 

Their  deathless  meaning,  when  our  tasks  are  done, 
To  learn  in  joy — to  struggle,  to  despair — 

No  more ! 

MRS.  HEMANS. 

* 

357  When  a man  considers  that  as  soon  as  the  vital 
union  is  dissolved,  he  shall  see  that  Supreme  Being  whom 
he  now  contemplates  at  a distance,  and  only  in  His  works ; 
or,  to  speak  more  philosophically,  when  by  some  faculty  in 
the  soul  he  shall  apprehend  the  Divine  Being,  and  be  more 
sensible  of  His  presence  than  we  are  now  of  the  presence 
of  any  object  which  the  eye  beholds : a man  must  be  lost 
in  carelessness  and  stupidity  who  is  not  alarmed  at  such 
a thought. 


358  Mortality,  it  must  be  owned,  hath  means  of  pro- 
viding for  the  event  of  death,  though  none  have  yet  been 
discovered  of  preventing  it.  Religion  and  virtue  are  the 
great  physicians  of  the  soul : patience  and  resignation  are 
the  nursing  mothers  of  the  human  heart  in  sickness  and  in 
sorrow : conscience  can  smooth  the  pillow  under  an  aching 
head ; and  Christian  hope  administers  a cordial  even  in  our 
last  moments  that  lulls  the  agonies  of  death. 

CUMBERLAND  Th  - Obsrrver. 


134 
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359  The  consideration  of  death  has  been  always  made 
use  of  by  the  moralist  and  the  divine  as  a powerful  in- 
centive to  virtue  and  to  piety.  From  the  uncertainty  of 
life  they  have  endeavoured  to  sink  the  estimation  of  its 
pleasures,  and  if  they  could  not  strip  the  seductions  of  vice 
of  their  present  enjoyment,  at  least  to  load  them  with  the 
fear  of  the  end. 

MACKENZIE.  The  Mirror. 

* 


360  To  neglect  at  any  time  preparation  for  death  is 
to  sleep  on  our  post  at  a siege  ; but  to  omit  it  in  old  age  is 
to  sleep  at  an  attack. 

JOHNSON.  The  Rambler, , No.  78. 

4" 

361  It  is  remarked  by  old  Cornaro,  that  it  is  absurd 
to  be  afraid  of  the  natural  dissolution  of  the  body,  because 
it  must  certainly  happen,  and  can  by  no  caution  or  artifice 
be  avoided. 

JOHNSON.  The  Rambler,  No.  *9. 


362  Christians  are  at  full  age  when  God  chooses  to 
take  them  home.  They  are  at  full  age  if  they  die  at 
twenty-one.  They  are  not  more  if  they  live  to  ninety. 

SPURGEON. 


* 


363  That  fear  is  base 

Of  death,  when  that  death  doth  but  Life  displace 
Out  of  her  place  of  earth.  You  only  dread 
The  stroke,  and  not  what  follows:  when  you're  dead 
There  is  the  fear  indeed. 

MASSINGER 


* 


364  Death  only  can  be  dreadful  to  the  bad : 

To  innocence  'tis  like  a bugbear  dressed 
To  frighten  children : pull  but  off  the  mask, 
And  he’ll  appear  a friend. 

DRYDEN.  lEdipus 
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365  To  you  the  beauties  of  the  autumnal  year 

Make  mournful  emblems,  and  you  think  of  man 
Doom’d  to  the  grave’s  long  winter,  spirit-broke, 
Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  years, 

Sense  dull’d  and  fretful,  full  of  aches  and  pains, 

Yet  clinging  still  to  life.  To  me  they  shew 
The  calm  decay  of  nature,  when  the  mind 
Retains  its  strength,  and  in  the  languid  eye 
Religious,  holy  hopes  kindle  a joy 
That  makes  old  age  look  lovely.  All  to  you 
Is  dark  and  cheerless : you  in  this  fair  world 
See  some  destroying  principle  abroad, 

Air,  earth,  and  water  full  of  living  things 
Each  on  the  other  preying;  and  the  ways 
Of  man  a strange  perplexing  labyrinth, 

Where  crimes  and  miseries,  each  producing  each, 
Render  life  loathsome,  and  destroy  the  hope 
That  should  in  death  bring  comfort.  O my  friend, 
That  thy  faith  were  as  mine ! that  thou  could’st  see 
Death  still  producing  life,  and  evil  still 
Working  its  own  destruction ; could’st  behold 
The  strifes  and  tumults  of  this  troubled  world 
With  the  strong  eye  that  sees  the  promised  day 
Dawn  through  this  night  of  tempest ! All  things  then 
Would  minister  to  joy:  then  should  thine  heart 
Be  healed  and  harmonized,  and  thou  should’st  feel 
God  always  everywhere,  and  all  in  all. 

SOUTHEY. 

* 

366  Upon  this  condition  are  we  born  into  the  world, 
into  this  light — not  to  continue  always  therein,  but  when 
God  will,  temporal  death  to  lay  aside,  and  put  off  the 
travail  of  this  miserable  life.  Witty  men  have  found  out 
how  hard  stones  may  be  broken  and  mollified,  and  how 
wild  beasts  may  be  tamed : but  nothing  could  they  invent 
whereby  death  may  be  avoided. 

BISHOP  COVF.RDALE 
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367  Ye  children,  does  death  e’er  alarm  you  ? 

Death  is  the  brother  of  Love,  twin  brother  is  he,  and 
is  only 

More  austere  to  behold.  With  a kiss  upon  lips  that 
are  fading 

Takes  he  the  soul  and  departs,  and  rocked  in  the 
arms  of  affection 

Places  the  ransomed  child,  new-born,  ’fore  the  face 
of  its  Father. 

ARCHBISHOP  TEGNER.  translated  by  Longfellow. 

* 

368  Yes,  all  we  know  must  die. 

Since  none  can  tell  the  exact  appointed  hour, 

Why  need  it  cost  the  virtuous  heart  a sigh, 

Whether  death  crush  the  oak,  or  nip  the  opening  flower  ? 

MRS  CORNWALL  BARRY  WILSON. 

* 

369  To  those  who  are  in  Christ,  that  is,  to  such  as 
believe,  which  believers  are  discerned  from  others  by  their 
not  walking  after  the  flesh,  but  after  the  Spirit : to  those, 
I say,  death  is  no  damage,  but  an  advantage ; no  dreadful 
thing,  but  rather  desirable ; and  of  all  messengers  the  most 
joyful,  whilst  looked  upon  with  the  eye  of  faith  in  the 
Gospel. 

BRADFORD. 

* 

370  ’Tis  an  inevitable  chance,  the  first  statute  of 
Magna  Charta,  an  everlasting  act  of  parliament : All 
must  die. 

BURTON.  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 

+ 

371  As  you  are  not  afraid  to  enter  into  your  bed,  and 
to  dispose  yourself  to  sleep,  so  be  not  afraid  to  die,  but 
rather  prepare  yourself  to  it ; think  that  now  you  are  nearer 
your  end  by  one  day’s  journey. 

BRADFORD 
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372  Weep  not  for  Death ! 

Tis  but  a fever  stilled  ; 

A pain  suppressed,  a fear  at  rest, 

A solemn  hope  fulfilled  ; 

The  moon  sheen  on  the  slumb’ring  deep 
Is  scarcely  calmer. — Wherefore  weep  ? 

Weep  ye  for  change, 

For  earth’s  pure  dews  exhaling, 

For  Joys  first  tear,  for  Hope’s  first  fear, 

For  Love’s  first  little  failing ; 

Morn’s  lightest  shadow  on  the  seas 
Tells  us  of  midnight.  Weep  for  these! 

Weep  not  for  Death ! 

The  fount  of  tears  is  sealed, 

Who  knows  how  bright  the  inward  light 
To  those  shut  eyes  revealed  ? 

Who  knows  what  fearless  Love  may  fill 
The  heart  that  seems  so  cold  and  still  ? 

Weep  ye  for  Life, 

For  smiles  that  end  in  sighing, 

For  Love  whose  guest  hath  never  rest, 

For  the  heart’s  hourly  dying : 

Weep  not  when  silence  locks  the  breath, 

Life  is  the  bitterness  of  death. 

SHARPE’s  LONDON  MAGAZINE. 

* 

373  Death’s  the  common  lot  of  all, 

High  and  low,  and  great  and  small ; 

Good  and  bad  this  passage  take, 

Death  doth  no  exception  make : 

If  we  here  would  longer  stay, 

We  can  not  resist  his  hand  ; 

When  we’re  called  we  must  obey 
His  peremptory  command. 

PURDAY 
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374  A frequent  and  attentive  prospect  of  that  moment 
which  must  put  a period  to  all  our  schemes  and  deprive 
us  of  all  our  acquisitions,  is  indeed  of  the  utmost  efficacy 
to  the  just  and  rational  regulation  of  our  lives  ; nor  would 
ever  anything  wicked,  or  often  anything  absurd,  be  under- 
taken or  prosecuted  by  him  who  should  begin  every  day 
with  a serious  reflection  that  he  is  born  to  die. 

JOHNSON.  The  Rambler , No.  17 

* 

375  Nothing  is  more  evident  than  that  the  decay  of 
age  must  terminate  in  death  ; yet  there  is  no  man,  says 
Tully,  who  does  not  believe  that  he  may  yet  live  another 
year;  and  there  is  none  who  does  not,  on  the  same  prin- 
ciple, hope  another  year  for  his  parent  or  his  friend : but 
the  fallacy  will  be  in  time  detected ; the  last  year,  the  last 
day  will  come. 

JOHNSON.  The  Idler , No.  41. 

376  Euthanasia ! Euthanasia  ! an  easy  death,  was  the 
exclamation  of  Augustus : it  was  what  Antoninus  Pius 
enjoyed : and  it  is  that  for  which  every  wise  man  will  pray, 
said  Lord  Orrery,  when  perhaps  he  was  contemplating  the 
close  of  Swift’s  life. 

ISAAC  D' ISRAELI. 

* 


377  Take  thou  no  care  how  to  defer  thy  death, 

And  give  more  respite  to  this  mortal  breath. 
Would’st  thou  live  long  ? The  only  means  are  these, 
’Bove  Galen’s  diet  or  Hippocrates: 

Strive  to  live  well ; tread  in  the  upright  ways, 

And  rather  count  thy  actions  than  thy  days; 

Then  thou  hast  lived  enough  amongst  us  here, 

For  every  day  well  spent  I count  a year. 

Live  well,  and  then,  how  soon  soe’er  thou  die, 
Thou  art  of  age  to  claim  eternity. 

THUS.  RANDOLPH 
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THE  GRAVE  IS  MINE  HOUSE.— Job. 

378  Welcome  thou  safe  retreat! 

Where  the  injured  man  may  fortify 
Against  the  invasions  of  the  great; 

Where  the  lean  slave,  who  the  oar  doth  ply, 
Soft  as  his  admiral  may  lie. 

Great  statist!  ’tis  your  doom, 
Though  your  designs  swell  high  and  wide, 

To  be  contracted  in  a tomb! 

And  all  your  happy  cares  provide 
But  for  your  heir  authorized  pride. 

Nor  shall  your  shade  delight 
I*  the  pomp  of  your  proud  obsequies : 

And  should  the  present  flattery  write 

A glorious  epitaph,  the  wise 

Will  say,  “ The  poet’s  wit  here  lies.” 

How  reconciled  to  fate 
Will  grow  the  aged  villager, 

When  he  shall  see  your  funeral  state, 

Since  death  will  him  as  warm  inter 
As  you  in  your  gay  sepulchre. 

The  great  decree  of  God 
Makes  every  path  of  mortals  lead 
To  this  dark  common  period ; 

For  by  what  ways  soe’er  we  tread, 

We  end  our  journey  ’mong  the  dead. 

Even  I,  while  humble  zeal 
Makes  fancy  a sad  truth  indite, 

Insensibly  away  do  steal : 

And  when  I’m  lost  in  death’s  cold  night, 

Who  will  remember,  now  I write  ? 

WILLIAM  HABINC.DON  Bom  1605 
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379  O that  they  were  wise,  that  they  understood  this, 
that  they  would  consider  their  latter  end  ! 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Deut.  xxxii.  29. 


380  Life  a right  shadow  is  ; 

For  if  it  long  appear, 

Then  is  it  spent,  and  death’s  long  night  draws  near; 

Shadows  are  moving,  light, 

And  is  there  aught  so  moving  as  is  this  ? 

When  it  is  most  in  sight, 

It  steals  away,  and  none  knows  how  or  where, 

So  near  our  cradles  to  our  coffins  are. 

DRUMMOND 


381  The  time  wherein  we  live  is  taken  from  the  space 
of  our  life,  and  what  remaineth  is  daily  made  less  and  less, 
insomuch  that  the  time  of  our  life  is  nothing  but  a passage 
to  Death.  Thou  knowest  not  what  time  he  will  come. 
Wait  always,  that,  because  thou  knowest  not  the  time  of 
his  coming,  thou  mayst  be  prepared  against  the  time  he 
cometh ; and  for  this,  perchance,  thou  knowest  not  the 
time,  because  thou  mayst  be  prepared  against  all  time. 

ST.  AUGUSTINE. 


382  We  die  alone.  If  we  have  not  lived  in  solitary 
communion  with  God,  we  shall  start  at  finding  ourselves  in 
the  solemn  silence  of  death,  about  to  launch  forward  where 
no  friends,  no  ordinances  can  accompany  us. 

REV.  H.  MARTYN 


383  As  I die  daily,  so  teach  me  to  die  once  ; acquaint 
me  beforehand  with  that  messenger  which  I must  trust  to ; 
O teach  me  so  to  number  my  days,  that  I may  apply  my 
heart  to  true  wisdom. 

BISHOP  HALL 
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384  Thus  may  we  see  the  high  and  mighty  fall, 

For  cruel  death  shews  no  respect  at  all 
To  any  one,  of  high  or  low  degree, 

Great  men  submit  to  death  as  well  as  we. 

Though  they  are  gay,  their  life  is  but  a span — 

A lump  of  clay — so  vile  a creature's  man: 

Then  happy  those  whom  Christ  has  made  His  care, 
Who  die  in  the  Lord  and  ever  blessed  are. 

The  grave’s  the  market-place  where  all  men  meet, 
Both  rich  and  poor,  as  well  as  small  and  great  : 

If  life  were  merchandise  that  gold  could  buy, 

The  rich  would  live,  the  poor  alone  would  die. 

From  the  old  room  cf  DEATH  AND  THE  LADY. 


385  He  that  prepares  not  for  death  before  he  draws 
near  to  it  and  comes  to  lie  upon  a sick-bed,  is  like  him 
that  begins  to  study  the  art  of  navigation  when  he  hath 
present  occasion  and  use  for  the  skill  which  he  hath  not 
yet  learned,  when  his  vessel  is  driven  among  rocks,  and 
is  every  moment  in  danger  of  being  dashed  to  pieces. 

TILLOTSON. 

* 

386  Happy  and  blessed  death,  that  golden  bridge  laid 
over  by  Christ  my  Lord,  between  time’s  clay  banks  and 
Heaven’s  shore. 

RUTHERFORD. 

* 

387  This  death  of  the  Christian  is  not  to  be  called 
death,  but  rather  a gate  of  entrance  into  everlasting  life. 


388  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I may 
Rise  glorious  on  the  judgment  day. 
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389  When  I the  king  of  terrors  viewed, 

Dear  Jesus,  by  thy  cross  subdued, 

He  seemed  to  me  a harmless  thing, 

Devoid  of  sting. 

Death  was  to  me  familiar  grown ; 

He  visits  made  me  when  alone, 

And  serious  thoughts  still  left  behind 
To  store  my  mind. 

I often  kissed  the  friendly  dart 
Which  he  reserved  to  wound  my  heart, 

And  long'd  till  it  my  soul  let  out 
In  wrapt  devout. 

Death  and  I thus  a friendship  held, 

Till  from  my  thoughts  I him  expelled: 

The  cause  of  change  from  friend  to  foe 
Death  wished  to  know. 

I thought  it  happiness,  said  I, 

For  all  who  loved  their  God  to  die, 

In  nobler  heights  their  God  and  King 
To  love  and  sing. 

But  when  they  in  the  grave  repose, 

Their  love's  stark  cold,  their  hymns  they  close. 
From  death,  which  love  and  hymns  shall  end, 
Jesu,  defend  ! 

Grave,  I abhor  thee  ! 'twould  be  hell 
One  minute  in  thy  walls  to  dwell: 

If  I must  hymn  and  love  forego, 

What  greater  woe  ? 

You,  said  pale  Death,  misapprehend 
The  message  of  your  final  friend  : 

My  darts,  which  are  for  flesh  designed, 

Ne’er  reach  the  mind. 
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While  flesh  in  a dead  silence  lies, 
The  soul  set  free  to  glory  flies, 
Rejoicing  with  the  saints  above 

In  hymn  and  love. 

The  dust  of  every  saint  who  dies, 
Most  precious  is  in  Jesu’s  eyes; 

And  He  their  spirits  shall  dismiss 
To  enter  bliss. 


BISHOP  KEN. 


390  The  certainty  that  life  cannot  be  long,  and  the 
probability  that  it  will  be  much  shorter  than  nature  allows, 
ought  to  awaken  every  man  to  the  active  prosecution  of 
whatever  he  is  desirous  to  perform.  It  is  true  that  no 
diligence  can  ascertain  success.  Death  may  intercept  the 
swiftest  career : but  he  who  is  cut  off  in  the  execution  of 
an  honest  undertaking,  has  at  least  the  honour  of  falling 
in  his  rank,  and  has  fought  the  battle,  though  he  missed 
the  victory. 

JOHNSON.  The  Rambler , No.  134. 


391  Ill-busied  man!  why  should’st  thou  take  such  care 
To  lengthen  out  thy  life’s  short  calendar, 

When  every  spectacle  thou  look’st  upon 
Presents  and  acts  thy  execution  ? 

Each  drooping  season  and  each  flower  doth  cry, 
Fool ! as  I fade  and  wither,  thou  must  die. 


The  beating  of  thy  pulse  when  thou  art  well 
Is  just  the  tolling  of  thy  passing  bell ; 

Night  is  the  hearse  whose  sable  canopy 
Covers  alike  deceased  day  and  thee; 

And  all  those  weeping  dews  which  nightly  fall, 
Are  but  the  tears  shed  for  thy  funeral. 

BISHOP  KING. 
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392  But  kings  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die; 

For  that ’s  the  end  of  human  misery. 

SHAKESPEARE.  First  Part  of  Henry  tth. 

* 

393  Winter  wakeneth  all  my  care ; 

Now  these  leaves  waxeth  bare ; 

Oft  I sigh  and  mourne  sare, 

When  it  cometh  in  my  thought 

Of  this  world’s  joy  how  it  go’th  all  to  nought. 

Now  it  is,  and  now  it  n’is, 

All  so  it  ne'er  n’were,  I wis 
That  manie  men  saith,  sooth  it  is, 

All  go’th  but  Godes  will ; 

All  we  shall  die,  though  us  like  ill. 

All  that  graine,  nowe  groweth  greene, 

Now  it  falloweth,  all  ley  dene. 

Jesu  help  that  it  be  scene, 

And  shielde  us  from  hell, 

For  I n’ot  whether  I shall  ne  lang  here  dwell. 

OLD  POET  temp.  Henry  -$rd. 

394  Who  talks  of  death  ? 

Are  we  not  born  to  die  ? to  fill  a space, 

A little  space  in  this  dark  world,  and  presently 
Seek  out  a darker  grave  ? 

c SWAN 

* 

395  Age  yellows  my  leaf  with  a daily  decline, 

And  nature  turns  sick  with  decay; 

Short  is  the  thread  in  Life’s  spool  that  is  mine, 
And  few  are  my  wishes  to  stay. 

The  bud  that  has  seen  but  the  fruit  of  an  hour, 
When  storms  overtake  it  may  sigh ; 

But  fruit  that  has  weathered  life’s  sunshine  and  shower, 
Drops  easy  and  gladly  to  die. 

CLARE. 
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396  When  youth  is  flown,  Death  only  can  assuage 
And  yield  a refuge  from  the  ills  of  age. 

MINNERMUS. 


* 


397  God’s  angel  is  abroad,  and  strikes  on  all  sides  : we 
know  not  which  of  our  turns  shall  be  next ; we  are  sure  we 
carry  deaths  enough  within  us.  If  we  be  ready,  our  day 
cannot  come  too  soon. 

BISHOP  HALL. 


4* 


398  With  that  character,  whether  of  virtue  or  of  vice, 
with  which  a man  leaves  the  world,  with  that  he  must 
appear  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ.  In  that  mo- 
ment, therefore,  in  which  his  present  life  ends,  every  man’s 
future  condition  becomes  irreversibly  determined. 

BISHOP  HORNE. 


4* 


399  Is  not  short  pain  well  borne  that  brings  long  ease, 
And  lays  the  soul  to  sleep  in  quiet  grave  ? 

Sleep  after  toil,  port  after  stormy  seas, 

Ease  after  wars,  Death  after  life,  doth  greatly  please. 

SPENCER. 

4* 


400  When  we  have  fixed,  as  we  imagine,  on  the  object 
most  desirable,  we  start  extravagantly,  and  blinded  by  the 
rapidity  of  our  precipitate  course  toward  the  treasure  we 
would  seize  and  dwell  with,  we  find  another  hand  upon  the 
lock — the  hand  of  one  standing  in  the  shade.  ’Tis  death. 

W.  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 

4* 


401  Measure  not  life  by  the  hopes  and  enjoyments  of 
this  world,  but  by  the  preparation  it  makes  for  another ; 
looking  forward  to  what  you  shall  be,  rather  than  back- 
ward to  what  you  have  been.  Live  as  men  that  shall  die, 
and  prepare  to  die  as  men  that  shall  live  for  ever. 

SIR  JOHN  SUCKLING. 
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402  Since  to  die  well  is  the  last  cut  and  final  consum- 
mation of  our  life,  it  must  needs  highly  concern  us  to  arm 
and  prepare  ourselves  for  it  beforehand,  lest  we  lose  the 
prize  by  stumbling  at  the  goal.  For  in  the  hour  of  death 
we  throw  our  last  cast  for  an  eternity  of  happiness  or 
misery : and  how  much  are  we  concerned  to  throw  that 
well,  upon  which  so  vast  a stake  depends. 

DR.  JOHN  SCOTT. 

+ 

403  Our  time  consumes  like  smoke,  and  posts  away, 

Nor  can  we  treasure  up  a month  or  day: 

The  sand  within  the  transitory  glass 
Doth  haste,  and  so  our  silent  minutes  pass: 
Consider  how  the  ling’ ring  hour-glass  sends 
Sand  after  sand,  until  the  stock  it  spends. 

Year  after  year  we  do  consume  away, 

Until  our  debt  to  Nature  we  do  pay. 

Old  age  is  full  of  grief : the  life  of  man, 

If  we  consider,  is  but  like  a span 
Stretched  from  a swollen  hand;  the  more  extent 
It  is  by  strength,  the  more  the  pains  augment. 
Desire  not  to  live  long,  but  to  live  well : 

How  long  we  live,  not  years  but  actions  tell. 

WATKYNS. 

+ 

404  Oh  what  is  death!  ’tis  life’s  last  shore, 

Where  vanities  are  vain  no  more ; 

Where  all  pursuits  their  goal  obtain, 

And  hope  is  all  retouched  again ; 

Where  in  their  bright  results  shall  rise 
Thoughts,  virtue,  friendships,  griefs,  and  joys. 

GAM  BOLD. 


405  Learn  to  live  well,  that  thou  mayst  die  so  too : 
To  live  and  die  is  all  we  have  to  do. 
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406  Men  call  it  death 
When  mortals  soar  unto  the  eternal  Father, 

Who  yonder  dwells  upon  the  horizon’s  verge, 

Where  earth  and  heaven  mingle  in  harmony  and  joy. 

^ ERIC  SJORZEN. 

407  The  air  of  Death  breathes  through  our  souls, 

The  dead  all  round  us  lie  ; 

By  day  and  night  the  death-bell  tolls, 

And  says,  Prepare  to  die. 


408  Pray  to  receive, 
Receive  to  live. 


Live  to  die  once, 
Die  to  live  ever. 


ROBERT  HILL,  D.D. , on  the  title-page  0/  The  Pathway  to  Piety. 


409  To  complain  of  the  necessity  of  dying,  is  to 
accuse  nature  of  not  having  condemned  us  to  perpetual 
infancy.  The  present  time  is  but  the  infancy  of  life : its 
maturity,  its  perfection  is  not  of  this  world.  Life  is  only 
a lengthened  death : sleep  but  the  image  of  that  death. 

ST.  GREGORY,  Nyssa. 


410  Death  is  a port  whereby  we  pass  to  joy; 

Life  is  a lake  that  drowneth  all  in  paine : 

Death  is  so  dere,  it  ceaseth  all  annoy; 

Life  is  so  leude  that  all  it  yieldes  is  vaine: 

And  as  by  life  to  bondage  man  is  brought, 

Even  so  likewise  by  death  was  Freedom  wrought. 

Wherefore,  with  Paul,  let  all  men  wish  and  pray 
To  be  dissolved  of  this  pale  fleshlie  masse; 

Or  at  the  least  be  armed  against  the  day, 

That  they  be  found  good  souldiers  prest  to  passe 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  again, 

To  such  a life  as  ever  shall  remaine. 
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41 1 They  that  are  in  God,  being  united  to  Him  through 
Christ,  can  never  by  any  power  be  separated  from  Him. 
It  is  an  indissoluble  union : Death  itself,  that  is  the  great 
dissolver  of  all  other  unions,  civil  or  natural,  is  so  far  from 
untying  this,  that  it  consummates  it. 

ARCHBISHOP  LEIGHTON. 

* 

412  When  the  vale  of  mortality  grows  thinner  and 
thinner,  eternity  steals  a step  on  time,  the  crown  of  glory 
glitters  through  the  veil,  and  death  to  the  saint  is  the  gate 
of  life. 

GREEN. 

* 

413  God’s  children  are  immortal  whilst  their  Father 
hath  anything  for  them  to  do  on  earth ; and  death,  that 
beast,  cannot  overcome  and  kill  them  till  first  they  have 
finished  their  testimony ; which  done,  like  silkworms,  they 
willingly  die  when  their  web  is  ended,  and  are  comfortably 
entombed  in  their  own  endeavours. 

FULLER. 

* 


414  All  the  succession  of  time,  all  the  changes  in 
nature,  all  the  varieties  of  light  and  darkness,  the  thousand 
thousand  accidents  in  the  world,  and  every  contingency  to 
every  man  and  every  creature,  doth  preach  our  funeral 
sermon,  and  calls  us  to  look  how  the  old  sexton,  Time, 
throws  off  the  earth  and  digs  a grave,  where  we  must  lay 
our  sins  or  our  sorrows,  and  sow  our  bodies,  till  they  rise 
again  in  a fair  or  an  intolerable  eternity. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

+ 

415  Our  life  as  it  gives  way  to  death,  so  must  make 
a way  for  it.  It  is  the  best  and  longest  lesson  to  learn 
how  to  die ; and  of  surest  use ; which  alone  if  we  study 
not,  it  were  better  not  to  have  lived. 

BISHOP  HALL. 
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416  The  grave  is  deep  and  stilly, 

Fear  round  its  brink  abides  ; 

With  veil  all  dark  and  chilly, 

An  unknown  land  it  hides. 

Its  silence  is  unbroken 

By  the  sweet  night-bird’s  song : 

Affection’s  flowery  token 
Fades  in  the  moss  ere  long. 

There  widowed  brides  may  languish, 

And  wring  their  hands  in  vain  : 

The  orphan’s  cries  of  anguish 
Pierce  not  that  dark  domain. 

Yet  there  alone  can  mortals 

Their  rest,  long  wished-for,  find  ; 

There  lies  beyond  those  portals 
A home  for  all  mankind. 

The  heart,  long  vainly  pressing 

Through  storms  to  reach  the  shore, 

Finds  peace,  that  priceless  blessing, 

Where  it  can  beat  no  more. 

SHARPE’S  MAGAZINE. 

4- 

“When  he  had  said  this,  he  fell  asleep.” — Acts  vii.  60. 

417  So  soft  a pillow  is  death  to  a good  man,  so 
willingly,  so  quietly  does  he  leave  the  world,  as  a weary 
labourer  goes  to  bed  at  night.  What  storms  or  tempests 
soever  follow  him  while  he  lives,  his  sun,  in  spite  of  all  the 
cruelty  and  malice  of  his  enemies,  sets  serene  and  calm. 
Mark  the  perfect  man,  and  behold  the  upright ; for  the 
end  of  that  man  is  peace. 

DR.  CAVE. 

4* 

418  If  we  have  known  how  to  live  consistently  and 
quietly,  we  shall  know  how  to  die  so  too. 

MONTAIGNE. 
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419  A true  saying,  timor  mortis  morte  pejor.  The 
fear  of  death  is  worse  than  death  itself,  and  the  memory 
of  that  sad  hour,  to  some  fortunate  and  rich  men,  is  bitter 
as  gall.  Inquietam  nobis  vitam  facit , mortis  metus : a worse 
plague  cannot  happen  to  a man  than  to  be  so  troubled  in 
his  mind : ’tis  triste  divortium , a heavy  separation,  to  leave 
their  goods,  with  so  much  labour  got,  pleasure  of  the  world 
which  they  have  so  deliciously  enjoyed,  friends  and  com- 
panions whom  they  so  dearly  love,  all  at  once. 


420  A man  is  thirty  years  old  before  he  has  any  settled 
thoughts  of  his  fortune ; it  is  not  completed  before  fifty : 
he  falls  a-building  in  his  old  age,  and  dies  by  that  time 
his  house  is  in  a condition  to  be  painted  and  glazed. 

LA  BRUYERE. 

* 

421  Death  is  the  crown  of  life: 
Were  death  denied,  poor  men  would  live  in  vain; 
Were  death  denied,  to  live  would  not  be  life  ; 

Were  death  denied,  even  Gods  would  wish  to  die. 


422  O life,  what  lets  thee  from  a quick  decease? 

O death,  what  draws  thee  from  a present  prey? 
My  feast  is  done,  my  soul  would  be  at  ease, 

My  grace  is  said — O Death,  come  take  away. 

ROBT.  SOUTHWELL. 


423  Courage  then,  my  soul,  and  neither  fear  to  live, 
nor  yet  desire  to  die.  If  thou  continuest  in  thy  body,  *tis 
easie  for  thee,  and  sweet  and  contentsome  to  heap  up 
treasures  for  eternity:  and  if  thou  partest  from  it,  thy 
hopes  are  great  and  fair  that  the  journey  thou  art  going 
is  to  a world  of  unknown  felicity. 


SIR  KENELM  DIGBY. 
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424  The  stretching  armes,  the  yawning  breath, 

Which  I to  bedward  use, 

Are  patternes  of  the  pangs  of  death 
When  life  will  me  refuse: 

And  of  my  bed,  eche  sundry e part 
In  shaddowes  doth  resemble 
The  sundrye  shapes  of  deth,  whose  dart 
Shall  make  my  flesh  to  tremble. 

My  bed  itselfe  is  like  the  grave, 

My  sheetes  the  winding-sheete  ; 

My  clothes  the  mould  which  I must  have 
To  cover  me  most  meete : 

The  waking  cock  that  early  crowes 
To  weare  the  night  awaye, 

Puts  in  my  minde  the  trumpe  that  blowes 
Before  the  latter  day. 

And  as  I ryse  up  lustily, 

When  sluggish  sleepe  is  past, 

So  hope  I to  ryse  joyfully 
To  judgment  at  the  last. 

Thus  will  I wake,  thus  will  I sleepe, 

Thus  will  I hope  to  ryse  ; 

Thus  will  I neither  waile  nor  weepe, 

But  sing  in  godly  wyse. 

My  bones  shall  in  this  bed  remaine, 

My  soule  in  God  shall  trust ; 

By  whom  I hope  to  ryse  again 
From  death  and  earthlie  dust. 

GEO.  GASCOIGNE.  Born  1540. 

* 

425  I leave  the  world,  not  as  an  house,  but  as  an  inn 
upon  the  road ; for  nature  has  provided  us  with  a lodging 
for  a short  stay,  not  for  a constant  habitation. 

PORCIUS 
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426  The  meditation  of  our  latter  end  should  put  us 
upon  a careful  and  continual  and  particular  preparation  for 
the  time  of  our  death  and  dissolution.  And  this  is  very 
well  worth  our  while,  and  the  sooner  we  set  about  it  the 
better;  because,  when  this  work  is  in  any  good  measure 
done,  we  have  rescued  ourselves  from  that  bondage  to 
which  most  men  are  all  their  life  long  subject,  because 
of  the  continual  fear  of  death.  Nothing  abates  the  terror 
of  death  like  a due  preparation  for  it. 

TILLOTSON. 

* 

427  Life  shall  spring  out  of  death.  Oh,  with  that  sound, 
Spirit  of  peace,  thou  spread’st  thy  radiant  wing; 
Earth’s  broken  garlands,  scattered  o’er  the  ground, 
Bloom  forth  afresh  as  in  the  dawn  of  spring. 

O sons  of  earth  ! ye  who  so  oft  would  twine 
Her  fading  blossoms  with  your  hopes  divine, 

Cast,  cast  those  wreaths  away : one  hope  alone 
Will  bloom  when  all  is  faded,  lost,  and  gone, 

To  cheer  thee  in  life’s  latest  parting  breath, 

And  whisper  peace : Life  shall  spring  out  of  death. 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  MAGAZINE 

* 

428  What ! in  the  inventory  of  the  believer’s  treasures 
do  I not  find  death  ? Yes,  death  is  registered  in  the  same 
list  with  life  and  with  things  to  come.  Such  a change  has 
the  Lord  of  Glory  wrought  in  the  nature  of  things ; and 
by  the  almighty  efficacy  of  His  redemption  has  made 
the  grave  a peaceful  sleeping-place,  and  death  a humble 
servant  to  the  believer,  to  take  off  his  garment,  that  he 
may  lie  down  on  his  bed  and  fall  asleep  in  Jesus,  and  rest 
from  all  his  labours. 

REV.  H.  V.  ELLIOTT. 


429  Against  what  is  so  unavoidable  as  death,  that  is 
an  abject  mind  that  reluctates. 

HOWE 
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430  Seeing  I have  such  a guide  and  defender,  there 
is  no  difficulty  of  peril  nor  fear  of  death  that  I will  pass 
off.  For  what  harm  can  death  do  to  him  that  hath  God 
the  Author  of  life  with  him  ? 


“ For  what  is  your  life?  it  is  even  a vapour  that  appeareth  for  a little  while, 
and  then  vanisheth  away.” — St.  James  iv.  14. 

431  A little  while  to  hope  and  fear, 

To  weep  and  pray; 

To  mourn  o’er  all  that  once  was  dear, 

And  then  away. 

A little  while,  to  build  in  air 
A web  of  schemes, 

And  then  to  find  what  seemed  so  fair 
Unreal  dreams. 

A little  while,  vain  tears  to  shed 
O’er  life’s  short  day; 

To  muse  on  early  visions  fled, 

And  then  away. 

O life,  uncertain  vapour,  why 
Still  round  thee  clings 

So  many  gauds,  when  soon  must  die 
All  earthly  things  ? 

For  yet  a little  while,  a sound 

The  living  and  the  dead  obey, 

Will  through  all  earth  and  sea  resound, 

Calling  away. 

MRS.  H.  W.  RICHTER. 


432  To  put  off  our  preparation  till  that  which  we  call 
death,  is  to  put  off  the  work  of  all  our  life  till  the  time 
comes  in  which  it  is  to  cease  and  determine. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 
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433  Ah,  when  did  wisdom  covet  length  of  days, 

Or  seek  its  bliss  in  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise? 

No ! wisdom  views  with  an  indifferent  eye 
All  finite  joys,  all  blessings  born  to  die. 

The  soul  on  earth  is  an  immortal  guest, 

Compelled  to  starve  at  an  unreal  feast ; 

A spark  that  upwards  tends  by  nature’s  force, 

A stream  diverted  from  its  parent  source; 

A drop  dissevered  from  the  boundless  sea, 

A moment  parted  from  eternity  ; 

A pilgrim  panting  for  a rest  to  come, 

An  exile  anxious  for  his  native  home. 

BISHOP  HEBER 


434  Earth  must  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  return, 

And  life  be  gathered  like  maturest  fruits : 

Such  is  the  inevitable  law  of  fate. 

EURIPIDES. 


435  The  dead  are  only  happy  and  the  dying: 

The  dead  are  still,  and  lasting  slumber  holds  them. 
He  who  is  near  his  death,  but  turns  about, 

Shuffles  a while  to  makes  his  pillow  easy, 

Then  slips  into  his  shroud  and  rests  for  ever. 

LEE.  C<rsar  Borgia. 

* 

436  Death  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature, 

And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking; 
Thither  the  poor,  the  prisoner,  and  the  mourner 
Fly  for  relief,  and  lay  their  burden  down. 

ROWE.  Fair  Penitent 


437  Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dust  ? 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Third  Part  0/  Henry  6th. 
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438  Thus  through  the  round  of  age  to  childhood  we  return, 
Reflecting  find  that  naked  from  the  womb 
We  yesterday  came  forth;  that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  again  we  must  tomorrow  lie; 

Born  to  lament,  to  labour,  and  to  die. 

PRIOR. 


439  Ere  long,  perchance,  my  sorrow 
Shall  find  its  welcome  close, 

Nor  distant  far  the  morrow 
That  brings  the  wish’d  repose ; 
When  Death,  with  kind  embracing, 
Each  bitter  anguish  chasing, 

Shall  mark  my  peaceful  doom 
Beneath  the  silent  tomb. 

Then  cease,  my  heart,  to  languish, 
And  cease  to  flow,  my  tears  ; 
Though  nought  be  here  but  anguish, 
The  grave  shall  end  my  cares. 

On  earth’s  soft  lap  reposing, 

Life’s  idle  pageant  closing, 

No  more  shall  grief  assail, 

Nor  sorrow  longer  wail. 


SCHUBART. 


440  Death  itself  is  less  painful  when  it  comes  upon 
us  unawares,  than  the  bare  contemplation  of  it  even  when 
danger  is  distant. 


PASCAL. 


441  Death  is  an  evil  doom 

To  good  and  bad,  the  common  inn  of  rest: 

But  after  death  the  trial  is  to  come, 

When  best  shall  be  to  them  that  lived  best. 

SPENCER. 
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442  On  earth  is  fair  virtue  unsought  and  unknown, 

And  heartfelt  enjoyment  from  mortals  is  flown  ; 
There  hope  will  deceive  thee,  and  love  will  betray, 
And  torture  thy  bosom  by  night  and  by  day: 

While  here  smiles  an  angel — kind  Death  is  his  name — 

And  brightens  thy  dream ! 

Come  then,  weary  pilgrim,  nor  startle  with  dread, 
My  pillow  is  downy,  and  w'arm  is  my  bed ; 

I’ll  bear  thy  hard  burden,  thy  griefs  will  I share. 
And  lull  thee  to  slumber,  and  still  thy  despair. 

Ah ! come,  and  while  Death  thus  invites  to  repose. 
Forget  all  thy  woes! 

CHRISTIAN  FREDK.  SANDER. 

* 

443  Who  that  can  feel  the  gentleness  of  death, 

Sees  not  the  loveliness  of  life  ? and  who, 

Breathing  content  his  natural  joyous  breath, 

Could  fail  to  feel  that  death  is  nature  too  ? 

And  not  the  alien  foe  his  fears  dictated, 

A viewless  terror  made  but  to  be  hated. 

HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

* 

444  Death  is  not  so  dreadful  in  itself  as  with  regard 
to  the  consequences  of  it ; and  those  will  be  comfortable 
and  happy  to  the  good,  but  dismal  and  miserable  to  the 
wicked.  So  that  the  only  true  antidote  against  the  fear  of 
death  is  the  hopes  of  a better  life;  and  the  only  firm 
ground  of  these  hopes  is  the  mercy  of  God  in  Jesus  Christ, 
upon  our  due  preparation  for  another  world  by  repentance 
and  a holy  life. 

TILLOTSON. 

* 

445  I would  have  my  death  share  with  my  life  in  ease 
and  convenience : it  is  a great  lump  of  it  and  of  importance, 
and  I hope  it  will  not  now  contradict  what  is  past. 

MONTAIGNE. 
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446  There  be  two  causes  that  ought  (if  we  be  not  al- 
together insensible)  to  move  us  to  prepare  for  death.  The 
one  is  the  necessity  of  death,  the  other  is  the  uncertainty 
thereof.  The  inevitable  necessity  of  death  is  very  well  ex- 
pressed by  St.  Paul  in  these  words : Statutum  est  omnibus 
hominibus  semel  mori,  et  post  hoc  judicium . It  is  ordained, 
or  it  is  a statute  concluded  and  enacted  in  the  high  court 
of  the  heavenly  parliament,  and  such  a statute  as  never 
shall  be  repealed,  that  all  men,  of  what  estate  or  condition 
soever  they  be,  shall  once  die,  and  after  that  followeth  the 
judgment.  The  wise  man  saith,  M oritur  doctus  simul  et 
indoctus : The  learned  and  the  unlearned  both  die.  The 
Ethnicks  also  did  very  well  express  this  necessity  of  death  ; 
for  Horace  saith  thus : 

Pallida  mors  aequo  pulsat  pede 
Pauperum  tabemas,  regumque  turres. 

Pale  death,  or  death  that  maketh  the  most  beautiful  and 
best  coloured  faces  pale,  doth  knock  as  indifferently  at 
princes’  palaces,  as  at  poor  men’s  cottages.  Another  poet 
hath  these  words:  Mors  sceptra  ligonibus  cequat : Death 
maketh  sceptres  and  mattocks  equal,  and  as  soon  arresteth 
he  the  prince  that  carrieth  the  sceptre,  as  the  poor  man 
that  diggeth  with  the  mattock.  David  calleth  death  viam 
universes  carnis,  the  way  of  all  flesh.  But  what  needeth 
many  testimonies  in  so  plain  a matter,  so  universally 
known  by  daily  experience  in  all  places  and  times  ? Now 
as  concerning  the  uncertainty  of  death  (which  is  the 
second  and  greatest  cause  to  move  us  to  be  in  readiness), 
this  may  truly  be  affirmed,  that  as  nothing  is  more  certain 
than  that  death  will  come,  so  there  is  nothing  more  un- 
certain than  the  hour  when  it  will  come. 

ARCHBISHOP  GRINDAL. 

* 

447  You  should  not  fear,  nor  yet  should  you  wish  for 
your  last  day. 

MARTIAL. 
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All  things  earthly  vanish  and  pass, 

Vanish  as  hues  of  the  morn  ; 

All  pass  away  as  the  glimmer  of  day, 

While  others  as  fleet  are  born. 

Hush,  hush,  thou  too  must  fall 
Under  the  coffin  shroud  : 

Stay,  stay,  thy  funeral  pall 
Is  imaged  in  yonder  cloud : 

All  things  vanish  and  pass  away 

Like  shadows  that  flit  at  the  close  of  day. 

Hush,  hush,  we  are  hastening  fast 
O’er  ripples  of  Time’s  dark  wave, 

And  ere  we  arrive  where  our  hopes  we  cast, 
We  are  deep  in  the  silent  grave. 

So  pause,  nor  hurry  with  tread  so  fast, 

The  moment  which  follows  may  be  your  last. 

I.  s.  HIBBERD. 


449  Dreams  and  delusions  play 

With  man ; he  thinks  not  of  his  mortal  fate : 
Death  treads  his  silent  way : 

The  earth  turns  round,  and  then,  too  late, 

Man  finds  no  beam  is  left  of  all  his  fancied  state. 

LUIS  DE  LEON. 


450  O reverend  death ! whose  looks  can  soon  advise 

Even  scornful  youth;  whilst  priests  their  doctrine 
waste, 

Yet  mocks  us  too,  for  he  does  make  us  wise, 

When  by  his  coming  our  affairs  are  past. 

O harmless  death ! whom  still  the  valiant  brave, 
The  wise  expect,  the  sorrowful  invite, 

And  all  the  good  embrace,  who  know  the  grave 
A short  dark  passage  to  eternal  light. 

DAVENANT 
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45 1  If  an  old  silver  goblet  be  melted  and  new  fashioned 
after  a beautiful  manner,  then  is  it  better  than  before,  and 
neither  spilt  nor  destroyed  : even  so  have  we  no  just  cause 
to  complain  of  death,  whereby  the  body  being  delivered 
from  all  filthiness,  shall  in  his  due  time  be  perfectly  re- 
newed. The  egg-shell,  though  it  be  goodly  and  fair- 
fashioned,  must  be  opened  and  broken,  that  the  young  chick 
may  step  out  of  it.  None  otherwise  doth  death  dissolve 
and  break  up  our  body,  but  to  the  intent  that  we  may 
attain  unto  the  life  of  Heaven. 

BISHOP  COVERDALE.  Translation  of  Treatise  by  OTHO  WERMULLERUS. 

* 

452  A fettered  spirit  dreading  to  be  free! 

Sight  passing  strange ! a soul  that  hugs  its  chains, 
And  hates  to  quit  earth’s  tremblings  and  its  pains, 
And  loves  the  cloud  that  wraps  in  mystery 
All  that  is  worth  the  knowing!  Can  it  be, 

Since  through  death  only  life  supremely  reigns, 
That  man,  who  here  unceasingly  complains, 

Dreads  to  cast  off  this  dull  mortality? 

Death  openeth  life  ! and  yet  he  fears  to  die : 

What!  would  the  prisoner,  seeing  from  afar 
The  dim  light  glimmering  through  his  prison  bar, 
Not  turn  upon  it  a much  longing  eye  ? 

And  with  the  gates  wide  open  would  he  say, 

I love  the  gloom,  and  will  not  come  away  ? 

SHARPE’s  MAGAZINE. 

* 

453  Can  there  be  infatuation  then  equal  to  that  of  the 
man,  who,  living  in  a world  in  which  the  emblems  of  decay 
are  ever  present,  thinks  not  of  that  world  where  mortality 
shall  be  swallowed  up  of  life  ; who,  marking  not  the  noise- 
less foot  of  time  as  it  is  hurrying  him  on  to  the  end  of  his 
journey,  thinks  not  of  the  period  when  there  shall  be  time 
no  longer  ? 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  MAGAZINE. 
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454  How  shocking  must  thy  summons  be,  O Death, 

To  him  that  is  at  ease  in  his  possessions ; 

Who  counting  on  long  years  of  pleasure  here, 

Is  quite  unfurnished  for  that  world  to  come! 

In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  soul 
Raves  round  the  wall  of  her  clay  tenement, 

Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  shrieks  for  help, 

But  shrieks  in  vain. 

BLAIR. 

* 

455  A contemplation  of  death  as  near  and  certain  is 
fitted  to  lead  us  to  trust  in  God. 

BARNES. 

* 

456  Life  is  fast  sinking, 

Sunlike  and  bright ; 

As  out  of  the  heavens 
Falls  the  great  night. 

Yet  fear  I never 

Leaving  this  earth-place, 

Knowing  the  grave  is 
Also  a birth-place: 

And  the  soul  growing 
With  God-power  vernal, 

Will  it  not  burst  into 
Blossoms  eternal  ? 

HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

* 

457  And  when  my  yeres  be  past  without  annoyse, 

Let  me  die  olde,  after  the  common  trace, 

For  grypes  of  death  do  he  too  hardely  passe 
That  knowne  is  to  all,  but  to  himself,  alas, 

He  dyeth  unknowne,  dased  with  dredfulle  face. 

SIR  THOMAS  WYATT. 

* 

458  And  there  shall  be  no  more  death. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Rp.v.  xxi.  4 
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459  Noblest  bodies  are  but  gilded  clay 

Put  away, 

But  the  precious  shining  rind, 

The  inmost  rottenness  remains  behind. 

Kings,  on  earth  though  Gods  they  be, 

Yet  in  death  are  vile  as  we. 

He  a thousand  kings  before, 

Now  is  vassal  unto  more. 

Vermin  now  insulting  lie, 

And  dig  for  diamonds  in  each  eye : 

Whilst  the  sceptre-bearing  hand 
Cannot  their  inroads  withstand, 

Here  doth  one  in  odours  wade 
By  the  regal  unction  made  ; 

While  another  dares  to  gnaw, 

On  that  tongue,  his  people’s  law. 

Fools,  ah,  fools  are  we  that  so  contrive, 

And  do  strive 
In  each  gaudy  ornament, 

Who  shall  his  corpse  in  the  best  dish  present. 

From  THE  FATAL  UNION:  a Tragedy.  (Author  unknown.) 

* 

460  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths, 

The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once: 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I yet  have  heard, 

It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear; 
Seeing  that  Death,  a necessary  end, 

Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Julius  Ccrsar. 

* 

461  If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 

The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a lover’s  pinch, 

Which  hurts,  and  is  desired. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 
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462  I know  by  some  experiments  which  I have  had 
of  you,  you  have  such  a noble  soul  within  you  that  will 
not  be  daunted  by  those  natural  apprehensions  which 
Death  doth  usually  carry  along  with  it  among  vulgar 
spirits.  I do  not  think  you  fear  Death  as  much  now,  as 
you  did  to  go  into  the  dark  when  you  were  a child ; you 
have  had  a fair  time  to  prepare  yourself,  God  give  you 
a boon  voyage  to  the  haven  you  are  bound  for  (which  I 
doubt  not  will  be  Heaven),  and  me  the  grace  to  follow 
when  I have  passed  the  boisterous  sea  and  swelling  billows 
of  this  tumultuary  life,  wherein  I have  already  shot  divers 
dangerous  gulfs,  passed  o’er  some  quicksands,  rocks,  and 
sundry  ill-favoured  reaches,  while  others  sail  in  the  sleeve 
of  fortune.  You  and  I have  eaten  a great  deal  of  salt 
together,  and  spent  much  oil  in  the  communication  of  our 
studies  by  literal  correspondence  and  otherwise,  both  in 
verse  and  prose;  therefore  I will  take  my  last  leave  of 
you  in  these  few  stanzas: 

Weak  crazy  mortal,  why  dost  fear 
To  leave  this  earthly  hemisphere, 

Where  all  delights  away  do  pass, 

Like  thy  effigies  in  a glass  ? 

Each  thing  beneath  the  moon  is  frail  and  fickle, 
Death  sweeps  away  what  time  cuts  with  his  sickle. 

This  life  at  best  is  but  an  inn, 

And  we  the  passengers,  wherein 
The  cloth  is  laid  to  some  before 
They  press  out  of  dame  Nature’s  door 
And  warm  lodgings  left : others  there  are 
Must  trudge  to  find  a room,  and  shift  for  fare. 

This  life’s  at  longest  but  one  day, 

He  who  in  youth  posts  hence  away, 

Leaves  us  i’  th  morn : he  who  hath  run 
His  race  till  manhood,  parts  at  noon : 
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And  who  at  seventy  odd  forsakes  this  light, 

He  may  be  said  to  take  his  leave  at  night. 

One  past  makes  up  both  prince  and  peasant, 

The  one  eats  roots,  the  other  pheasant ; 

They  nothing  differ  in  the  stuff, 

But  both  extinguish  like  a snuff : 

Why  then,  fond  man,  should  it  thy  soul  dismay 
To  sally  out  of  these  gross  walls  of  clay? 

And  now,  my  dear  friend,  adieu,  and  live  eternally  in  that 
world  of  endless  bliss;  where  you  shall  have  knowledge 
as  well  as  all  things  else  commensurate  with  your  desires  ; 
where  you  shall  clearly  see  the  real  causes  and  perfect 
truth  of  what  we  argue  with  that  incertitude,  and  beat  our 
brains  about  here  below.  Yet  though  you  be  gone  hence 
you  shall  never  die  in  the  memory  of  your  J.  H. 

Westm.  15  Aug.  1630.  HOWELL’S  Familiar  Letters. 

* 

463  Die,  die,  ah  die  ! 

We  all  must  die ; 

’Tis  fate’s  decree; 

Then  ask  not  why. 

When  we  were  framed,  the  fates  consultedly 
Did  make  this  law,  that  all  things  born  should  die. 
Yet  nature  strove, 

And  did  deny 
We  should  be  slaves 
To  destiny: 

At  which,  they  heapt 
Such  misery, 

That  nature’s  self 
Did  wish  to  die, 

And  thank  their  goodness  that  they  would  foresee 
To  end  our  cares  with  such  a mild  decree. 

From  ADRASTA  : a Tragicomedy  by  JOHN  JONES.  1635. 
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464  The  very  thoughts  of  death  disturb  one’s  reason ; 

and  though  a man  may  have  many  excellent  qualities,  yet 
he  may  have  the  weakness  of  not  commanding  his  senti- 
ments. Nothing  is  worse  for  one’s  health  than  to  be  in 
fear  of  death.  There  are  some  so  wise,  as  neither  to  hate 
nor  fear  it ; but  for  my  part  I have  an  aversion  for  it, 
and  with  reason  ; for  it  is  a rash  inconsiderate  thing,  that 
always  comes  before  it  is  looked  for;  always  comes  un- 
seasonably; parts  friends,  ruins  beauty,  laughs  at  youth, 
and  draws  a dark  veil  over  all  the  pleasures  of  life.  This 
needful  evil  is  but  the  evil  of  a moment,  and  what  we 
cannot  by  any  means  avoid ; and  it  is  that  which  makes  it 
so  terrible  to  me : for  were  it  uncertain,  hope  might 

diminish  some  part  of  the  fear ; but  when  I think  I must 
die,  and  that  I may  die  every  moment,  and  that  too  a 
thousand  several  ways,  I am  in  such  a fright  as  you  cannot 
imagine.  I see  dangers  where  perhaps  there  never  were 
any;  am  persuaded  ’tis  happy  to  be  somewhat  dull  of 
apprehension  in  this  case ; and  yet  the  best  way  to  cure 
the  pensiveness  of  the  thoughts  of  death  is  to  think  of  it 
as  little  as  possible. 

LADY  GETHIN.  Rcliqna  Getkiniancr. 

* 

465  As  nothing  is  more  certain  than  Death,  so  is 
nothing  more  uncertain  than  the  hour  of  death ; which  the 
Lord  hath  not  opened  to  his  best  friends.  Therefore  every 
day  think  thou  none  other  in  thy  mind  but  that  thy  glass 
is  run  out : let  every  day  be  unto  thee  the  last  day,  seeing 
thou  witest  not  whether  thou  shalt  live  till  tomorrow. 
Learn  to  beware  by  the  example  of  other  men,  upon  whom 
stretch-leg  came  suddenly  and  slew  them,  even  when  they 
thought  nothing  less  than  to  die.  Yea,  of  death  ought  we 
to  think  as  of  that  which  is  present ; for  we  have  Death  by 
the  foot,  and  carry  him  about  with  us  in  our  whole  body. 

BISHOP  COVERDALE. 
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4 66  Poor  slaves,  how  terrible  this  Death  is  to  them ! 

If  men  would  sleep,  they  would  be  wrath  with  all 
That  interrupt  them  ; physic  take,  to  take 
The  golden  rest  it  brings ; both  pay  and  pray 
For  good  and  soundest  naps,  all  friends  consenting 
In  those  invocations;  praying  all 
Good  rest  the  Gods  vouchsafe  you.  But  when  Death, 
Sleep’s  natural  brother,  comes,  that’s  nothing  worse 
But  better  (being  more  rich  and  keeps  the  store 
Sleep  ever  fickle,  wayward  still,  and  poor) : 

O how  men  grudge,  and  shake,  and  fear,  and  fly 
His  stern  approaches.  All  these  comforts  taken 
In  faith,  and  knowledge  of  the  bliss  and  beauties 
That  watch  their  wakings  in  an  endless  life, 

Drown’d  in  the  pains  and  horrors  of  their  sense 
Sustain’d  but  for  an  hour. 

From  a Tragedy  by  GEO.  CHAPMAN.  1631. 


467  Happy  that  man,  who  in  the  days  of  his  health 
hath  retired  himself  from  the  noise  and  tumult  of  this 
world,  and  made  that  careful  preparation  for  death  and 
a better  life,  as  may  give  him  that  constancy  and  firmness 
of  spirit  as  to  be  able  to  bear  the  thoughts  and  approaches 
of  his  great  change  without  amazement ; and  to  have  a 
mind  almost  equally  poised  between  that  strong  inclination 
of  nature  which  makes  us  desirous  to  live,  and  that  wiser 
dictate  of  reason  and  religion  which  should  make  us  willing 
and  contented  to  die  whenever  God  thinks  fit. 

TILLOTSON. 


468  Fixed  is  the  term  to  all  the  race  of  earth, 

And  such  the  hard  condition  of  our  birth, 

No  force  can  then  resist,  no  flight  can  save; 

All  fall  alike,  the  fearful  and  the  brave. 

HOMER.  Pof>es  Translation. 
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469  Death ! 'tis  the  common  lot  of  all : 

The  high,  the  low,  the  great,  the  small, 
The  monarch  and  the  slave, 

Alike  obey  his  stern  command ; 

And  from  the  bold  invader's  hand 
No  art  nor  strength  can  save. 

Death ! 'tis  the  sad  effects  of  sin, 

The  fatal  conqu’ror  entered  in 
By  Adam’s  great  offence : 

Ah  wretched  parent ! by  thy  fall 
Thou  hast  entailed  upon  us  all 
This  woeful  consequence. 

Death ! 'tis  uncertain  when  'twill  come : 
Perhaps  to  our  eternal  home 

'Twill  snatch  our  souls  away 
When  we  of  it  are  not  aware, 

And  unsuspecting  danger  near 
We  fall  an  easy  prey. 

Death ! what  a great  important  change, 
Mysterious  'tis  to  us,  and  strange : 

Nor  can  we  fully  know 
What  dying  is,  until  that  we 
Launch  forth  into  that  brackish  sea, 

And  pass  its  channel  through. 

Death  ! 'tis  the  sinners  awful  foe 
Which  opens  dismal  scenes  of  woe 
Where  dreadful  horrors  reign ; 

Portal  through  which  they  pass  to  hell, 
In  bitter  torments  there  to  dwell 
And  never-ending  pain. 

Death ! 'tis  the  holy  soul’s  release  ; 

From  toil  and  grief  and  pain  they  cease, 
Their  warfare  then  is  o’er; 
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Death  comes  to  them  without  a sting, 
And  sets  them  free  to  praise  their  King 
In  heaven  for  evermore. 


470  Neither  the  sun  nor  Death  can  be  looked  at 
steadily. 


LA  ROCHEFOUCAULD. 


471  Live  still  to  die,  that  you  by  death  may  purchase 
eternal  life ; or  after  your  death  enjoy  the  life  purchased 
you  by  Christ’s  death. 

LADY  JANE  GREY.  Letter  to  her  Sister  before  her  death. 

* 

472  Life  is  uncertain,  death  is  sure; 

Sin  is  the  wound,  and  Christ  the  cure. 

CHURCHYARD  LYRIST. 


473  As  I trode  the  dark  path  of  the  valley  of  tears, 

I encountered  the  warrior  Death ! 

And  I rushed  to  the  combat,  dismayed  by  my  fears, 
Though  with  struggling  and  shortened  breath : 
For  I knew  in  the  conflict  of  mortal  strife 
I alone  should  the  conqueror  be  ; 

I should  win  in  the  battle  eternal  life, 

He  the  spoils  of  mortality. 

From  the  Persian  0/  UNWARREE. 


474  All  cares  appear  as  large  again  as  they  are,  owing 
to  their  emptiness  and  darkness : it  is  so  with  the  grave. 


475  Howe’er  the  thought  appal,  Death’s  gloomy  road 
By  every  mortal  foot  must  once  be  trod. 
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476  As  for  death,  no  one  who  has  in  the  course  of  his 
life,  from  illness  or  any  other  cause,  once  made  up  his 
mind  to  contemplate  it  calmly  and  religiously, — no  one  who 
has  ever  resolutely  regarded  the  hour  of  his  dissolution 
as  at  hand,  ever  loses  the  calming  and  soothing  influence 
which  that  hour  has  once  produced  on  his  soul.  He  will 
feel,  because  at  such  an  hour  he  has  felt  how  unsearchable 
are  the  ways  of  Him  who  ruleth  over  all : he  will  believe, 
because  he  has  then  believed  that  there  is  a saving  mercy 
beyond  the  grave,  and  that  faith  in  the  Redeemer  is  the 
only  thing  that  can  bring  a man  peace  at  the  last ; and  that 
feeling  being  once  attained,  the  sting  and  the  pain  of  death 
are  gone,  and  the  joy  in  believing  is  full. 

BISHOP  JAMES,  of  Calcutta. 

4* 

477  It  is  a woeful  thing  to  die  and  miss  Heaven,  and 
to  lose  house-room  with  Christ  at  night. 

RUTHERFORD.  To  Elisabeth  Kennedy. 

4* 

478  Few  are  thy  days,  and  full  of  woe, 

O man  of  woman-born ; 

Thy  doom  is  written : Dust  thou  art, 

And  shalt  to  dust  return. 

Determined  are  the  days  that  fly 
Successive  o’er  thy  head ; 

The  numbered  hour  is  on  the  wing 
That  lays  thee  with  the  dead. 

LOGAN. 

* 


479  Yea  and  moreover,  this  full  well  know  I, 

He  that  s at  any  time  afraid  to  die 
Is  in  weak  case;  and,  whatsoe’er  he  saith, 

Hath  but  a wavering  and  feeble  faith. 

GEO.  WITHER.  Born  1588. 
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480  Meditate  often  on  the  change  in  our  condition 
which  death  effects.  It  is  by  a thin  partition  that  we  are 
here  separated  from  what  is  inconceivably  great  and  awful, 
for  the  spiritual  and  eternal  world  is  near.  At  the  moment 
of  death  this  partition  is  broken,  the  dark  veil  that  is 
between  us  and  the  other  world  is  rent,  and  we  are  in- 
stantly amidst  a new  and  amazing  state  of  things,  awake 
and  conscious  in  the  world  of  spirits.  What  a wonderful 
and  important  situation ! The  very  thought  is  almost 
overwhelming.  The  spiritual  world  bursting  in  upon  the 
soul  and  its  faculties,  in  the  vastness  of  its  extent,  the 
newness  of  its  objects,  the  splendour,  the  glory,  the  might 
of  its  inhabitants,  and  the  importance  of  its  demands  on 
the  stranger  that  has  entered  it,  presents  what  is  greatly 
filled  with  alarm.  And  do  you  not  think  that  you  shall 
then  need  support,  and  a kindly  ministering  hand  to  lead 
and  guide  you  ? You  are  not  destitute.  Be  disciples  of 
the  mighty  Saviour,  who  died  as  your  friend,  but  who  lives 
for  evermore;  who  has  gone  before  to  provide  mansions, 
and  prepare  a place  of  rest  and  delight  for  His  followers. 
Seek  now  to  be  faithful,  and  amidst  all  that  might  appal 
you  in  that  unknown  land,  He  will  bear  you  up.  He  will 
receive  you  to  Himself,  that  where  He  is,  there  you  may 
be  also. 

DR.  TAYLOR. 

* 


481  All  is  but  lost  that  living  we  bestow, 

If  not  well  ended  at  our  dying  day. 

O man ! have  mind  of  that  last  bitter  throe, 

For  as.  the  tree  doth  fall,  so  lies  it  ever  low. 

SPENCER. 


482  No  one  knows  when  he  is  to  die ; and  death  when 
it  comes  will  remove  us  at  once  to  the  judgment-seat. 

BARNES.  Notes  1 Corinthians. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


170 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


483  I often  think  upon  the  hour, 

When  friends  around  my  bed 
Shall  watch  my  pulse’s  failing  ppwer, 

And  prop  my  drooping  head ; 

And  whisper,  Life  is  ebbing  fast, 

It  cannot,  no,  it  will  not  last. 

And  what  will  in  that  hour  of  grief 
My  fainting  soul  sustain  ? 

Will  riches  bring  me  sure  relief? 

Will  honours  ease  my  pain  ? 

Will  laurels  brush  away  the  dews 
Which  then  my  cold  damp  brow  suffuse  ? 

Ah  no!  The  wealth  the  world  supplies, 

Its  titles  and  its  fame, 

Will  not  in  that  dark  hour  suffice 
The  latest  foe  to  tame. 

A Saviour’s  love,  for  ever  new, 

For  ever  strong,  alone  will  do. 

His  grace  the  troubled  brain  will  calm, 
Support  the  sinking  heart, 

And  drop  upon  the  soul  a balm 
Unknown  to  human  art: 

And  when  both  sight  and  hearing  cease, 
Suggest  the  thoughts  and  words  of  peace. 

Then,  thus  sustained,  the  vale  of  death 
I ’ll  tread  secure  from  harm, 

And  while  I struggling  pant  for  breath, 

Still  lean  upon  His  arm; 

Till  life’s  last  gleam  shall  light  my  eye, 

And  my  tongue  falter  victory. 

DR.  HUIE. 

* 


484  I do  not  so  much  avoid  the  thoughts  of  death,  as 
I enter  into  confidence  with  it. 

MONTAIGNE. 
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485  Since  death  completes  the  measurement  of  life, 
since  it  terminates  the  course  in  which  the  manifold  objects 
and  purposes  of  rational  existence  are  to  be  accomplished ; 
it  is  manifestly  the  duty  of  every  man  to  take  care  that  it 
catches  him  not  unprepared : that  when  it  arrives  he  has 
no  work  of  importance  left  undone,  which  could  have  been 
done  by  prudence  and  reflection. 

STEBBING. 


486  Death  is  terrible  to  nature,  and  the  terror  of  it  is 
infinitely  increased  by  the  fearful  apprehensions  of  what  may 
follow  it.  But  the  comfortable  hopes  of  a blessed  immor- 
tality do  strangely  relieve  the  fainting  spirits  of  dying  men, 
and  are  able  to  reconcile  us  to  death,  and  in  a great 
measure  to  take  away  the  terror  of  it.  I know  that  the 
thoughts  of  death  are  dismal  even  to  good  men  ; and  we 
have  never  more  need  of  comfort  and  encouragement  than 
when  we  are  conflicting  with  the  last  enemy;  and  there 
is  no  such  comfortable  consideration  to  a dying  man  as 
the  hopes  of  a happy  eternity.  He  that  looks  upon  death 
only  as  a passage  to  glory,  may  welcome  the  messenger 
of  it  as  bringing  him  the  best  and  most  joyful  news  that 
ever  came  to  him  in  his  whole  life ; and  no  man  can  stay 
behind  in  this  world  with  half  the  comfort  that  this  man 
leaves  it. 

TILLOTSON. 


487  The  ports  of  Death  are  sins,  of  Life,  good  deeds, 
Through  which  our  merits  lead  us  to  our  meeds: 
How  wilful  blind  is  he  then  that  should  stray, 

And  hath  it  in  his  power  to  make  his  way! 

This  world  Death’s  region  is,  the  other  Life’s, 

And  here  it  should  be  one  of  our  first  strifes 
So  to  front  Death  as  men  might  judge  us  past  it : 
For  good  men  but  see  Death  ; the  wicked  taste  it. 

BEN  JONSON. 
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488  How  sweetly  parts  the  Christian’s  sun, 
Just  like  the  summer  monarch  set, 
’Midst  cloudless  skies  his  journey  done, 
To  rise  in  higher  regions  yet. 

O where  the  Christian  ends  his  days, 
Lingers  a lovely  line  of  rays, 

That  speak  his  calm  departure  blest, 
And  promises  to  those  who  gaze 
The  same  beatitude  of  rest. 


EMERSON. 


489  ’Tis  to  the  vulgar  death  too  harsh  appears, 

The  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fears : 

To  die  is  landing  on  some  silent  shore. 

Where  billows  never  break  nor  tempests  roar: 

Ere  well  we  feel  the  friendly  stroke,  ’tis  o’er. 

The  wise  through  thought  th’  insults  of  death  defy, 
The  fools  through  blest  insensibility. 

’Tis  what  the  guilty  fear,  the  pious  crave, 

Sought  by  the  wretch,  and  vanquish’d  by  the  brave : 
It  eases  lovers,  sets  the  captive  free, 

And  though  a tyrant,  offers  liberty. 


GARTH. 


490  How  soon  the  most  healthful  and  disengaged  of 
us  all  may  be  summoned  to  the  unseen  country,  we  cannot 
form  the  remotest  guess.  Living  then  in  such  a tenure, 
what  preparation  should  we  make  for  our  removal,  and  for 
our  subsequent  appearance  at  the  great  tribunal  ? When 
I think  of  this  momentous  change,  when  I consider  the 
continual  and  perhaps  very  near  approach  of  that  period 
when  our  mortal  frames  shall  put  on  immortality — an  im- 
mortality of  happiness  or  misery — how  trifling,  how  ab- 
solutely insignificant  appear  all  the  eager  competitions, 
fatiguing  pursuits,  and  splendid  attainments  which  occupy 
the  children  of  this  world  ! 

BISHOP  JEBB. 
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491  Death  is  not  dreadful  to  a mind  resolved, 

It  seems  as  natural  as  to  be  born. 

Groans  and  convulsions,  and  discoloured  faces, 
Friends  weeping  round  us,  blacks  and  obsequies, 
Make  death  a dreadful  thing.  The  pomp  of  death 
Is  far  more  terrible  than  death  itself. 

LEE. 

* 

492  Abide  with  me  ! fast  falls  the  even  tide ; 

The  darkness  deepens — Lord,  with  me  abide; 

When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 

Help  of  the  helpless,  O abide  with  me ! 

Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings, 

But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  on  Thy  wings : 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a heart  for  every  plea, 

Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  thus  abide  with  me. 

I fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless; 

Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness : 

• Where  is  Death’s  sting  ? where,  Grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I triumph  still  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  Thou  Thy  Cross  before  my  closing  eyes; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies : 
Heaven’s  morning  breaks,  and  earth’s  vain  shadows  flee, 
In  life,  in  death,  O Lord,  abide  with  me. 

LYTE. 

* 

493  Why  should  I strive  by  the  fears  of  death  against 
the  common  course  of  nature,  and  against  my  only  hopes 
of  happiness  ? Is  it  not  appointed  for  all  men  once  to 
die  ? Would  I have  God  to  alter  this  determinate  course, 
and  make  sinful  man  immortal  upon  earth  ? When  we 
are  sinless  we  shall  be  immortal.  The  love  of  life  was 
given  to  teach  me  to  preserve  it  carefully  and  use  it  well, 
and  not  to  torment  me  with  the  continual  troubling  fore- 
sight of  death. 

BAXTER. 
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494  The  moment  comes  when  strength  must  fail, 
When,  health  and  hope  and  comfort  flown, 

I must  go  down  into  the  vale 

And  shade  of  death  with  Thee  alone. 

Alone  with  Thee,  in  that  dread  strife 
Uphold  me  through  mine  agony, 

And  gently  be  this  dying  life 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

Then  when  the  unbodied  spirit  lands 
Where  flesh  and  blood  have  never  trod, 

And  in  the  unveiled  presence  stands 
Of  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  ; 

Be  mine  eternal  portion  this, 

Since  Thou  wert  always  here  with  me, 

That  I may  view  Thy  face  and  bliss, 

And  be  for  evermore  with  Thee. 

ROBERT  MONTGOMERY. 


495  Many  are  the  shapes 

Of  Death,  and  many  are  the  ways  that  lead 
To  his  grim  cave,  all  dismal,  yet  to  sense 
More  terrible  at  the  entrance  than  within. 

MILTON. 


496  It  is  not  death  or  pain  that  is  to  be  feared,  but 
the  fear  of  pain  or  death : hence  we  commend  him  who 
says,  Death  is  no  ill,  but  shamefully  to  die. 


EPICTETUS. 


497  Tho’  we  each  day  with  cost  repair, 

Death  mocks  our  greatest  skill  and  utmost  care, 
Nor  loves  the  fair  nor  fears  the  strong, 

And  he  that  lives  the  longest,  dies  but  young. 
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498  What  is  Time  ? a river  flowing 

To  Eternity’s  vast  sea, 

Forward,  whither  all  are  going, 

On  its  bosom  bearing  thee. 

What  is  Life  ? a bubble  floating 
On  that  silent  rapid  stream  ; 

Few,  too  few,  its  progress  noting, 

Till  it  bursts  and  ends  the  dream. 

What  is  Death,  asunder  rending 
Every  tie  we  love  so  well, 

But  the  gate  to  Life  unending, 

Joy  in  Heaven,  or  Woe  in  Hell. 

BERNARD  BARTON. 

* 

499  From  death  we  rose  to  life : ’tis  but  the  same, 
Thro’  life  to  pass  again  from  whence  we  came. 

With  shame  we  see  our  passions  can  prevail, 

Where  reason,  certainty,  and  virtue  fail: 

Honour,  that  empty  name,  can  death  despise : 
Scorned  love  to  death  as  to  a refuge  flies, 

And  sorrow  waits  for  death  with  longing  eyes. 

Hope  triumphs  o’er  the  thoughts  of  death ; and  fate 
Cheats  fools  and  flatters  the  unfortunate. 

We  fear  to  lose  what  a small  time  must  waste, 

Till  life  itself  grows  the  disease  at  last : 

Begging  for  life,  we  beg  for  more  decay, 

And  to  be  long  in  dying  only  pray. 

SIR  ROBERT  HOWARD. 

* 

500  Dear  beauteous  Death,  the  jewel  of  the  just, 

Shining  nowhere  but  in  the  dark, 

What  mysteries  do  lie  beyond  the  dust, 

Could  man  outlook  that  mark  ! 

H.  VAUGHAN.  Bom  1614. 
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501  Look  then  upon  this  world  as  one  wide  ocean, 
where  many  are  shipwrecked  and  irrecoverably  lost,  more 
are  tossed  and  fluctuating,  but  none  can  secure  to  them- 
selves for  any  inconsiderable  time  a future  undisturbed 
calm.  The  ship  however  is  still  under  sail,  and  whether 
the  weather  be  fair  or  foul,  we  are  every  minute  making 
nearer  approaches  to,  and  must  shortly  reach  the  shore, 
and  may  it  be  the  haven  where  we  would  be ! Then  will  it 
signify  little  or  nothing  whether  we  have  gone  down  to  the 
chambers  of  death  by  an  easy  gradual  descent,  or  have 
been  violently  pushed  off  the  precipice  of  life ; whether  we 
have  been  tossed  by  storms  and  tempests,  or  had  a smooth 
and  easy  voyage  to  the  shores  of  everlasting  rest.  Let  us 
then  look  forward  to  that  life  which  is  to  come.  Let  us 
consider  all  the  splendid  amusements  of  this  world  as  so 
many  gay  follies,  and  all  the  more  important  transactions 
of  it  as  so  many  sober  follies,  if  they  interfere  with  our 
preparations  for  the  next.  Let  us  repose  an  unreserved 
trust  in  that  Being,  whose  almighty  power  will  protect  us, 
whose  unerring  wisdom  will  direct  our  goings,  and  whose 
infinite  goodness  will  overpay  our  slight  sufferings  with  an 
unfading  crown  of  glory. 

SEED. 

* 

502  Death  is  still  working  like  a mole, 

And  digs  my  grave  at  each  remove : 

Let  grace  work  too,  and  on  my  soul 

Drop  from  above. 

GEO.  HERBERT. 


503  I found  now  that  I knew  nothing  of  the  state  of 
mind  which  belongs  to  the  actual  approach  of  death.  It  is 
not  till  that  great  exigency  draws  near  to  us,  and  the  force 
of  circumstances  compels  us  to  look  at  it  in  the  face, — it  is 
not  till  then  that  we  distinctly  perceive  and  fully  believe 
it  is  our  lot  to  die  as  well  as  others. 
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504  Whatever  be  the  number  of  years  intervening 
between  the  present  hour  and  that  of  our  dissolution,  the 
space  that  separates  us  from  death  vanishes  at  a single 
glance  of  the  immortal  soul,  and  we  appear  to  stand  face 
to  face  with  the  enemy.  There  is  nothing  in  human  life, 
out  of  which  we  can  form  a screen  against  the  scorpion 
eye  of  death.  Our  pleasures,  our  hopes,  our  pretensions 
of  every  kind,  crowded  together,  can  scarce  fill  out  an  hour 
when  death  is  recollected.  The  most  important  considera- 
tions, the  greatest  anxieties,  passion  and  desire,  vanish 
before  it,  and  leave  the  space  over  which  we  look  a low 
and  naked  plain,  which  we  seem  to  be  hastening  over  with 
continually  accelerated  speed,  and  to  the  end  of  which  we 
feel  we  may  perchance  arrive  long  before  the  nightfall.  It 
is  from  this  plain  fact,  that  death  is  not  only  uncertain  in 
its  arrival,  but  that  at  the  longest  calculation  it  is  not  far 
distant,  that  we  come  to  the  important  practical  conclusion, 
that  whatever  preparation  is  needed  to  meet  it  safely  and 
calmly,  must  be  commenced  without  delay. 

STEBBING. 

* 

505  Death,  be  not  proud,  though  some  have  called  thee 
Mighty  and  dreadful,  for  thou  art  not  so; 

For  those  whom  thou  think’st  thou  dost  overthrow 
Die  not,  poor  Death,  nor  yet  canst  thou  kill  me. 
From  rest  and  sleep,  which  but  thy  pictures  be, 
Much  pleasure : then  from  thee  much  more  must  flow. 
And  soonest  our  best  men  with  thee  do  go, 

Rest  of  their  bones  and  souls’  delivery. 

Thou  art  slave  to  fate,  chance,  kings,  and  desperate 
men, 

And  doth  with  poison,  war,  and  sickness  dwell ; 
And  poppy  or  charms  can  make  us  sleep  as  well 
And  better  than  thy  stroke — Why  swell’st  thou  then  ? 
One  short  sleep  past,  we  wake  eternally, 

And  Death  shall  be  no  more : Death,  thou  shalt  die  ! 

JOHN  DONNE.  Born  1573 
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506  Oh,  cling  not,  trembler,  to  life’s  fragile  bark; 

It  fills — it  soon  must  sink : 

Look  not  below  where  all  is  chill  and  dark ; 

’Tis  agony  to  think 

Of  that  wild  waste : but  look,  oh,  look  above, 

And  see  the  outstretched  arms  of  love. 

Cling  not  to  this  poor  life:  unlock  thy  clasp 
Of  fleeting  vapoury  air: 

The  world  receding  soon  will  mock  thy  grasp; 

But  let  the  wings  of  prayer 
Take  the  blest  breeze  of  Heaven  and  upwards  flee, 
And  life  from  God  shall  enter  thee. 

O fear  not  Him  who  walks  the  stormy  wave, 

Tis  not  a spectre,  but  the  Lord ; 

Trust  thou  in  Him  who  overcame  the  grave, 

Who  holds  in  captive  ward 
The  powers  of  Hell.  Heed  not  the  monster  grim, 
Nor  fear  to  go  through  Death  to  Him. 

Look  not  so  fondly  back  on  this  false  earth, 

Let  hope  not  linger  here: 

Say,  would  the  worm  forego  its  second  birth, 

Or  the  transition  fear 

That  gives  it  wings  to  try  a world  unknown, 
Although  it  wakes  and  mounts  alone  ? 

But  thou  art  not  alone : on  either  side 
The  portal  friends  stand  guard, 

And  the  kind  spirits  wait  thy  course  to  guide : 
Why,  why  should  it  be  hard 
To  trust  our  Maker  with  the  soul  He  gave, 

Or  Him  who  died  that  soul  to  save? 

Into  His  hands  commit  thy  trembling  spirit, 

Who  gave  His  life  for  thine ; 
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Guilty  fix  all  thy  trust  upon  His  merit, 

To  Him  thy  heart  resign : 

O give  Him  love  for  love,  and  sweetly  fall 
Into  His  hands  who  is  thy  all  in  all. 


When  on  my  sick-bed  I languish, 

Full*  of  sorrow,  full  of  anguish, 

Fainting,  gasping,  trembling,  crying, 

Panting,  groaning,  speechless,  dying, 

My  soul  just  now  about  to  take  her  flight 
Into  the  regions  of  eternal  night: 

Ah,  tell  me,  you 
That  have  been  long  below, 

What  shall  I do  ? 

What  shall  I think,  when  cruel  death  appears, 
That  may  extenuate  my  fears? 

Methinks  I hear  some  gentle  spirit  say, 

Be  not  fearful : come  away ; 

Think  with  thyself  that  now  thou  shalt  be  free, 
And  find  thy  long-expected  liberty! 

THOS.  FLATMAN.  Bom  1653. 


See  how  beneath  the  moonbeam’s  smile 
Yon  little  billow  heaves  its  breast, 
And  foams  and  sparkles  for  a while, — 
Then  murmuring  subsides  to  rest : 
Thus  man,  the  sport  of  bliss  and  care, 
Rises  on  time's  eventful  sea, 

And  having  swell’d  a moment  there, 
Thus  melts  into  eternity. 


THOS.  MOORE. 


509  Death,  why  should  I fear  thee,  since  thou  canst 
not  hurt  me,  but  rid  me  from  misery  unto  eternal  glory  ? 

ARCHD.  PHILPOTT,  Martyr. 
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510  Welcome  the  messenger  of  Death,  which  brings 
Most  joyful  tidings  from  the  King  of  kings : 

Which  tells  the  saints  of  an  approaching  crown 
Of  matchless  glory,  honour,  and  renown. 

Death  is  the  chariot  which,  without  delay, 

Saints  to  their  Father’s  house  bears  swift  away. 
Death  is  to  humble  penitents  no  less 

Than  a short  entrance  into  happiness. 

Death  is  the  saints’  ascension-day  to  bliss; 

Their  marriage-day  with  Jesus  Christ  it  is. 

Death  is  the  charter  of  their  liberty, 

The  period  of  their  pain  and  misery : 

Death  gives  them  an  immunity  from  sin, 

And  frees  them  from  the  fears  they  once  were  in : 
Death  is  the  bane  of  woe,  the  grave  of  vice, 

The  portal  opening  into  Paradise. 

FRANCIS  TAYLOR  “ Grajxs  from  Canaan.”  1658. 

* 

51 1 It  must  be  done,  my  soul,  but  ’tis  a strange, 

A dismal  and  mysterious  change, 

When  thou  shalt  leave  this  tenement  of  clay, 

And  to  an  unknown  somewhere  wing  away : 

When  time  shall  be  eternity,  and  thou 
Shalt  be  thou  knowest  not  what,  and  live  thou  know’st 
not  how. 

Amazing  state ! No  wonder  that  we  dread 
To  think  of  death,  or  view  the  dead. 

Thou’rt  all  wrapped  up  in  clouds,  as  if  to  thee 
Our  very  knowledge  had  antipathy. 

Death  could  not  a more  sad  retinue  find, 

Sickness  and  pain  before,  and  darkness  all  behind. 

JOHN  NORRIS.  Bora  1657. 

512  We  ought  to  be  patient,  being  certified  of  the 
Scripture,  that  they  which  die  in  the  faith  are  at  rest. 

TIN  DAL,  Martyr. 
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513  Poor  feeble  spirits,  would  you  ne’er  away, 

But  dwell  for  ever  in  a piece  of  clay  ? 

What  find  you  here,  wherein  you  take  delight, 

Or  what’s  to  seeing  that  is  worth  the  sight  ? 

What!  do  the  Heavens  thy  endeavours  bless, 

And  would’st  thou  therefore  live  still  to  possess 
The  joy  thou  hast  ? Seek ’t  not : perhaps  tomorrow 
Thou ’It  wish  to  have  died  to-day,  to  ’scape  the  sorrow 
Thou  then  shalt  see.  For  shame  ! take  stronger  heart, 
And  add  more  courage  to  your  better  part; 

For  death’s  not  to  be  feared,  sith  ’tis  a friend, 

That  of  your  sorrows  makes  a gentle  end. 


514  Then  when  the  last,  the  closing  hour  draws  nigh, 
And  earth  recedes  before  my  swimming  eye, 

When  trembling  on  the  doubtful  edge  of  fate 

I stand  and  stretch  my  view  to  either  state ; 

Teach  me  to  quit  this  transitory  scene 
With  decent  triumph  and  a look  serene  ; 

Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  high, 

And  having  lived  to  Thee,  to  Thee  to  die. 

ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD 

* 

515  Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  swift  the  minutes  haste, 

The  present  day  entirely  is  our  own, 

Then  seize  the  blessing  ere  ’tis  gone 
Tomorrow,  fatal  sound,  since  this  may  be  our  last. 
Why  do  we  boast  of  years  and  sum  up  days  ? 

’Tis  all  imaginary  space  : 

To-day,  to-day,  is  our  inheritance, 

’Tis  all  penurious  fate  will  give; 

Posterity  will  tomorrow  live, 

Our  sons  crowd  on  behind,  our  children  drive  us  hence. 

YALDEN. 
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516  Life  is  a flood  that  keeps  us  from  our  bliss; 

The  ferryman  to  waft  us  thither  is 

Death;  and  none  else,  the  sooner  we  get  o'er, 
Should  we  not  thank  the  ferryman  the  more. 

w.  BROWNE. 

* 

517  E'en  such  is  time  that  takes  on  trust 

Our  youths,  our  joys,  and  all  we  have, 

And  pays  us  but  with  age  and  dust ; 

Which  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 

When  we  have  wander'd  all  our  ways, 

Shuts  up  the  story  of  our  days, 

And  from  which  earth  and  grave  and  dust, 

My  God  shall  raise  me  up  I trust. 

SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH. 

* 

518  It  cannot  be  that  Christ  our  head,  rising  again, 
should  suffer  us,  the  members  of  His  body,  to  be  consumed 
and  utterly  destroyed  by  death. 

NOWELL. 

* 

519  Death  to  me  will  be  nothing  more  than  going 
home  to  my  Father  and  mother:  my  soul  goes  to  my 
Father,  God ; and  my  body  to  my  mother,  Earth. 

BEVERIDGE. 

* 


520  I begin  to  count  the  probabilities  of  my  duration, 
and  to  grudge  at  the  expenditure  of  moments  and  shortest 
periods  like  miser’s  farthings.  In  proportion  as  the  years 
both  lessen  and  shorten,  I set  more  count  on  these  periods, 
and  would  fain  lay  my  ineffectual  finger  upon  the  spoke  of 
the  great  wheel.  I am  not  content  to  pass  away  “like  a 
weaver's  shuttle."  Those  metaphors  solace  me  not,  nor 
sweeten  the  unpalatable  draught  of  mortality.  I care  not 
to  be  carried  with  the  tide  that  smoothly  bears  human  life 
to  eternity,  and  reluct  at  the  inevitable  course  of  destiny. 

CHARLES  LAMB. 
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521  What  has  this  bugbear  Death  that’s  worth  our  care  ? 

After  a life  in  pain  and  sorrow  past, 

After  deluding  hope  and  dire  despair, 

Death  only  gives  us  quiet  at  the  last. 

How  strangely  are  our  love  and  hate  misplaced, 
Freedom  we  seek,  and  yet  from  freedom  flee ; 

Courting  those  tyrant  sins  that  chain  us  fast, 

And  shunning  death  that  only  sets  us  free. 

WALSH. 

* 

522  If  therefore  all  must  quit  the  stage, 

(When  or  how  soon  we  cannot  know, 

But  late  or  early  we  are  sure  to  go, 

In  the  fresh  bloom  of  youth  or  withered  age,) 
We  cannot  take  too  sedulous  a care 
In  this  important,  grand  affair: 

For  as  we  die  we  must  remain, 

Hereafter  all  our  hopes  are  vain 
To  make  our  peace  with  heaven,  or  to  return  again. 

POM  FRET. 

* 

523  Death  is  natural,  and  it  is  enough  that  the  mora- 
list says,  Mors  lex  tributum  officium  mortalium.  First  it  is 
lex ; you  were  born  under  the  law,  upon  that  condition  to 
die : so  it  is  a rebellious  thing  not  to  be  content  to  die ; it 
opposes  the  law.  Then  it  is  tributum , an  imposition  which 
Nature  the  queen  of  this  world  lays  upon  us,  and  which  she 
will  take  when  and  where  she  list ; here  a young  man,  there 
an  old  man ; here  a happy,  there  a miserable  man  : and  so 
it  is  a seditious  thing  not  to  be  content  to  die ; it  opposes 
the  prerogative.  And  lastly  it  is  officium . Men  are  to 
have  their  turns,  to  take  their  time,  and  then  to  give  way 
to  successors,  and  so,  not  to  be  content  to  die  opposes  the 
frame  and  form  of  government.  It  comes  equally  to  us 
all,  and  makes  all  equal  when  it  comes. 

DR.  DONNE. 
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524  Ah,  what  is  life?  with  ill  encompass’d  round, 

Amidst  our  hopes  fate  strikes  the  sudden  wound. 
To-day  the  statesman  of  new  honour  dreams, 
Tomorrow  death  destroys  his  airy  schemes. 

Is  mouldy  treasure  in  thy  chest  confined  ? 

Think  all  that  treasure  thou  must  leave  behind : 
Thy  heir  with  smiles  shall  see  thy  blazoned  hearse, 
And  all  thy  hoards  with  lavish  hands  disperse. 
Should  certain  fate  th’  impending  blow  delay, 

Thy  mirth  will  sicken,  and  thy  bloom  decay : 

Then  feeble  age  will  all  thy  nerves  disarm, 

No  more  thy  blood  its  narrow  channels  warm. 

Who  then  would  wish  to  stretch  the  narrow  span, 
To  suffer  life  beyond  the  date  of  man  ? 

The  virtuous  soul  pursues  a nobler  aim, 

And  life  regards  but  as  a fleeting  dream : 

She  longs  to  wake,  and  wishes  to  get  free, 

To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 

For  while  the  boundless  theme  extends  our  thought, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  rolling  years  are  nought. 


525  Death  comes  to  take  me  where  I long  to  be, 

One  pang,  and  bright  blooms  the  immortal  flower ; 
Death  comes  to  lead  me  from  mortality, 

To  lands  which  know  not  one  unhappy  hour: 

I have  a hope,  a faith ; from  sorrow  here 
I ’m  led  by  death  away — why  should  I start  and  fear  ? 

A change  from  woe  to  joy,  from  earth  to  heaven, 
Death  gives  me  this ; it  leads  me  calmly  where 
The  souls  that  long  ago  from  mine  were  riven 
May  meet  again ; Death  answers  many  a prayer. 
Bright  day,  shine  on ! be  glad : days  brighter  far 
Are  stretched  before  mine  eyes,  than  those  of  mortals 


ROBT.  NICOLL 
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Like  children  for  some  bauble  fair, 
That  weep  themselves  to  rest, 

We  part  with  life ; awake,  and  there 
The  jewel’s  in  our  breast 
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JOHN  WILSON. 


527  I have  ranged  my  pursuits  under  the  direction  of 
God.  Is  it  His  will  that  I should  die  ? Then  it  is  my  will 
to  die. 

EPICTETUS. 

* 

528  And  what  is  Life?  An  hour-glass  on  the  run, 

A mist  retreating  from  the  morning  sun, 

A busy,  bustling,  still  repeated  dream. 

Its  length  ? a minute’s  pause,  a moment’s  thought. 
And  happiness?  a bubble  on  the  stream, 

That  in  the  act  of  seizing  shrinks  to  nought. 

And  what  is  Death  ? Is  still  the  cause  unfound  ? 
That  dark  mysterious  name  of  horrid  sound, 

A long  and  lingering  sleep  the  weary  crave. 

And  peace  ? Where  can  its  happiness  abound  ? 
Nowhere  at  all  save  Heaven  and  in  the  grave. 

JOHN  CLARE. 


529  What  art  thou,  Life,  whose  stay  we  court? 
What  is  thy  rival,  Death,  we  fear? 

Since  we  ’re  but  fickle  fortune’s  sport, 

Why  should  we  wish  t’  inhabit  here, 

And  think  the  race  we  find  so  rough  too  short? 

FENTON 


530  Those  who  have  endeavoured  to  teach  us  to  die 
well,  have  taught  few  to  die  willingly ; yet  I cannot  but 
hope  that  a good  life  might  end  at  last  in  a contented 
death. 

DR.  JOHNSON 
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53 1 Enough,  enough,  my  soul,  of  worldly  noise, 

Of  aery  pomps  and  fleeting  joys! 

What  does  this  busy  world  provide  at  best, 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  like  glass, 

But  poison’d  sweets,  a troubled  feast, 

And  pleasures  like  the  winds  that  in  a moment  pass  ? 
Thy  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give, 

And  study  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 

How  frail  is  beauty!  Ah,  how  vain 
And  how  short-lived  these  glories  are 
That  vex  our  days  and  nights  with  pain, 

And  break  our  hearts  with  care! 

In  dust  we  no  distinction  see; 

Such  Helen  is,  such,  Myra,  thou  must  be. 

LORD  LANSDOWNE. 

* 

532  Him  fortune  cannot  sink  nor  much  elate, 

Whose  views  extend  beyond  this  mortal  state : 

By  age  when  summon’d  to  resign  his  breath, 

Calm  and  serene  he  sees  approaching  death 
As  the  safe  port,  the  peaceful  silent  shore 
Where  he  may  rest,  life’s  tedious  voyage  o’er. 

He  and  he  only  is  of  death  afraid, 

Whom  his  own  conscience  has  a coward  made; 
Whilst  he  who  virtue’s  radiant  course  has  run, 
Descends  like  a serenely  setting  sun ; 

His  thoughts  triumphant,  Heaven  alone  employs, 
And  hope  anticipates  his  future  joys. 

SOAME  JENYNS. 

* 


533  Death’s  but  a path  that  must  be  trod 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God  ; 

A port  of  calms,  a state  to  ease 
From  the  rough  rage  of  swelling  seas. 

PARNELL. 
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534  Cams,  we  grant  no  man  is  blest  but  he 

Whose  mind  from  anxious  thoughts  of  death  is  free. 


BLACKMORE. 

* 

535  When  this  our  short  and  fleeting  life  is  o'er, 

We  die  to  live,  and  live  to  die  no  more. 

SOLITARY  WALKS. 

* 

536  When  Death’s  cold  hand  with  all-dissolving  power 

Shall  the  close  tie  with  friendly  stroke  unbind, 
Alike  our  mortal  as  our  natal  hour 

May  to  new  being  raise  the  waking  mind ; 

On  Death’s  new  genial  day  the  soul  shall  rise, 

Born  to  some  higher  life,  and  hail  some  brighter  skies. 


537  What  art  thou,  Death — all  dreaded  Death, 

If  weakness  can  o’ercome  thee  ? 

We  hear  thee  not,  we  see  thee  not, 

Even  when  thy  arrows  wound  us, 

But  viewless,  printless,  echoeless, 

Thy  steps  are  ever  round  us ; 

Though  more  than  life  a mystery 
Art  thou,  the  undeceiver, 

Amid  thy  trembling  worshippers 
Thou  seest  no  true  believer. 

No;  but  for  life,  and  more  than  life, 

No  fearful  search  could  find  thee : 

Tremendous  shadow!  who  is  he 
That  ever  stands  behind  thee  ? 

EBENEZER  ELLIOT. 

* 

538  To  all  on  Death’s  last  dreary  journey  bound, 

The  road  is  equal,  and  alike  the  ground. 
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539  Death,  end  of  our  joys,  entrance  into  new, 

I follow  thee — I know  I am  thy  debtor: 

Not  unexpect  thou  com’st  to  claim  thy  due: 

Take  here  thine  own,  my  soul’s  too  heavy  fetter : 
Not  life,  life’s  place  I change,  but  for  a better. 
Take  thou  my  soul,  that  bought’st  it : cease  your  tears, 
Who  sighing  leaves  the  earth,  himself  and  heaven  fears. 

PHINEAS  FLETCHER. 

* 

540  Who  puts  off  death,  to  the  last  moment ’s  driven, 

Is  near  the  grave,  but  very  far  from  heaven. 

He  who  repents,  and  gains  the  wish’d  reprieve, 

Was  fit  to  die,  and  is  more  fit  to  live. 


541  Thy  face  alone,  Religion,  Death  disarms, 

Breaks  all  his  darts,  and  every  viper  charms; 
Soften’d  by  thee,  the  grisly  form  appears 

No  more  the  horrid  object  of  our  fears: 

We  undismay’d  the  awful  power  obey 
That  guides  us  through  the  safe  though  gloomy  way 
Which  leads  to  life,  and  to  the  blest  abode 
Where  ravish’d  minds  enjoy  what  here  they  own’d — a God. 

BLACKMORE. 

* 

542  Like  a dream  of  doubts  and  fears, 

Life  glides  by,  and  man  he  dies; 

Wisdom  then  her  standard  rears, 

He  who  saves  his  soul  is  wise. 

DE  LA  ESTRELLA 


543  Since  time  and  life  speed  hastily  away, 

And  neither  can  recal  the  former  day, 

Improve  each  fleeting  hour  before  ’tis  past, 

And  know  each  fleeting  hour  may  be  your  last. 
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LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

544  What  is  Life,  Father  ? A battle,  my  child, 

Where  the  strongest  lance  may  fail, 

Where  the  wariest  eyes  may  be  beguiled, 

And  the  stoutest  hearts  may  quail ; 

Where  the  foes  are  gather’d  on  every  hand, 

And  rest  not  day  nor  night, 

And  the  feeble  little  ones  must  stand 
In  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 

What  is  Death,  Father?  The  rest,  my  child, 

When  the  strife  and  the  toil  are  o’er, 

And  the  angel  of  God,  who  calm  and  mild 
Says  we  need  fight  no  more ; 

Who  driveth  away  the  demon  band, 

Bids  the  din  of  the  battle  cease; 

Takes  the  banner  and  spear  from  our  failing  hand, 
And  proclaims  an  eternal  peace. 

Let  me  die,  Father!  I tremble,  I fear 
To  yield  in  that  terrible  strife: 

The  crown  must  be  won  for  Heaven,  dear, 

In  the  battle-field  of  life. 

My  child,  though  thy  foes  are  strong  and  tried, 

He  loveth  the  weak  and  small ; 

The  angels  of  Heaven  are  on  thy  side, 

And  God  is  over  all. 

HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

* 

545  In  the  grave  there  will  be  no  repentance,  no 
virtues  can  be  acquired,  no  evil  characters  thrown  off. 
With  that  character,  whether  of  virtue  or  of  vice,  with 
which  a man  leaves  the  world,  with  that  he  must  appear 
before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ.  In  that  moment 
therefore  in  which  his  present  life  ends,  every  man’s  future 
condition  becomes  irreversibly  determined. 

HORSLEY. 
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546  Death  is  now  disarmed  and  can  do  us  no  hurt. 
It  divides  us  indeed  from  this  body  awhile,  but  it  is  only 
that  we  may  receive  it  more  glorious.  As  God,  there- 
fore, said  once  to  Jacob:  “Fear  not  to  go  down  into 
Eygpt,  for  I will  go  down  with  thee,  and  will  surely 
bring  thee  up  again so  I may  say  to  all  who  are  born 
of  God:  Fear  not  to  go  down  into  the  grave;  lay  down 
your  heads  in  the  dust,  for  God  will  certainly  bring  you 
up  again,  and  that  in  a much  more  glorious  manner : only 
be  ye  stedfast,  unmovable,  always  abounding  in  the  work 
of  the  Lord ; and  then  let  Death  prevail  over  you,  and  pull 
down  this  house  of  clay,  since  God  hath  undertaken  to  rear 
it  up  again  infinitely  more  beautiful,  strong,  and  useful. 

JOHN  WESLEY. 

* 

547  When  we  have  passed  beyond  life’s  middle  arch, 
With  what  accelerated  speed  the  years 

Seem  to  flit  by  us,  sowing  hopes  and  fears 
As  they  pursue  their  never-ceasing  march! 

But  is  our  wisdom  equal  to  the  speed 
Which  brings  us  nearer  to  the  shadowy  bourne, 
Whence  we  must  never,  never  more  return  ? 

Alas,  the  thought  is  wiser  than  the  deed. 

“We  take  no  note  of  time  but  from  its  loss,” 

Sang  one  who  reason’d  solemnly  and  well : 

And  so  it  is,  we  make  that  dowery  dross, 

Which  would  be  treasure,  did  we  learn  to  quell 
Vain  dreams  and  passions.  Wisdom’s  alchemy 
Transmutes  to  priceless  gold  the  moments  as  they  fly. 

HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

■I* 

548  Our  bodies,  every  footstep  that  they  take, 

March  towards  death,  until  at  last  they  die : 
Whether  they  work  or  play,  or  sleep  or  wake, 

Our  life  doth  pass  away,  and  with  time’s  wings  doth 
fly. 

SIR  JOHN  DAVIES 
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549  O lovely  flowers,  how  meet  ye  seem 

Man’s  frailty  to  portray, 

Blooming  so  fair  in  morning’s  beam, 

Passing  at  eve  away. 

Teach  this,  and  though  but  brief  your  reign, 

Sweet  flowers,  ye  shall  not  live  in  vain. 

Go,  form  a monitory  wreath 
For  youth’s  unthinking  brow ; 

Go,  and  to  busy  manhood  breathe 
What  most  he  fears  to  know; 

Go,  shew  the  path  where  age  doth  tread, 

And  tell  him  of  the  silent  dead. 

But  whilst  to  thoughtless  ones  and  gay 
Ye  breathe  these  truths  severe, 

To  those  who  droop  in  pale  decay, 

Have  ye  no  words  of  cheer? 

Oh  yes,  ye  weave  a double  spell, 

And  death  and  life  betoken  well. 

Go  then  where,  wrapt  in  fear  and  gloom, 

Fond  hearts  and  true  are  sighing, 

And  wreathe  with  emblematic  bloom 
The  pillow  of  the  dying ; 

And  softly  speak,  nor  speak  ii^  vain, 

Of  the  long  sleep  and  broken  chain. 

And  say,  that  He  who  from  the  dust 
Recalls  the  slumb’ring  flower, 

Will  surely  visit  those  who  trust 
His  mercy  and  His  power; 

Will  mark  where  sleeps  their  peaceful  clay, 

And  roll  ere  long  the  stone  away. 

BLACKWOOD’S  MAGAZINE. 

* 

550  Life  in  its  utmost  span  is  but  a breath, 

And  they  who  longest  dream,  must  wake  in  death. 

TEEDE. 
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Mortal,  canst  thou  dare  to  say 
What  may  chance  another  day  ? 
Or  thy  fellow-mortal  seeing, 
Circumscribe  his  term  of  being  ? 
Swifter  than  the  insect’s  wings, 
Is  the  change  of  mortal  things. 


SIMONIDES. 


552  Thrice  welcome,  Death! 

That  after  many  a painful  bleeding  step 
Conducts  us  to  our  home,  and  lands  us  safe 
On  the  long  wish’d-for  shore.  Prodigious  change, 
Our  bane  turned  to  a blessing!  Death  disarmed 
Loses  its  fellness  quite : all  thanks  to  Him 
Who  scourged  the  venom  out.  Sure,  the  last  end 
Of  the  good  man  is  peace.  How  calm  his  exit ! 
Night  dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground, 

Nor  weary  worn-out  winds  expire  so  soft. 

BLAIR’S  GRAVE. 

* 

553  The  resurrection,  then,  being  the  coronation  of 
man,  his  death  and  lying  down  in  the  grave  is  his  enthron- 
ing, his  sitting  down  in  that  chair  where  he  is  to  receive 
that  crown.  As  then^the  martyrs  under  the  altar,  though 
in  heaven,  yet  do  cry  out  for  the  resurrection ; so  let  us, 
in  this  miserable  life,  submit  ourselves  cheerfully  to  the 
hand  of  God  in  death,  since  till  that  death  we  cannot  have 
this  resurrection,  and  the  first  thing  that  we  shall  do  after 
death  is  to  rise  again.  To  the  child  that  is  new-born,  we 
may  say,  hora  vetiit , the  day  of  his  resurrection  is  coming. 
To  him  that  is  old,  we  may  say,  the  hour  is  come,  because 
to  him  there  are  no  more  minutes  till  it  do  come. 

DR.  DONNE. 


554  Death  is  what  I am  ever  prepared  for:  I durst 
not  so  much  as  defer  it  one  day. 


MONTAIGNE. 
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555  Then  blest  the  man  whom  gracious  Heaven  has  led 
Through  life’s  blind  mazes  to  th’  immortal  dead ; 
Who  safely  landed  on  the  blissful  shore, 

Nor  human  folly  feels,  nor  frailty  more ! 

O death ! thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  strife ! 

End  of  the  gay,  or  serious  farce  of  life ! 

Wish  of  the  just,  and  refuge  of  th’  opprest, 

Where  poverty,  and  where  e’en  kings  find  rest ! 
Safe  from  the  frowns  of  power!  calm  thoughtful  hate  ! 
And  the  rude  insults  of  the  scornful  great ! 

The  grave  is  sacred ! wrath  and  malice  dread 
To  violate  its  peace,  and  wrong  the  dead. 

But,  Life,  thy  name  is  woe!  to  death  we  fly 
To  grow  immortal, — into  life  we  die. 


556  Have  often  in  thy  mind  life  everlasting,  whereunto 
thou  art  even  landing.  Death  is  the  haven  that  carrieth 
thee  unto  this  land,  where  is  all  that  can  be  wished,  yea, 
above  all  wishes  and  desires. 

BRADFORD. 

557  Those  who  have  little  faith  or  trust  in  the  promises 
of  another  world,  are  generally  agonised  with  fear  at  the 
thoughts  of  quitting  this.  It  is  natural  indeed  that  it 
should  be  so ; for  if  through  life  we  have  entertained  firm 
hopes  of  immortality,  those  hopes  remain,  and  brighten  at 
the  portals  of  the  tomb.  But  those  who  have  disbelieved 
and  those  who  have  doubted  have  nothing  to  cheer  them 
in  the  dark  transition ; and  if  they  have  had  misgivings, 
those  dreary  misgivings  last,  when  all  the  vanities  that 
covered  them  have  melted  away  like  snow. 

G.  R.  P.  JAMES. 


558  No  one  can  insure  our  lives  ; no  one  can  guard  us 
from  the  approach  of  the  invisible  King  of  terrors. 


BARNES.  Notes  2 Corinthians. 
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559  No  king  of  fears 
In  him  appears, 

Who  shuts  the  scene  of  human  woes : 
Beneath  his  shade 
Securely  laid 

The  dead  alone  find  true  repose. 

Then  while  we  mingle  dust  with  dust, 
To  one  supremely  good  and  wise 

Raise  Hallelujahs  ! God  is  just, 

* And  man  most  happy  when  he  dies: 
His  winter  past, 

Fair  spring  at  last 

Receives  him  on  her  flow’ry  shore  ; 
Where  pleasure’s  rose 
Immortal  blows, 

And  sin  and  sorrow  are  no  more. 

* 


MALLET. 


560  Yet  a few  years,  or  days  perhaps, 

Or  moments  pass  in  silent  lapse, 

And  time  to  me  shall  be  no  more  : 

No  more  the  sun  these  eyes  shall  view, 
Earth  o’er  these  limbs  her  dust  shall  strew, 
And  life’s  fantastic  dream  be  o’er. 


Alas,  I touch  the  dreadful  brink, 

From  nature’s  verge  impelled  I sink, 

And  endless  darkness  wraps  me  round : 

Yes,  Death  is  ever  at  my  hand, 

Fast  by  my  bed  he  takes  his  stand, 

And  constant  at  my  board  is  found. 

HAW  KES  WORTH. 


* 


561  In  regard  there  is  nobody  at  the  hour  of  death 
but  wisheth  that  he  had  lived  well : think  upon  your  latter 
end,  and  you  shall  never  be  able  to  sin. 

DRELINCOURT. 
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562  What  art  thou,  Life,  that  we  should  court  thy  stay  ? 
A breath,  one  single  gasp  may  puff  away ! 

A short-liv’d  flower  that  with  the  day  must  fade! 

A fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  shade ! 

A stream  that  silently,  but  swiftly  glides 
To  meet  eternity’s  immeasured  tides! 

A being  lost  alike  by  pain  or  joy! 

A fly  can  kill  it,  or  a worm  destroy ! 

Impaired  by  labour,  and  by  ease  undone, 
Commenc’d  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a groan! 

Even  while  I write,  the  transient  NOW  is  past, 

And  Death  more  near  this  sentence  than  the  last! 
As  some  weak  isthmus  seas  from  seas  divides, 

. Beat  by  rude  waves,  and  sapp’d  by  rushing  tides; 
Torn  from  its  base,  no  more  their  fury  bears, 

At  once  they  close,  at  once  it  disappears: 

Such,  such  is  Life ! the  mark  of  misery  placed 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  past : 

To  time,  to  sickness,  and  to  death  a prey, 

It  sinks,  the  frail  possession  of  a day. 


563  By  short  death  better  to  be  delivered 

Than  byde  in  painfull  lyfe  thraldome  and  dolour. 
Small  is  the  pleasure  where  much  payne  we  suffer; 
Rather  therefore  to  chuse,  methinketh  wisdome, 

By  loss  of  lyfe  libertie,  and  not  life  by  prison.  • 

SIR  THOMAS  WYATT. 

* 

564  But  foolish  thou,  looke  to  the  grave,  and  learne 
How  man  lies  there  deform’d,  consum’d  in  dust; 
And  in  that  mappe  thy  judgement  may  disceame 
How  little  thou  in  birth  and  blood  shouldst  trust : 
Such  sights  are  good — they  doe  thy  soule  concerne. 

WM.  LITHGOE.  1618. 

O 2 
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565  Whence  this  reluctance,  when  we  cease  to  run 
Life’s  slow  sad  race,  and  leave  its  toys  unwon  ? 
Death’s  but  our  tide  of  ebb  to  .that  dark  sea, 
Time’s  shoreless  swallower,  void  eternity! 

’Tis  rest  from  labour, — ’tis  escape  from  care; 

’Tis  shunn’d  oppression,  and  reliev’d  despair. 

AARON  HILL. 

* 

566  Then  doth  aspiring  soul  the  body  leave, 

Which  we  call  death,  but  were  it  known  to  all, 
What  life  our  souls  do  by  this  death  receive, 

Men  would  it  birth  or  good  delivery  call. 

SIR  JOHN  DAVIES. 

* 

567  Of  all  our  life  behold  the  very  summe, 

Which,  as  this  flower,  continues  but  a day; 

Our  youth  is  morne,  our  middle  age  is  come 
By  noone ; at  night  as  fast  we  doe  decay 

As  doth  this  lillie,  flowering  with  the  sunne, 

But  withered  ere  his  race  be  fully  runne. 

Wherefore  our  life’s  resembled  to  a shippe, 

Which  passeth  on,  though  we  do  what  we  please; 
A shade,  a flower  that  euerie  frost  doth  nippe, 

A dreame,  a froath,  a waue  upon  the  seas 
Which  hath  awhile  his  being,  till  anon 
Some  else  intrude,  and  hee’s  forgot  and  gon. 

HENRY  PEACH  AM.  1612. 

* 

568  Why  fear  ye  Death,  the  parent  of  repose, 

Who  numbs  the  sense  of  penury  and  pain  ? 

He  comes  but  only  once,  nor  ever  throws, 
Triumphant  once,  his  painful  shaft  again: 

But  countless  ills  upon  our  life  intrude, 

Recurring  oft  in  sad  vicissitude. 

AGATHOS. 
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569  The  ready  way  to  the  right  enjoyment  of  life  is, 
by  a prospect  towards  another,  to  have  but  a very  mean 
opinion  of  it. 


THE  SPECTATOR. 


570  O God,  what  is  man?  even  a thing  of  naught, 
a poor,  infirm,  miserable,  short-lived  creature,  that  passes 
away  like  a shadow,  and  is  hastening  off  the  stage  where 
the  theatrical  titles  and  distinctions,  and  the  whole  mask 
of  pride  which  he  has  worn  for  a day,  will  fall  off  and  leave 
him  naked  as  a neglected  slave. 

STERNE. 


571  The  life  of  man  and  all  his  glittering  joys 
Are  the  most  frail  of  nature’s  frailest  toys: 

Like  rain-drops  trembling  on  the  leafy  spray, 

The  gale  scarce  breathes,  and  scatters  them  away. 

ANON.  From  the  Indian,  translated  by  Bland. 


572  I mourn  not  those  who,  banished  from  the  light, 
Sleep  in  the  grave  through  Death’s  eternal  night; 
But  those  whom  Death  for  ever  near  appals, 

Who  see  the  blow  suspended  ere  it  falls. 


LUCILIUS. 


573  With  courage  seek  the  kingdom  of  the  dead, 
The  path  before  you  lies; 

It  is  not  hard  to  find  nor  tread, 

No  rocks  to  climb,  no  lanes  to  thread, 

But  broad  and  straight,  and  even  still, 

And  ever  gently  slopes  down  hill, 

You  cannot  miss  it,  though  you  shut  your  eyes. 

LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUM. 
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To  contemplation’s  sober  eye, 

Such  is  the  race  of  man; 

And  they  that  creep  and  they  that  fly 
Shall  end  where  they  began : 

Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  through  life’s  little  day, 

In  fortune’s  varying  colours  drest : 
Brushed  by  the  hands  of  rough  mischance, 
Or  chilled  by  age,  their  airy  dance 
They  leave,  in  dust  to  rest. 


575  Say,  are  ye  sure  His  mercy  shall  extend 

To  you  a lengthen’d  span  ? Alas,  ye  sigh. 

Make  then,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God  your  friend, 
And  learn  with  equal  ease  to  sleep  or  die. 

MASON. 


Long,  long  and  dreary  is  the  night 
That  waits  us  in  the  silent  grave: 

Few,  and  of  rapid  flight, 

The  years  from  Death  we  save: 

Short,  ah  short,  that  fleeting  space, 

And  when  man’s  little  race 
Is  run,  and  Death’s  grim  portals  o’er  him  close, 
How  lasting  his  repose ! 


SIMONIDES. 


Straight  is  our  passage  to  the  grave, 
Whether  from  Meroe’s  burning  wave, 
Or  Attic  groves  we  roam : 

Grieve  not  in  distant  lands  to  die, 
Our  vessels  seek  from  every  sky, 
Death’s  universal  home. 


UNCERTAIN  GREEK  AUTHOR. 
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579  If  the  thoughts  of  death  and  the  grave  and  rot- 
tenness be  not  pleasant  to  you,  hearken  to  every  tempt- 
ation to  sin  as  you  would  hearken  to  a temptation  to 
self-murder,  and  as  you  would  do  if  the  devil  brought  you 
a knife  and  tempted  you  to  cut  your  throat  with  it : so  do 
when  he  offereth  you  the  bait  of  sin.  You  love  not  death; 
love  not  the  cause  of  death. 


580  And  when  grim  Death  draws  near  him  by  his  ain  fireside, 
What  cause  has  he  to  fear  him  by  his  ain  fireside? 
With  a bosom-cheering  hope,  he  takes  heaven  for 
his  prop, 

Then  calmly  down  does  drop  by  his  ain  fireside. 

O may  that  lot  be  ours  by  our  ain  fireside, 

Then  glad  will  fly  the  hours  by  our  ain  fireside ; 
May  virtue  guard  our  path  till  we  draw  our  latest  breath, 
Then  we’ll  smile  and  welcome  Death  by  our  ain  fireside. 

ALEX.  RODGER. 

* 


581  Wilt  thou,  as  the  poor  heathen,  comfort  thyself 
with  the  cruel  thought  that  thou  shalt  not  die  alone  ? 
Alas,  dying  companions  may  increase  but  cannot  take  off 
the  horror  of  dissolution.  Besides,  though  we  live  in  a 
crowd,  we  generally  die  alone ; each  must  drink  that  bitter 
cup  as  if  he  were  the  only  mortal  in  the  universe.  What 
must  we  do  then  in  such  deplorable  circumstances  ? what, 
but  humble  ourselves  in  the  dust,  and  bow  low  to  the 
sceptre  of  divine  justice,  confessing  that  since  the  righteous 
God  has  condemned  us  to  certain  death,  and  in  general  to 
a far  more  lingering  and  painful  death  than  murderers  and 
traitors  are  made  to  undergo,  we  are  certainly  degenerate 
creatures  and  capital  offenders,  who  stand  in  absolute  need 
of  an  almighty  Redeemer. 

FLETCHER  OF  MADELY. 
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582  O our  lives  sweetness ! 

That  with  the  pain  of  death  we’d  hourly  die 
Rather  than  die  at  once. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Lear. 


583  To  all,  this  period  fate  doth  doome, 

That  all  must  unto  nothing  come. 

As  child  in  nurse’s  arms,  by  Death 
Included,  here  we  draw  our  breath, 

Where  all  our  solace  is  vnstable, 

Our  death  unknown,  ineuitable; 

Which  none  by  strength  alleuiate  may, 

Riches  or  birth,  or  other  way; 

And  earth  is  promiser  of  rest, 

Which  is  not  as  it  seemed  possesst. 

Wherefore  old  Solon  did  commend 
To  call  none  happy  till  their  end; 

And  Dyon  gaue  this  sentence  rare, 

“The  shorter  life,  the  lesser  care.” 

From  birth  to  prison  we  ascend 
On  earth,  as  stage  to  take  our  end  ; 

And  here  a life  enui’d  we  haue, 

And  no  true  rest  vntil  our  graue. 

Wherefore,  fooles’  heauen,  but  wise  men’s  hell, 
Vaine  earthe,  I bid  thy  joyes  farewell. 

HENRY  RAYMONDE.  1607. 


584  Death  is  the  end  of  evils,  and  a rest 

Rather  than  torment ; it  dissolves  all  griefs, 

And  beyond  that  is  neither  care  nor  joy. 

BEN  JONSON. 


585  What  then  is  Death  ? It  is  to  the  Christian  but 
the  passing  away  of  a feverish  dream,  and  an  awaking  to 
the  glorious  realities  of  an  endless  and  unclouded  day. 

H.  DUNCAN. 
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586  When  I see  the  heavenly  sun  buried  under  earth 
in  the  evening  of  the  day,  and  in  the  morning  to  find 
resurrection  to  his  glory,  why,  think  I,  may  not  the  sons 
of  heaven,  buried  in  the  earth  in  the  evening  of  their  days, 
expect  the  morning  of  their  glorious  resurrection  ? Each 
night  is  but  the  past  day’s  funeral,  and  the  morning  his 
resurrection.  Why  then  should  our  funeral  sleep  be 
other  than  our  sleep  at  night  ? Why  should  we  not  as 
well  awake  to  our  resurrection  as  in  the  morning?  I see 
night  is  rather  an  intermission  of  day  than  a deprivation, 
and  death  rather  borrows  our  life  of  us  than  robs  us  of  it. 
Since  then  the  glory  of  the  sun  finds  a resurrection,  why 
should  not  the  sons  of  glory  ? Since  a dead  man  may  live 
again,  I will  not  look  so  much  for  an  end  of  my  life,  as  wait 
for  the  coming  of  my  change. 

AUTHUR  WARWICK  Spare  Minutes. 

* 

587  Some  men  make  a womanish  complaint  that  it  is 
a great  misfortune  to  die  before  our  time.  I would  ask 
what  time  ? Is  it  that  of  nature  ? But  she  indeed  has 
lent  us  life,  as  we  do  a certain  sum  of  money ; only  no 
certain  day  is  fixed  for  payment.  What  reason  then  to 
complain  if  she  demands  it  at  pleasure,  since  it  was  on 
this  condition  you  received  it  ? 


588  He  who  can  first  retire,  departs  the  best, 

His  reckoning  paid,  he  sinks  unharm’d  to  rest; 
But  him  who  stays,  fatigues  and  sorrow  wait, 

Old  age  or  penury’s  unhappy  state: 

By  the  world’s  tempests  tost,  a prey  he  lies 
To  open  force  and  ambush’d  enemies; 

Till  his  long-suffering  frame  and  lingering  breath, 
He  yields  at  last  to  agonising  death. 

MENANDER. 
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589  Death  is  a raw-boned  shrimp,  nor  low  nor  hie, 

Yet  has  he  power  to  make  the  highest  low ; 

The  summon-maister  of  mortalitie, 

The  poore  man’s  wished  friend,  the  rich  man’s  foe, 
The  last  remaines  of  Time’s  anatomie: 

A thief  in  pace, — in  pace  more  shure  than  slow; 

A sleepe,  a dreame,  whence  we  are  said  to  have 
In  sleep  a death,  and  in  our  bed  a grave. 

Snaile-like  he  comes  on  us  with  creeping  pace, 

And  takes  us  napping  when  we  least  think  on : 
In’s  hand  an  hour-glasse,  which  inferres  our  race 
Is  near  an  end : and  though  we  strive  to  shun  him, 
He  moves  when  we  move ; and  that  verie  place 
Whereto  we  flie,  and  think  we  have  outrun  him, 
There  he  appeares,  and  tells  us  it ’s  not  good 
To  strive  against  that  which  cannot  be  withstood. 

If  we  shed  teares,  they’re  bootless;  for  his  eyes, 
Instead  of  sight,  are  moulded  up  with  clay; 

If  we  assay  to  pierce  his  eares  with  cries, 

Vaine  is  our  labour,  fruitless  our  assay, 

For  his  remorselesse  ear  all  motions  flies  : 

Nor  will  he  give  the  prince  a longer  day: 

His  payment  must  be  present,  and  his  doome, 

“ Return  to  earth  thy  cradle  and  thy  tombe.” 

Nor  is  his  summons  onlie  when  we’re  old, 

For  age  and  youth  he  equally  attends; 

Nor  can  we  say  that  we  have  firmer  hold 
In  youth  than  age,  or  further  from  our  ends, 

Save  that  we  are  by  Nature’s  verdict  told 
With  length  of  yeares  our  hope  of  life  extends: 
Thus  young  or  old,  if  Death  approach  and  say 
“ Earth  unto  earth,”  he  must  perforce  obay. 

RICHARD  BRATHWAITE.  i6it. 
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590  Alas,  nor  genius,  innocence,  nor  truth 

Can  in  thy  bosom  stay  the  fleeting  breath; 

Nor  all  the  winning  charms  of  blooming  youth 
Subdue  thy  flinty  heart,  obdurate  Death. 

Ah  me,  full  many  a victim  yet  unborn, 

Relentless  tyrant,  at  thy  feet  must  fall, 

Before  the  dawning  of  that  joyful  mom, 

When  thou  shalt  yield,  and  God  be  all  in  all. 

Know,  then  shall  come  the  period  of  thy  sway, 

And  the  reanimated  dust  shall  rise 

To  hail  thy  Victor  on  that  glorious  day, 

When  the  shrill  trump  shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 


This  life,  which  seems  so  fair, 

Is  like  a bubble  blown  up  in  the  air 
By  sporting  children’s  breath, 

Who  chase  it  everywhere, 

And  strive  who  can  most  motion  it  bequeath : 
And  though  it  sometimes  seems  of  its  own  might 
Like  to  an  eye  of  gold  to  be  fixed  there, 

And  firm  to  hover  in  that  empty  height, 

That  only  is  because  it  is  so  light, 

But  in  that  pomp  it  doth  not  long  appear; 

For  when  ’tis  most  admired,  in  a thought, 

Because  it  erst  was  nought,  it  turns  to  nought. 

DRUMMOND. 


592  A good  death  is  better  than  an  evil  life ; strive 
therefore  to  live  as  thou  oughtest,  not  as  long  as  thou 
canst.  While  thy  life  is  to  others  worth  more  than  thy 
death,  it  is  thy  duty  to  preserve  it. 
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593  Surely  to  the  sincere  believer  death  would  be  an 
object  of  desire  instead  of  dread,  were  it  not  for  those  ties, 
those  heart-strings  by  which  we  are  attached  to  life.  Nor 
indeed  do  I believe  that  it  is  natural  to  fear  death,  however 
generally  it  may  be  thought  so.  From  my  own  feelings 
I have  little  right  to  judge ; for  although  habitually  mindful 
that  the  hour  cometh,  and  even  now  may  be,  it  has  never 
appeared  actually  near  enough  to  make  me  duly  apprehend 
its  effects  upon  myself.  But  from  what  I have  observed, 
and  what  I have  heard  those  persons  say  whose  professions 
lead  them  to  the  dying,  I am  induced  to  infer  that  the  fear 
of  death  is  not  common,  and  that  when  it  exists  it  proceeds 
rather  from  a diseased  or  enfeebled  mind,  than  from  any 
principle  of  our  nature. 

COLERIDGE. 


594  To  die,  to  sleep 

No  more,  and  by  a sleep  to  say  we  end 
The  heartache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to : ’tis  a consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished.  To  die,  to  sleep; 

To  sleep,  perchance  to  dream,  aye,  there’s  the  rub: 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Must  give  us  pause. 

SHAKESPEARE.  HamUt. 


595  All  is  mutation;  he  within  this  stone 

Was  once  the  greatest  monarch  of  the  hour ; 
His  bones  are  dust,  his  very  name  unknown : 

Go  learn  from  this  the  vanity  of  power: 

Seek  not  the  frame’s  corruption  to  controul, 

But  build  a lasting  mansion  for  thy  soul. 

HORACE  SMITH.  In  reference  to  a Sarcophagus  in  the  Museum, 
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596  Hark  ! where  the  passing  bell  with  mournful  tone 
Tells  that  again  the  tyrant’s  work  is  done; 

Another  victim  to  stern  fate’s  decree 

Has  met  a doom,  fast  hurrying  on  towards  thee! 

Prepare  to  meet  it,  for  no  earthly  power 

May  set  aside  that  doom  for  one  brief  hour. 

Slowly  perchance,  but  surely  on  it  comes, 

Beckoning  creation  to  their  long  last  home : 

Yet  comes  undreaded  by  the  well-schooled  soul, 
Who  holds  it  harbinger  of  that  blest  goal, 

The  blest  abode  of  Him,  whose  perfect  love 
Awaits  the  souls  of  faithful  ones  above. 

Strong  in  belief  of  Him  who  died  to  save, 

The  trusting  Christian  smiling  meets  his  grave. 
Turn  then,  oh  turn  to  Him  alone  hath  power  to  give 
An  angel’s  courage  when  you  die,  and  peace  whilst  yet 
you  live; 

In  meekness  bend  thy  knee,  commence  the  needful  task, 
Beg  Heaven’s  pardon  for  your  sins,  while  you  have  strength 
to  ask. 

EDWARD  FARMER. 


597  An  old  disciple,  an  old  Christian  is  prepared  for 
death.  He  has  been  long  dying  to  sin,  to  the  world,  to 
friends,  to  self,  to  relations,  to  all : and  no  man.  so  prepared 
to  die,  as  he  who  thus  daily  dies. 


BROOKES. 


598  Man’s  pleasures  passe ; respect  them  not, 

His  glory  glisters  but  a time; 

His  famous  fare  is  soon  forgot, 

His  highest  hap  breedes  cursed  crime: 

But  this  to  thee  doth  chiefly  tend, 

But  what  thou  dost  respect  thy  ende. 

ANON.  Front  “A  Fit.  ons  Plat/or  me  0/  an  Ofiprrs&fd  Mitnie." 
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599  Let  reason  vainly  boast  her  power 
To  teach  her  children  how  to  die; 

The  sinner  in  a dying  hour 

Needs  more  than  reason  can  supply: 

A view  of  Christ,  the  sinners  friend, 

Alone  can  cheer  him  irt  the  end. 

When  nature  sinks  beneath  disease, 

And  every  earthly  hope  is  fled, 

What  then  can  give  the  sinner  ease, 

And  fill  with  peace  his  dying  bed  ? 

J esus ! Thy  word  his  heart  can  cheer, 

He’s  blest  e’en  then  if  Thou  art  near. 

The  gospel  free  salvation  brings, 

And  Jesus  is  the  gospel  theme; 

In  death  the  pardoned  sinner  sings, 

And  triumphs  in  the  Saviour’s  name : 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? they  cry  ; 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

KELLY. 

* 

600  It  is  a common  error,  and  the  greater  and  more 
mischievous  for  being  so  common,  to  believe  that  repent- 
ance best  becomes  and  most  concerns  dying  men.  Indeed, 
what  is  necessary  every  hour  of  our  life,  is  necessary  in  the 
hour  of  death  too;  and  as  long  as  he  lives,  he  will  have 
need  of  repentance,  and  therefore  it  is  necessary  in  the 
hour  of  death  too.  But  he  who  hath  constantly  exercised 
himself  in  it  in  his  health  and  vigour,  will  do  it  with  less 
pain  in  his  sickness  and  weakness;  and  he  who  hath 
practised  it  all  his  life,  will  do  it  with  more  ease  and  less 
perplexity  in  the  hour  of  his  death : as  he  who  hath 
diligently  cast  up  every  page  of  a large  account,  will  better 
be  able  to  state  the  whole  sum  upon  a little  warning  in  the 
last  leaf,  than  he  can  do  who  must  look  over  every  one  of 
them. 

ANON. 
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601  Of  the  great  number  to  whom  it  has  been  my 
painful  professional  duty  to  have  administered  in  the  last 
hour  of  their  lives,  I have  sometimes  felt  surprised  that  so 
few  have  appeared  reluctant  to  go  to  the  undiscovered 
country,  from  whose  bourn  no  traveller  returns.  Many, 
we  may  have  reason  to  suppose,  have  manifested  this 
willingness  to  die  from  an  impatience  of  suffering,  or  from 
that  passive  indifference  which  is  sometimes  the  result  of 
debility  and  extreme  bodily  exhaustion.  But  I have  seen 
those  who  have  arrived  at  a fearless  contemplation  of  the 
future  from  faith  in  the  doctrine  which  our  religion  teaches. 
Such  men  were  not  only  calm  and  supported,  but  cheerful 
in  the  hour  of  death  ; and  I never  quitted  such  a sick 
chamber  without  a wish  that  my  last  end  might  be  like 
theirs. 

SIR  HENRY  HALFORD. 

* 

602  Shrinking  from  the  cold  hand  of  death, 

I soon  shall  gather  up  my  feet, 

Shall  soon  resign  my  mortal  breath 
And  die,  my  fathers’  God  to  meet. 

Numbered  among  Thy  people,  I 
Expect  with  joy  Thy  face  to  see, 

Because  Thou  didst  for  sinners  die  ; 

Jesus,  in  death  remember  me. 

O that  without  a lingering  groan 
I may  the  welcome  word  receive; 

My  body-  with  my  charge  lay  down, 

And  cease  at  once  to  work  and  live. 


603  The  ways  of  Heaven  are  not  dark  and  intricate, 
but  unknown  and  unimagined  till  the  great  teacher  Death 
developes  them. 

MADAME  D’ARBLAY. 
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604  This  world  is  the  nurse  of  all  we  know, 

This  world  is  the  mother  of  all  we  feel, 

And  the  coming  of  death  is  a fearful  blow 

To  a brain  unencompassed  with  nerves  of  steel ; 
When  all  that  we  know,  or  feel,  or  see, 

Shall  pass  like  an  unreal  mystery. 

The  secret  things  of  the  grave  are  there, 

Where  all  but  this  frame  must  surely  be; 

Though  the  fine-wrought  eye  and  the  wondrous  ear 
No  longer  will  live,  to  hear  or  to  see 
All  that  is  great,  or  all  that  is  strange, 

In  the  boundless  realm  of  unending  change. 

Who  telleth  a tale  of  unspeaking  death  ? 

Who  lifteth  the  veil  of  what  is  to  come  ? 

Who  painteth  the  shadows  that  are  beneath 
The  wide  winding  caves  of  the  peopled  tomb  ? 

SHELLEY. 

* 

605  Who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  groan  and  sweat  under  a weary  life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, 

The  undiscover’d  country,  from  whose  bourn 
No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Hamlet . 

* 

606  But  I speak  of  tomorrow — why  may  it  not  be 
to-day  ? why  not  now,  this  instant,  I ask  my  heart  the 
question,  it  may  cease  to  beat  ? The  thunderbolt  may  be 
spent  on  my  head.  The  thunderbolt,  did  I say  ? O the 
importance  of  a worm’s  destruction  ! A little  artery  may 
burst,  a small  vital  chord  drop  its  office,  an  invisible 
organ  grow  dormant  in  the  brain,  and  all  is  over,  all  over 
with  the  clay ; and  with  the  immortal  all  to  come. 

REV.  GEO.  CRABBE. 
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607  Alas!  the  meanest  flowers  which  gardens  yield, 

The  vilest  weeds  that  flourish  in  the  field, 

Which  dead  in  wintry  sepulchres  appear, 

Revive  in  spring,  and  bloom  another  year: 

But  we,  the  great,  the  brave,  the  learned,  the  wise, 
Soon  as  the  hand  of  Death  has  closed  our  eyes, 

In  tombs  forgotten  lie:  no  suns  restore: 

We  sleep,  for  ever  sleep,  to  wake  no  more. 

MOSCHUS. 

* 

608  For  in  the  silent  grave,  no  conversation, 

No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers, 

No  careful  father's  counsel,  nothing's  heard 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 

Dust  and  an  endless  darkness. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

* 

609  All  fleshe  is  grasse,  and  wither’th  like  the  haie : 
To-daie  man  laughes,  to-morrowe  lies  in  claie : 
Then  let  him  marke  the  frailtie  of  his  kinde, 

For  here  his  tearme  is  like  a puffe  of  winde ; 

Like  bubbles  smalle  that  on  the  waters  rise; 

Or  like  the  flowers  whom  Flora  freshlie  dyes, 

Yet  in  one  daie  their  glorie  all  is  gone; 

So  worldlie  pompe,  which  here  we  gaze  vppon, 
Which  wameth  all  that  here  their  pageantes  plaie, 
Howe  well  to  liue,  but  not  how  long  to  waie. 

GEFFREY  WHITNEY.  1580. 

* 

610  That  death  that  comes  unsent  for  and  unseen, 

And  suddenly  doth  take  us  at  unware, 

Methinks  is  sweetest ; and  if  heaven  were  pleased, 
I could  desire  that  I might  die  so  well. 

The  fear  of  evil  doth  afflict  us  more 

Than  the  evil  itself,  though  it  be  ne'er  so  sore. 

THOS.  KYD. 
p 
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6n  Death  glorifies,  misfortune  humbles: 

Since  therefore  life  is  but  the  throne  of  woe, 

Which  sickness,  pain,  desire,  and  fear  inherit, 

Ever  most  worth  to  men  of  weakest  spirit ; 

Shall  we,  to  languish  in  this  brittle  jail, 

Seek,  by  ill-deeds,  to  shun  ill  destiny  ? 

And  so,  for  toys,  lose  immortality  ? 

SIR  FULK  GREVILLE. 

* 

612  What  credite  may  a man  repose 
Vppon  so  fraile  a clod  of  clay, 

Which  as  to-day  in  sollace  goes, 

To-morrow  is  brought  to  earthly  bay  ? 

Thinke,  O man ! 

How  thy  glasse  is  daily  sette  to  runne, 

And  how  thy  life  shall  passe  when  it  is  doone ; 
Thy  graue  hath  then  thy  glory  wun, 

And  all  thy  pompe  in  cinders  laide  full  lowe. 
Take  example 

By  the  fragrant  flower  in  the  feeld, 

Which  as  to-day  in  brauery  is  beheld, 

The  parching  sun  hath  ouerquel'd. 

O wretched  man ! even  thou  thyselfe  art  so. 

How  then  ? 

How  canst  thou  bragge,  or  canst  thou  boast 
How  that  thou  maiest 
Or  that  thou  shalt 
Enjoy  thy  life  untill  tomorrow-day  ? 

Thou  seest 

That  Death  subdues  the  strength  of  kings, 

Of  high  and  lowe, 

Of  rich  and  poore, 

And  all  as  one  he  dooth  call  awaie. 

ANTHONY  MUNDAY.  About  7588. 
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613  I shall  never  be  able  to  finish  what  I have  begun 
unless  I be  removed  to  some  quiet  parsonage,  where  I 
may  see  God’s  blessings  spring  out  of  my  mother  earth, 
and  eat  my  own  bread  in  peace ; where  I may  without 
disturbance  meditate  my  approaching  mortality,  and  that 
great  account  which  all  flesh  must  give  up  at  the  last  day 
to  the  God  of  all  spirits. 


614  The  longer  in  this  life  thou  dost  remain,  the  more 
thou  sinnest,  which  will  turn  to  thy  more  pain.  By  cogi- 
tation of  death,  our  minds  be  often  in  a manner  oppressed 
with  darkness,  because  we  do  but  remember  the  night  of 
the  body,  forgetting  the  light  of  the  mind  and  of  the 
resurrection. 

HENRY  BULL.  1566. 

* 

615  Since  death’s  the  passage  to  eternity, 

To  be  for  ever  happy,  we  must  die ; 

We  must  possess  our  souls  with  such  indifference 
As  not  to  wish  nor  fear  to  part  from  hence. 

SIR  SAM.  TUKE.  1661. 

* 

616  It  is  more  for  our  ease  to  yield  to  nature  and 
fear  death,  than  be  engaged  in  continual  conflicts,  accumu- 
lating reasons,  working  up  ourselves  to  resolutions  against 
it,  and  putting  our  poor  minds  to  more  trouble  in  combat- 
ing it  than  any  dread  of  it  could  give  us. 

LA  BRUYERE. 


617  Men  fear  death  as  children  fear  to  go  in  the  dark  ; 
and  as  that  natural  fear  in  children  is  increased  with  tales, 
so  is  the  other.  Certainly  the  contemplation  of  death  as 
the  wages  of  sin  and  passage  to  another  world  is  holy  and 
religious ; but  the  fear  of  it  as  a tribute  due  unto  nature 
is  weak. 

LORD  BACON. 
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618  L’  arrSt  qui  nous  soumet  k la  mort,  n*  excepte 
personne;  le  berger  et  le  monarque,  le  foible  et  le  fort, 
sont  6galement  soumis  k ses  loix:  tout  Age  est  de  saison 
pour  elle. 


OXENSTIRN. 


619  Your  grace  should  now  in  these  grave  yeeres  of  yours 
Have  found  ere  this  the  price  of  mortall  joyes, 

How  full  of  change,  how  brittle  our  estate, 

How  shorte  they  be,  how  fading  heere  in  earth, 

Of  nothing  sure,  save  only  of  the  death. 

To  whome  both  man  and  all  the  worlde  dooth  owe 
Their  end  at  last. 

SACKVILLE  LORD  BUCKHURST. 

* 

620  The  diverse  haps  which  always  work  our  care, 

Our  joys  so  far,  our  woes  so  near  at  hand, 

Have  long  ere  this,  and  daily  do  declare 

The  fickle  foot  on  which  our  state  doth  stand. 

Who  plants  his  pleasures  here  to  gather  root, 

And  hopes  his  happy  life  will  still  endure, 

Let  him  behold  how  Death  with  stealing  foot 
Steps  in  when  he  shall  think  his  joys  most  sure. 
No  ransom  serveth  to  redeem  our  days. 

If  prowess  could  preserve,  or  worthy  deeds, 

He  had  yet  lived,  whose  twelve  labours  display 
His  endless  fame,  and  yet  his  honour  spreads. 

And  that  great  king,  that  with  so  small  a power 
Bereft  the  mighty  Persian  of  his  crown, 

Doth  witness  well  our  life  is  but  a flower, 

Though  it  be  deck’d  with  honour  and  renown. 

ROBT.  WILMOT.  1592. 


621  It  is  a token  of  little  love  to  God,  if  we  are  loath 
to  go  to  Him  when  He  calleth. 


BRADFORD. 
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622  Since  every  man  who  lives  is  born  to  die, 

And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity, 

With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear, 

Nor  joy  nor  grieve  too  much  for  things  beyond  our 
care. 

Like  pilgrims,  to  the  appointed  place  we  tend : 

The  world’s  an  inn,  and  Death  the  journey’s  end. 

DRYDEN. 


623  Eternity!  thou  awful  gulph  of  time, 

This  wide  creation  on  thy  surface  floats. 

Of  life,  of  death,  what  is,  or  what  shall  be, 

I nothing  know.  The  world  is  all  a dream, 
The  consciousness  of  something  that  exists, 
Yet  is  not  what  it  seems.  Then  what  am  I ? 
Death  must  unfold  the  mystery. 


dowe. 


624  Death  never  happens  but  once,  yet  we  feel  it 
every  moment  of  our  lives.  It  is  worse  to  apprehend  than 
to  suffer. 

LA  BRUYERE. 


625  Ce  qui  rend  la  mort  si  terrible,  c’est  le  peu  de  soin 
qu  on  a de  bien  vivre.  Le  sepulchre  n’a  rien  d’affreux 
pour  celui  qui  s’attache  k la  vertu : loin  de  l’envisager 
avec  horreur,  il  le  regarde  moins  comme  son  propre  tom- 
beau,  que  comme  celui  des  foiblesses  et  des  mis&res  dont 
il  lui  restoit  encore  d’etre  affranchi. 

OXENSTIRN. 


626  O vain  unstedfast  state  of  mortal  things ! 

Who  trusts  this  world  leans  to  a brittle  stay : 
Such  fickle  fruit  his  flattering  bloom  forth  brings, 
Ere  it  be  ripe,  it  falleth  to  decay. 

ROBT.  WILMOT.  1592 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


21 4 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


627  Who  floweth  most  in  worldly  wealth, 

Of  wealth  is  most  vnsure ; 

And  he  that  cheefely  tastes  of  joy, 

Doo  sometime  woe  indure: 

Who  vaunteth  most  of  numbred  freendes, 

Forgoe  them  all  he  must: 

The  fairest  flesh  and  liueliest  bloud 
Is  turn’d  at  length  to  dust 
Experience  giues  a certain  ground 
That  certaine  here  is  nothing  found. 

FRANCIS  KINWELMERSH. 

* 

628  Hee’s  true  of  promise,  sith  He  cannot  change; 
Then  why  should  sorrowing  synners  feare  to  dye  ? 
Since  earth’s  familiars  are  to  heauen  strange, 

Then  heauen  we  cannot  haue  while  here  we  lye. 
And  He  that’s  free  from  all  vncertainty 

Hath  in  His  euer  neuer-failing  word 
Giuen  vs  by  deede,  with  His  bloud  sealed,  an  hie 
And  heavenly  mansion,  which  He  doth  afford 
To  all  whose  wills  do  with  His  will  accord. 

JOHN  DAVIES,  of  Hereford. 

629  Until  the  time  that  they  are  dead  is  no  man  blest: 
He  only,  that  no  death  doth  dread,  doth  live  at  rest 

KYD. 

* 

630  Blest  are  the  dead,  yea,  saith  the  word, 

That  die  in  Christ  the  living  Lord, 

And  on  the  other  side  of  death 

Thus  joyful  spend  their  praising  breath. 

Death  from  all  death  has  set  us  free, 

And  will  our  gains  for  ever  be : 

Death  loosed  the  massy  chains  of  woe, 

To  let  the  mournful  captives  go. 

RALPH  ERSKINE. 
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631  How  happily,  how  happily  the  flowers  die  away: 
Oh,  could  we  but  return  to  earth  as  easily  as  they, 
Just  live  a life  of  sunshine,  of  innocence  and  bloom, 
Then  drop  without  decrepitude  or  pain  into  the  tomb ! 

When  their  short  lives  are  over,  they  drop  away  to 
rest, 

Unconscious  of  the  penal  doom,  on  holy  nature's 
breast ; 

No  pain  have  they  in  dying,  no  shrinking  from  decay, 
Oh,  could  we  but  return  to  earth  as  easily  as  they ! 

CAROLINE  BOWLES. 

* 

632  Far  in  the  bounds  of  space,  beyond  the  bounds  of 

time, 

There  must  thou  surely  live,  and  of  that  life 
Ages  on  ages  shall  no  part  exhaust ; 

But  with  renewed  existence  ever  rife, 

No  more  in  dark  uncertainty  be  tossed, 

When  once  the  teeming  barrier  is  crossed, 

The  birth  of  mortals  to  immortal  day. 

O let  not  then  the  precious  hour  be  lost, 

But  humbly  turn  to  Him  who  points  the  way 
To  everduring  youth,  from  infinite  decay. 

GRANVILLE  PENN. 

* 

633  And  when  obedient  nature  knows  His  will, 

A fly,  a grapestone,  or  a hair  may  kill. 

PRIOR. 

* 


634  Sooner  or  later  all  things  pass  away 

And  are  no  more;  the  beggar  and  the  king 
With  equal  steps  tread  forward  to  their  end. 

The  reconciling  grave 

Swallows  distinction  first  that  made  us  foes, 

Then  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together. 

THOS.  SOUTHERN. 
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635  Though  I be  mortall,  by  reason  of  my  offence, 

And  shall  dye  the  deathe,  like  as  God  hath  appoynted, 
Of  thys  am  I sure,  through  His  hygh  influence, 

At  a serten  daye  agayne  to  be  revyved. 

From  grounde  of  my  hart  thys  shall  not  be  removed, 
I have  it  in  faythe,  and  therefor  I wyll  synge 
Thys  antheme  to  Hym  that  my  salvacyon  shall  brynge. 

JOHAN  BALE.  1537. 


636  Think  that,  as  this  troublesome  day  is  now  past, 
and  night  come,  and  so  rest,  quietness,  and  pleasant  sleep, 
which  maketh  most  excellent  princes  and  poor  wretches 
alike ; even  so,  after  the  tumults,  troubles,  temptations, 
and  tempests  of  this  life,  they  that  believe  in  Christ  have 
prepared  for  them  an  haven  and  rest  most  pleasant  and 
joyful.  As  you  are  not  afraid  to  enter  into  your  bed,  and 
to  dispose  yourself  to  sleep,  so  be  not  afraid  to  die,  but 
rather  cheerfully  prepare  yourself  thereunto. 

HENRY  BULL. 

* 

637  A flower  that  does  with  opening  mom  arise 
And  flourishing  the  day,  at  evening  dies; 

A winged  Eastern  blast,  just  skimming  o’er 
The  ocean’s  brow,  and  sinking  on  the  shore ; 

A fire  whose  flames  through  crackling  stubble  fly, 
A meteor  shooting  from  the  summer  sky; 

A bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  rolled, 

A bubble  breaking,  and  a fable  told; 

A noontide  shadow,  and  a midnight  dream, 

Are  emblems  which  with  semblance  apt  proclaim 
Our  earthly  course. 


638  Cease  to  call  that  death,  which  is  only  a birth  into 
a new  life. 

FAMILY  OF  BETHANY. 
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639  I look  upon  death  with  indifference  when  I con- 
sider it  as  the  end  of  life  universally.  I insult  over  it  in 
the  gross,  but  when  it  comes  to  particulars,  it  harrows  my 
soul. 

MONTAIGNE. 


640  What  woes  from  mortal  ill  accrue! 

And  what  from  natural  ensue! 

Disease  and  casualty  attend 
Our  footsteps  to  the  journey’s  end. 

The  cold  catarrh,  the  gout  and  stone, 

The  dropsy,  jaundice,  joined  in  one, 

The  raging  fever’s  inward  heat, 

The  pale  consumption's  fatal  sweat, 

. And  thousand  more  distempers  roam 
To  drag  us  to  the  eternal  home : 

And  when  solution  sets  us  free 
From  prison  of  mortality, 

The  soul  dilated  joins  in  air, 

To  go,  alas,  we  know  not  where; 

And  the  poor  body  will  become 
A clod  within  a lonely  tomb. 

Reflection  sad ! such  bodies  must 
Return  and  mingle  with  the  dust! 

But  neither  sense  nor  beauty  have 
Defensive  charms  against  the  grave, 

Nor  virtue’s  shield,  nor  wisdom’s  lore, 

Nor  true  religion’s  sacred  power; 

For  as  that  charnel’s  earth  you  see, 

E’en,  my  Eudocia,  you  will  be. 

JOHN  GILBERT  COOPER. 


641  Were  there  not  a lurking  disbelief  of  immortality, 
there  would  be  far  more  courage  in  death,  more  content 
in  life,  and  less  overvalue  for  it. 

RICHTER. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


2 1 8 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


642  Earth  to  earth,  the  tale  is  old, 
Yet  ’tis  daily,  hourly  told; 

Dust  to  dust,  the  doom  of  man 
Ever  since  the  world  began. 
When  the  soul  returns  to  God, 
On  the  coffin  falls  the  clod, 

And  the  lonely  sleeper  round 
Night  and  silence  sink  profound. 


ANON. 


643  O wretched  man!  leave  off  therefore, 

In  worldly  thinges  put  trust  no  more, 

Which  yeeldes  nothing  but  sorrow : 

To  God  thy  Lord  with  speede  conuert, 

Because  thou  most  vncertain  art, 

If  thou  shalt  Hue  to-morrow 

HUMPHREY  GIFFORD.  1580. 


644  The  day  of  death,  says  the  preacher,  is  better 
than  the  day  of  one’s  birth : a sentence  to  which  whoever 
has  lived  long,  and  may  humbly  hope  that  he  has  not  lived 
ill,  must  heartily  assent. 


COLERIDGE. 


645  All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  its  glory  fades 

Like  the  fair  flower  dishevelled  in  the  wind : 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a dream. 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a tomb, 

And  we  that  worship  him,  ignoble  graves. 

COWPER. 


646  Our  noblest  piles  and  stateliest  rooms 
Are  but  outhouses  to  our  tombs: 

Cities  though  e’er  so  great  and  brave, 

But  mere  warehouses  to  the  grave. 

BUTLER. 
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651  The  statelie  pine,  whose  braunches  spread  so  faire, 
By  winde  or  weather  wasted  is  at  length ; 

The  sturdie  oake  that  clymeth  in  the  ayre, 

In  time  dooth  lose  his  beautie  and  his  strength ; 
The  fayrest  flower  that  florisht  as  to-daie, 
To-morrow  seemeth  like  the  withered  haie. 

So  fare  it  with  the  present  state  of  man, 

Whose  showe  of  healthe  dooth  argue  manie  yeares  ; 
But  as  his  life  is  likened  to  a span, 

So  suddaine  sicknesse  pulles  him  from  his  peeres ; 
And  where  he  seemed  for  longer  time  to-daie, 
To-morrow  lies  he  as  a lumpe  of  claie. 

Death  is  not  partiall,  as  the  prouerb  saies; 

The  prince  and  peasant  both  with  him  are  one: 
The  sweetest  face  that’s  painted  now-a-daies, 

And  highest  head  set  forth  with  pearl  and  stone, 
When  he  hath  brought  them  to  the  earthlie  graue, 
Beare  no  more  reckoning  then  the  poorest  slaue. 

The  wealthie  chuffe  that  makes  his  gold  his  god, 
And  scrapes  and  scratches  all  the  mucke  he  may, 
And  with  the  world  doth  play  at  euen  and  odd, 
When  death  thinks  good  to  take  him  hence  away, 
Hath  no  more  ritches  in  his  winding-sheete 
Than  the  poor  soule  that  sterued  in  the  streete. 

Unhappie  man!  that  runneth  on  thy  race, 

Not  minding  where  thy  crazed  bones  must  rest ; 
But  woe  to  thee  that  doost  forget  the  place 
Purchast  for  thee  to  Hue  amongst  the  blest! 
Spend  then  thy  life  in  such  a good  regard, 

That  Christe’s  blessing  may  be  thy  reward. 

ANTHONY  MUNDAY. 

* 

652  The  soundest  philosophy  is  the  meditation  of  death. 

DRELINCOURT. 
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653  Even  as  a flower  or  like  vnto  the  grasse, 

Which  now  dothe  stande  and  straight  with  sithe 
dothe  fall, 

So  is  our  state : now  here,  now  hence  we  passe, 
For  Time  attendes  with  shredding  sithe  for  all; 
And  Deathe  at  lengthe  both  oulde  and  yonge  doth 
strike, 

And  unto  dust  dothe  turne  vs  all  alike. 

Yet  if  wee  marke  how  swifte  our  race  dothe  ronne, 
And  waighe  the  cause,  why  wee  created  bee  ; 
Then  shall  wee  know,  when  that  this  life  is  donne, 
We  shall  bee  sure  our  countrie  right  to  see ; 

For  here  wee  are  but  straungers  that  must  flitte 
The  nearer  home,  the  nearer  to  the  pitte. 

O happie  they,  that  pondering  this  arighte, 

Before  that  here  their  pilgrimage  bee  past, 
Resigne  this  worlde,  and  marche  with  all  their  mighte 
Within  that  pathe  that  leades  where joyes  shall  last; 
And  whilst  they  may,  there  treasure  vp  their  store, 
Where  without  rust  it  lastes  for  euermore. 

This  worlde  must  chaunge,that  worlde  shall  still  indure; 

Here  pleasures  fade,  there  shall  they  endlesse  bee ; 
Here  man  doth  sinne,  and  there  hee  shal  bee  pure ; 

Here  deathe  hee  tastes,  and  there  shall  neuer  die; 
Here  hath  hee  griefe,  and  there  shall  joyes  possesse 
As  none  hath  seene  nor  anie  harte  can  gesse. 

GEFFREY  WHITNEY. 

* 

654  Life  is  my  death,  and  death  my  life; 

I’m  in  this  present  life,  I know, 

A captive  and  a freeman  too; 

And  though  my  death  can’t  set  me  free, 

It  will  perfect  my  liberty. 

RALPH  ERSKINE. 
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655  Exhausted  travellers  that  have  undergone 

The  scorching  heats  of  Life’s  intemperate  zone, 
Haste  for  refreshment  to  their  beds  beneath, 

And  stretch  themselves  in  the  cool  shades  of  death. 

SIR  R.  BLACKMORE. 

* 

656  If  you  would  know  of  what  frail  stuff  you’re  made, 
Go  to  the  tombs  of  the  illustrious  dead : 

There  rest  the  bones  of  kings,  there  tyrants  rot; 
There  sleep  the  rich,  the  noble,  and  the  wise, 
There  Pride,  Ambition,  Beauty’s  fairest  form, 

All  dust  alike,  compound  one  common  mass: 
Reflect  on  these,  and  in  them  see  yourself. 

MENANDER 


657  Let  the  earth  cover  and  protect  its  dead  ! 

And  let  man’s  breath  thither  return  in  peace 
From  whence  it  came,  his  spirit  to  the  skies, 

His  body  to  the  clay  of  which  ’twas  formed, 
Imparted  to  him  as  a loan  of  life, 

Which  he  and  all  must  render  back  again 
To  earth,  the  common  mother  of  mankind. 

MOSCHUS. 


658  Human  life  is  but  a river, 

Its  brightness  lasts  not  on  for  ever, 

That  dances  from  its  native  braes 
As  pure  as  maidhood’s  early  days ; 

But  soon  with  dark  and  sullen  motion 
It  rolls  into  its  funeral  ocean : 

And  those  whose  currents  are  the  slightest 
And  shortest  run,  are  aye  the  brightest. 

So  is  our  life,  its  latest  wave 
Rolls  dark  and  solemn  to  the  grave. 

HOGG.  The  Ettrick  Sfu-f-herd. 
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659  This  is  our  course : we  end  as  we  begin ; 

Equal  we  all  are  born,  and  when  we  die, 

Nature  restores  a like  equality. 

LOPE  DE  VEGA. 


660  Life ! what  is  life  ? a shadow  ! 

Its  date  is  but  the  immediate  breath  we  draw; 
Nor  have  we  surety  for  a second  gale ; 

Ten  thousand  accidents  in  ambush  lie 
For  the  embodied  dream. 

A frail  and  fickle  tenement  it  is, 

Which,  like  the  brittle  glass  which  measures  time, 
Is  often  broke  ere  half  its  sands  are  run. 

HENRY  JONES.  Tragedy:  The  Earl  0/  Essex. 


661  La  Mort  a des  rigueurs  k nulle  autre  pareilles ; 

On  a beau  la  prier: 

La  cruelle  qu’elle  est!  se  bouche  les  oreilles, 

Et  nous  laisse  crier. 

Le  pauvre  en  sa  cabane,  ou  le  chaume  le  couvre, 
Est  sujet  k ses  loix ; 

Et  la  Garde,  qui  veille  aux  barrieres  du  Louvre 
N’  en  defend  point  nos  Rois. 

MALHERBE. 


662  Minutes  are  numbered  by  the  fall  of  sands, 

As  by  an  hour-glass:  the  span  of  time 
Doth  waste  us  to  our  graves,  and  we  look  on  it : 
An  age  of  pleasures,  revelled  out,  comes  home 
At  last,  and  ends  in  sorrow;  but  the  life, 

Weary  of  riot,  numbers  every  sand, 

Wailing  in  sighs,  until  the  last  drop  down ; 

So  to  conclude  calamity  in  rest. 

FORD. 
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663  Consider  the  nearness  of  death  to  thee:  some 
have  lived  out  above  half  their  time,  others  almost  all  of 
it.  Young  and  old  often  die  suddenly. 


BOLTON. 


664  Yon  worldly  wights,  that  have  your  fancies  fixt 
On  slipperi  joy  of  terraine  pleasures  here ; 

Let  some  remorse  in  all  your  deeds  be  mixt ; 
Whiles  you  haue  time,  let  some  redresse  appeare. 
Of  sodaine  Death,  the  hower  you  shall  not  know ; 
And  looke  for  death,  although  it  seemeth  slow. 

RICHARD  HILL. 


665  I must  lie  down  and  slumber  in  the  dust, 

And  if  tomorrow  thou  shouldst  call  me,  Lord, 
Perhaps  it  were  too  late,  perhaps  Thy  word 
Might  find  no  entrance  in  the  ear  of  Death. 

0 sovereign  Power,  and  merciful  as  just, 

The  influence  of  Thy  present  grace  afford : 

Visit  me  now,  for  what  am  I but  breath, 

Dust,  ashes,  smoke  that  vanisheth  away? 

Full  well  I know  that  at  the  judgment-day 

1 shall  again  put  on  these  bones  of  mine; 

These  eyes  shall  see  my  Saviour  and  my  God. 

O sure  and  only  joy ! O thought  divine, 

To  comfort  and  sustain  me  on  the  road 
That  leads  to  poor  mortality’s  abode ! 

LOPE  DE  VEGA. 


666  We  are  dying  ’mid  a dying  world : an  idea  which 
can  scarcely  be  entertained  without  extinguishing  in  our 
minds  every  harsh  and  hurtful  passion,  without  our  feeling 
indeed,  for  all  that  live  around  us,  that  holy  sympathy,  that 
kindling  charity,  which  from  the  strifes  and  bickerings,  the 
envy  and  the  hatred  of  a selfish  world  must  sink  appalled 
away. 

DRAKE.  Evenings  in  Autumn. 
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667  How  strange  is  death  to  life,  and  yet  how  sure 
The  law  which  dooms  each  living  thing  to  die ! 
Whate’er  is  outward  cannot  long  endure, 

And  all  that  lasts  eludes  the  subtlest  eye. 

Bold  is  the  life,  and  deep  and  vast  in  man, 

A flood  of  being  poured  unchecked  from  Thee, 

To  Thee  returned  by  Thine  eternal  plan, 

When  tried  and  trained,  Thy  will  unveiled  to  see. 

The  spirit  leaves  the  body’s  wondrous  frame, 

That  frame  itself  a world  of  strength  and  skill ; 

The  nobler  inmate  new  abodes  will  claim, 

In  every  change  to  Thee  aspiring  still. 

Although  from  darkness  born  to  darkness  fled, 

We  know  that  light  beyond  surrounds  the  whole; 
The  man  survives  although  the  corpse  be  dead, 
And  He  who  dooms  the  flesh  redeems  the  soul. 

HYMNS  OF  A HERMIT. 

668  David’s  request  is  : Lord,  make  me  to  know  mine 
end,  and  the  measure  of  my  days,  what  it  is  ; that  I may 
know  how  frail  I am.  How  great  need  have  we  to  pray 
this  prayer  with  David  here,  or  that  with  Moses:  Teach 
us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  to 
wisdom.  Did  we  indeed  know  and  consider  how  quickly 
we  shall  pass  from  hence,  it  were  not  possible  for  us  to 
cleave  so  fast  to  the  things  of  this  life,  and  as  foolish 
children  to  wade  in  ditches,  and  fill  our  laps  with  mire  and 
dirt ; to  prefer  base  earth  and  flesh  to  immortality  and 
glory. 

LEIGHTON. 

* 

669  The  terrors  of  death  do  not  belong  necessarily  to 
the  pains  of  death : they  do  to  the  wicked,  but  not  to  the 
righteous. 

CHEEVER 

Q 
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670  When  the  vale  of  death  appears, 

(Faint  and  cold  this  mortal  clay,) 

Kind  Forerunner,  soothe  my  fears, 
Light  me  through  the  darksome  way; 

Break  the  shadows, 

Usher  in  immortal  day. 

Starting  from  this  dying  state, 

Upward  bid  my  soul  aspire  ; 

Open  thou  the  crystal  gate, 

To  Thy  praise  attune  my  lyre; 

Dwell  for  ever, 

Dwell  on  each  immortal  wire. 


From  the  sparkling  turrets  there, 
Oft  I’ll  trace  my  pilgrim  way; 
Often  bless  Thy  guardian  care, 

Fire  by  night,  and  cloud  by  day : 
While  my  triumphs 
At  my  Leaders  feet  I lay. 

And  when  mighty  trumpets  blown 
Shall  the  judgment  dawn  proclaim, 
From  the  central  burning  throne, 
’Mid  creation’s  final  flame, 

With  the  ransomed, 

Judge  and  Saviour,  own  my  name. 


671  That  we  shall  die,  we  know;  ’tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  days  out  that  men  stand  upon. 

SHAKESPEARE 


* 


672  How  few  who  greatly  die ; 

Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end, 

Can  meet  the  foe  as  friend  meets  friend. 

COTTON. 
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673  If  we  could  but  learn  to  number  our  days  (as  we 
are  taught  to  pray  that  we  might),  we  should  adjust  much 
better  our  other  accounts:  but  whilst  we  never  consider 
an  end  of  them,  it  is  no  wonder  if  our  cares  for  them  be 
without  end  too.  Horace  advises  very  wisely,  and  in  ex- 
cellent good  words — 

S patio  brevi 
Spem  longam  reseces, 

from  a short  life  cut  off  all  hopes  that  grow  too  long. 
They  must  be  pruned  away  like  suckers  that  choke  the 
mother-plant  and  hinder  it  from  bearing  fruit. 


674  I have  often  thought  upon  death,  and  I find  it 
the  least  of  all  evils.  All  that  which  is  past  is  as  a dream  ; 
and  he  that  hopes  or  depends  upon  time  coming,  dreams 
waking.  So  much  of  our  life  as  we  have  discovered  is 
already  dead;  and  all  those  hours  which  we  share,  even 
from  the  breasts  of  our  mother,  until  we  return  to  our 
grandmother  the  earth,  are  part  of  our  dying  days ; 
whereof  even  this  is  one,  and  those  that  succeed  are  of  the 
same  nature,  for  we  die  daily:  and  as  others  have  given 
place  to  us,  so  we  must  in  the  end  give  place  to  others. 

LORD  BACON. 


675  Is’t  not  God’s  deed  whatever  thing  is  done 
In  heaven  and  earth?  Did  not  He  all  create 
To  die  again  ? All  ends  that  were  begun, 

Their  times  in  His  eternal  books  of  fate 
Are  written  sure,  and  have  their  certain  date. 

Who  then  can  strive  with  strong  necessity 
That  holds  the  world  in  his  still  changing  state, 

Or  shun  the  death  ordained  by  destiny  ? 

When  the  hour  of  death  is  come,  let  none  ask  whence 
or  why. 
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676  What  do  I fear?  In  former  years 

I should  have  said,  with  faltering  breath, 

The  subject  of  my  deepest  fears, 

The  ill  that  most  I dread,  is  death. 

But  Thou,  my  Saviour,  Thou  hast  blest 
My  fainting  soul  with  strength  at  last : 

Safely  on  Thy  dear  love  I rest, 

Freely  on  Thee  my  sins  I cast. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings 

I rest  me  from  the  world’s  vain  strife ; 

My  soul  to  Thee  securely  clings, 

Who  died  to  give  me  endless  life : 

And  though  at  times  from  death  I shrink 
With  somewhat  of  my  former  fear; 

Soon  on  Thy  goodness  as  I think, 

I see  the  shadows  disappear. 

ANON 

* 


677  Breath  cannot  continue  long,  and  life  cannot  stay 
a moment  behind  it.  Thou  takest  away  their  breath,  they 
die  and  return  to  their  dust.  Life  is  breath  given,  and 
death  is  breath  taken  away.  The  breath  of  man  is  like 
a written  sentence,  in  which  there  are  divers  commas,  or 
short  pauses,  after  which  speedily  follows  a full-stop,  and 
there  is  an  end  of  it.  The  wind  without  us  is  fickle  and 
inconstant  to  a proverb,  and  so  is  that  within  us  too. 
Many  grudge  at  the  shortness  of  life : but  considering  the 
feebleness  of  this  bond,  we  have  more  cause  to  wonder  at 
the  slowness  of  death.  We  hang  every  moment  of  our  life 
over  the  grave,  and  the  gulf  of  eternity,  by  this  slender 
thread  of  our  breath.  But  it  cannot  break,  how  feeble 
soever  it  be,  till  the  time  appointed  be  fully  come.  Oh, 
what  cause  have  we  to  employ  and  spend  that  breath  in 
the  praise  of  the  Lord,  who  works  so  many  daily  wonders 
to  secure  it ! 

FLAVEL. 
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678  There  is  pleasure  enough  in  this  life  to  make  us 
wish  to  live,  and  pain  enough  to  reconcile  us  to  death 
when  we  can  live  no  longer. 


679  Quod  Canynge,  “Tys  a goodlie  thynge 
To  bee  prepared  to  dye, 

And  from  thys  worlde  of  peyne  and  grefe 
To  Godd  in  heaven  to  flye. 

CHATTERTON.  Rmvlty  Poems. 

* 

680  Loosen  yourselves  from  this  body  by  degrees,  as 
we  do  anything  we  would  remove  from  a place  where  it 
sticks  fast.  Gather  up  your  spirits  into  themselves.  Teach 
them  to  look  upon  themselves  as  a distinct  thing.  Inure 
them  to  the  thoughts  of  a dissolution.  Be  continually  as 
if  taking  leave.  Cross  and  disprove  the  common  maxim, 
and  let  your  hearts,  which  they  are  used  to  say  are  wont  to 
die  last,  die  first.  Prevent  death,  and  be  mortified  towards 
every  earthly  thing  beforehand,  that  death  may  have 
nothing  to  kill  but  your  body,  and  that  you  may  not  die 
a double  death  in  one  hour,  and  suffer  the  death  of  your 
body  and  your  love  to  it  both  at  once : much  less  that  this 
should  survive  to  your  greater  and  even  incurable  misery. 
Shake  off  your  bands  and  fetters,  the  terrene  affections 
that  so  closely  confine  you  to  the  house  of  your  bondage, 
and  lift  up  your  heads  in  expectation  of  the  approaching 
jubilee,  the  day  of  your  redemption ; when  you  are  to  go 
out  free  and  enter  into  the  glorious  liberty  of  the  sons  of 
God,  when  you  shall  serve  and  groan  and  complain  no 
longer.  Let  it  be  your  continual  song  and  the  matter  of 
your  daily  praise  that  the  time  of  your  happy  deliverance 
is  hastening  on.  That  ere  long  you  shall  be  absent  from 
the  body,  and  present  with  the  Lord. 

HOWE. 
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68 1 Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul, 

Thou  must  go  forth  alone, 

In  other  scenes,  to  other  worlds, 

That  mortal  hath  not  known. 

Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul, 

To  tread  the  narrow  vale ; 

But  He  whose  word  is  sure  hath  said, 

His  comforts  shall  not  fail. 

Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul, 

Along  the  darksome  way, 

Where  the  bright  sun  has  never  shed 
His  warm  and  gladsome  ray: 

And  yet  the  Sun  of  righteousness 
Shall  rise  amidst  the  gloom, 

And  scatter  from  thy  trembling  gaze 
The  shadows  of  the  tomb. 

Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul, 

To  meet  thy  God  above: 

But  shrink  not ; He  has  said,  my  soul, 

He  is  a God  of  love : 

His  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort  thee 
Across  the  dreary  road, 

Till  thou  shalt  join  the  blessed  ones 
In  Heaven’s  serene  abode. 

MRS.  JEVONS. 


682  The  commendation  of  a bad  thing  is  its  shortnesse, 
of  a good  thing  its  continuance ; it  were  happy  for  the 
dammed  if  their  torments  knew  end,  ’tis  happier  for  the 
saints  that  their  joys  are  eternall.  If  man  that  is  born  of 
a woman  be  full  of  misery,  ’tis  well  that  he  hath  but 
a short  time  to  live:  if  his  life  be  a walk  of  paine,  ’tis 
a blessing  that  his  dayes  are  but  a spanne  long.  Happy 
miseries  that  end  in  joy ; happy  joys  that  know  no  ende  ; 
happy  ende  that  dissolves  to  eternity ! 

ARTHUR  WARWICK 
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683  Death  is  a port  whereby  we  reach  to  joy; 

Life  is  a lake  that  drowneth  all  in  pain ; 
Death  is  so  near,  it  ceaseth  all  annoy; 

Life  is  so  leaved,  that  all  it  yields  is  vain  : 
And  as  by  life  to  bondage  man  was  brought, 
Even  so  likewise  by  death  was  freedom  wrought. 

EARL  OF  SURREY. 


684  Every  human  help  has  failed  when  most  wanted. 
But  blessed  is  he  who  hath  the  God  of  Jacob  for  his  help, 
and  whose  hope  is  in  the  Lord  his  God,  who  made  heaven 
and  earth  and  all  that  therein  is,  who  keepeth  His  promise 
for  ever.  Here  is  the  Christian’s  never-failing  support. 
God,  even  his  covenant  God,  has  promised  to  be  with  him, 
and  to  be  also  to  him  his  Saviour  in  death.  God  Jesus, 
Almighty  to  keep  His  promise  for  ever,  is  his  only  hope, 
living  and  dying,  and  He  is  his  gain  both  in  life  and  death. 
If  he  has  won  Christ,  he  has  lived  to  a blessed  time ; and 
whenever  he  dies,  Christ  will  make  death  his  friend,  and 
will  reconcile  him  to  his  going  to  the  Lord,  which  is  best 
of  all.  To  look  upon  death  as  an  enemy,  to  fear  it,  as  if  it 
could  take  from  us  anything  worth  keeping,  or  as  if  it  did 
not  put  us  into  the  eternal  possession  of  everything  worth 
enjoying,  these  are  views  of  the  resurrection  of  Jesus  very 
dishonourable  to  His  victories,  and  very  injurious  to  our 
interest  in  Him.  He  undertook  to  conquer  death  for  us 
as  our  surety.  He  has  done  it : He  has  swallowed  up 
death  in  victory.  He  has  made  it  our  friend  and  our 
benefactor,  for  He  has  engaged  to  support  us  in  our  last 
moments.  He  never  did,  He  never  can  fail  any  who  put 
their  trust  in  Him : experience  has  confirmed  His  faith- 
fulness in  all  ages.  His  soldiers  whom  He  made  valiant 
in  fight,  a goodly  company  whom  no  one  can  number, 
have  triumphed  gloriously  before  Death,  in  Death,  and 
after  Death. 
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685  He  was  not  born  in  vain  who  dieth  as  he  ought : 
neither  has  he  lived  unprofitably  who  dieth  happily. 

DODSLEY. 


686  I take  it  to  be  as  true  of  the  intellectual  as  of  the 
natural  creation,  that  it  profits  not  a man  if  he  gain  the 
whole  world,  and  lose  his  own  soul.  Let  not  therefore 
philosophy  take  up  our  life,  so  as  not  to  leave  us  leisure 
to  prepare  for  death.  We  may  visit  Athens,  but  we  must 
dwell  at  Jerusalem.  We  may  take  some  turns  at  Par- 
nassus, but  should  more  frequent  Mount  Calvary : and  we 
must  never  so  busy  ourselves  about  the  many  things,  as  to 
forget  the  one  thing  needful,  that  good  part  which  shall 
not  be  taken  away  from  us. 

BOYLE. 


687  I look  upon  death  to  be  as  necessary  to  our  con- 
stitutions as  sleep.  We  shall  rise  refreshed  in  the  morning. 

FRANKLIN. 


688  Let  us  each  day  inure  ourselves  to  die, 

If  this,  and  not  our  fears,  be  truly  death, 

Above  the  circles  both  of  hope  and  faith 
With  fair  immortal  pinions  to  fly  ; 

If  this  be  death,  our  best  part  to  untie, 

By  running  to  the  gaol;  from  lust  and  wrath 
And  every  drowsy  langour  here  beneath, 

To  be  made  deniz’d  citizen  of  sky; 

To  have  more  knowledge  than  all  books  contain, 
All  pleasures  even  surmounting  wishing  power, 
The  fellowship  of  God’s  immortal  train, 

And  these  that  time  nor  force  shall  e’er  devour : 
If  this  be  death,  what  joy,  what  golden  care 
Of  life  can  with  death’s  ugliness  compare  ? 

DRUMMOND 
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689  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o’  th’  sun, 

Nor  the  furious  winter’s  rages ; 

Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

Home  art  gone  and  ta’en  thy  wages  : 

Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must 
As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  frown  o’  th’  great, 

Thou  art  past  the  tyrant’s  stroke  ; 

Care  no  more  to  clothe  and  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak : 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 
All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  lightning  flash, 

Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone  ; 

Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash; 

Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan : 

All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 
Consign  to  thee  and  come  to  dust. 

No  exorciser  harm  thee ! 

Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  ! 

Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee ! 

Nothing  ill  come  near  thee ! 

Quiet  consummation  have; 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave ! 

SHAKESPEARE.  Cymbtline. 

* 

690  But  give  us  immortality,  and  then  even  in  the 
vanity  and  shortness  of  life  there  is  something  cheering. 
How  shall  the  bird  of  passage  mourn  the  rapidity  of  that 
flight  which  but  brings  him  to  the  land  of  genial  spring  ? 
Light  is  that  sorrow  which  is  but  a vista  through  which  we 
behold  regions  of  everlasting  blessedness  where  sorrow 
never  comes. 

JEAN  PAUL  RICHTER. 
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691  How  wise  and  prudent  a thing  to  accommodate 
ourselves  composedly  to  His  pleasure  in  whose  power 
we  are,  and  to  live  as  men  continually  expecting  to  die. 
There  are  bands  of  death  out  of  which,  when  they  once 
take  hold,  we  cannot  free  ourselves.  But  there  are  also 
bands  of  life  not  less  troublesome  or  dangerous.  It  is  our 
great  concern  to  be  daily  by  degrees  loosening  and  dis- 
entangling our  hearts  from  an  ensnaring  world,  and  the 
too  close  embraces  of  an  over-indulged  body.  Tell  them 
resolutely,  I must  leave  you  whensoever  my  great  Lord 
turns  the  key  for  me,  and  I know  not  how  soon  that  must 
be.  It  is  equally  unhappy  and  foolish  to  be  engaged  in 
the  pursuit  of  an  impossibility,  or  in  a war  with  necessity ; 
the  former  whereof  cannot  be  obtained,  the  latter  cannot 
but  overcome.  We  owe  this  much  to  ourselves,  and  to 
the  ease  and  quiet  of  our  own  minds,  to  be  reconciled  at 
all  times  to  that  which  may  befal  us  at  any  time.  How 
confounding  a thing  is  surprisal  by  that  which  we  regret 
and  dread  ! How  unaccountable  and  ignominious  must 
it  be,  to  pretend  to  be  surprised  with  what  we  have  so 
great  reason  always  to  expect,  and  whereof  we  are  so  oft 
forewarned. 


692  One  thrilling  truth  is  known,  that  all  must  die  : 
And  though  high  wisdom  merciful  permits 
All  to  forget  these  tidings  terrible, 

Yet  not  forgets  the  ancient  phantom  dire 
To  seize  and  fling  the  numbered  shaft  that  brings 
To  the  defenceless  bosom  that  last  pain 
That  snaps  the  chords  of  life. 

BALL’S  Creation. 

* 

693  If  I fear  at  all,  I fear  dying — I do  not  fear  death. 

coleripoe. 
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694  In  a world  of  changes  like  the  present,  where 
there  is  so  much  to  excite  attention,  and  so  many  objects 
of  interest  continually  springing  up  around  us,  we  are  apt 
to  overlook  the  ravages  of  death,  and  to  forget  how  rapidly 
our  friends  and  neighbours  are  successively  passing  away 
from  the  busy  scenes  of  life.  One  after  another  in  our 
circle  of  acquaintance  departs,  but  their  place  is  im- 
mediately supplied,  and  fresh  neighbours  and  fresh  friends 
obliterate  from  our  recollection  the  memory  of  those  who 
have  departed,  or  at  least  prevent  us  from  feeling  in  its 
due  solemnity  how  fast  death  is  thinning  the  circle  in 
which  we  move,  and  how  quickly  the  unnoticed  units  which 
he  is  continually  collecting  together,  silently  and  un- 
observed form  a startling  aggregate.  Perhaps  an  hour 
could  scarcely  be  better  occupied  than  in  recalling  the 
names  of  those  who  within  our  own  observation  have  been 
summoned  away : and  if  such  names  were  written  in  a list, 
the  mind  might  be  more  vividly  and  permanently  im- 
pressed. The  contemplation  of  such  a list  would  tend  to 
abate  the  feverish  worldliness  which  is  too  apt  to  obtain 
the  ascendancy  in  our  hearts,  might  deepen  the  feeling  of 
mortality,  and  urge  us  to  a more  diligent  use  of  the 
opportunities  of  life,  and  a more  watchful  preparation  for 
death. 

THE  VISITOR. 


695  The  most  natural  degree  of  entertaining  death 
is  to  look  upon  it  not  only  without  astonishment  but 
without  care,  continuing  the  wonted  course  of  life  even 
into  it. 

MONTAIGNE. 


696  Happy  is  he  who  endeth  the  business  of  life  before 
his  death ; who,  when  the  hour  of  it  cometh,  hath  nothing 
to  do  but  to  die. 

DODSLEY 
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697  O thou  great  God  of  power, 

Thou  God  of  love,  attend 
In  that  decisive  hour, 

When  pain  with  life  shall  end : 
Thou  only  bear  my  burden, 

And  help  my  last  distress; 
And  give  me  back  my  pardon, 
And  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

O for  the  Saviour’s  merit, 

The  forfeiture  restore, 

And  land  my  fainting  spirit 
On  yonder  happy  shore ! 

In  safety  waft  me  over, 

To  harbour  in  Thy  breast; 
And  let  me  there  recover 
My  everlasting  rest. 


698  Many  a poor  man  would  be  happy  to  redeem  at 
the  close  of  life  the  sums  which  in  his  youth  he  has  thrown 
away  ; and  many  an  ignorant  man,  in  the  decay  of  his 
strength,  has  still  more  reason  to  lament  the  time  which 
he  once  neglected,  when  he  might  have  learned  to  become 
wise  unto  salvation.  A slight  excuse  is  enough  for  a man 
whilst  death  seems  distant.  He  quiets  his  conscience  while 
he  says : I am  busy,  I am  hard  working,  I am  constantly 
employed : and  God  is  not  austere ; He  will  not  expect 
much  where  little  has  been  given.  But  this  is  seen  at  last 
to  be  a vain  device  of  Satan,  when  death  actually  comes 
and  finds  the  soul  unprepared  ; much  business  done,  but 
none  of  that  which  was  most  needful,  none  of  that  which 
might  have  been  performed,  if  all  the  fragments  of  time 
had  been  gathered  up  and  employed  for  the  purpose  they 
were  given  to  serve. 

ARCHBISHOP  SUMNER 
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699  Through  sorrow’s  night  and  danger’s  path, 
Amid  the  deepening  gloom, 

We  soldiers  of  an  injured  king 
Are  marching  to  the  tomb. 

There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more, 

And  all  our  powers  decay. 

Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 
Shall  sleep  the  years  away. 

Our  labours  done,  securely  laid 
In  this  our  last  retreat, 

Unheeded  o’er  our  silent  dust 
The  storms  of  life  shall  beat. 

Yet  not  thus  lifeless,  thus  inane, 

The  vital  spark  shall  lie ; 

For  o’er  life’s  wreck  that  spark  shall  rise, 
To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

These  ashes  too,  this  little  dust, 

Our  Father’s  care  shall  keep; 

Till  the  last  angel  rise  and  break 
The  long  and  dreary  sleep. 

Then  love’s  soft  dew  o’er  every  eye 
Shall  shed  its  mildest  rays, 

And  the  long  silent  dust  shall  burst 
With  shouts  of  endless  praise. 


IT.  KIRKE  WHITE. 


700  We  know  God  will  bring  us  to  death,  and  it  is 
our  great  concern  to  be  ready  for  it. 


M.  HENRY. 


701  It  is  impossible  that  anything  so  natural,  so  ne- 
cessary, and  so  universal  as  death,  should  ever  have  been 
designed  by  Providence  as  an  evil  to  mankind. 

SWIFT. 
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702  There  is  nothing  more  certaine  than  death ; 
nothing  more  uncertaine  than  the  time  of  dying.  I will 
therefore  be  prepared  for  that  at  all  times,  which  may 
come  at  any  time,  must  come  at  one  time  or  another. 
I shall  not  hasten  my  death  by  being  still  ready,  but 
sweeten  it.  It  makes  me  not  die  the  sooner  but  the 
better. 

WARWICK.  Spare  Minutes. 

* 

703  Arise,  my  soul,  arise, 

Sing  with  thy  latest  breath 
Christ’s  conquest  over  death. 

Arise,  my  soul  arise, 

Sing  it  unto  the  skies, 

Sing  it  over  the  earth,  and  under: 

There,  ’mongst  the  myriad  graves 
Of  kings  and  slaves 
Let  the  song  pierce  their  urns  asunder. 

Arise,  our  souls,  arise, 

In  heaven  the  angel  band 
Stand  ready,  in  each  hand 
A palm  to  wave : 

On  earth  a listening  throng 
Wait  the  redeeming  song. 

Their  souls  to  save. 

Below  all  silently 

The  dead  attend  the  cry, 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

The  branches  wave, 

Our  Lord  hath  risen  on  high, 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

The  dust  beneath  stirs  while  we  sing, 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

Arise,  our  souls,  arise. 

SARAH  FLOWER  ADAMS. 
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704  What  is  Death  ? 

A sleep  that  ends  our  mortal  pain, 

But  bids  us  wake  to  live  again; 

A cherub  fair  with  placid  mien, 

A welcome  visitor  unseen ; 

» 

The  harbinger  of  rest  and  peace, 

Of  gladness  that  shall  never  cease; 

A bark  that  bears  our  souls  away 
To  realms  of  light  and  cloudless  day; 

A path  that  faith  delights  to  tread, 

O’er  which  her  light  is  sweetly  shed  ; 

That  leads  from  mortal  woe  and  strife, 

To  everlasting  joy  and  life ; 

A blessing  sent  us  from  on  high, 

The  passage  to  eternity — 

And  such  is  Death. 

MRS.  SANDFORD. 

* 

705  Through  the  Redeemer’s  sacrifice  death  becomes 
to  the  Christian  as  one  in  a various  catalogue  of  things, 
which  must  work  together  for  his  good.  So  complete 
indeed  is  the  atonement  which  has  been  made  for  human 
guilt,  that  the  Father  might  cause  our  spirits  to  be  en- 
lightened and  sanctified  at  once,  and  our  bodies  to  pass  at 
once  into  heaven  without  tasting  of  death,  were  such  His 
pleasure.  But  the  wisdom  which  has  determined  that  our 
victory  over  spiritual  death  should  be  by  means  of  a 
various  and  protracted  warfare,  has  arranged  that  victory 
over  natural  death  should  be  through  the  passage  of  the 
grave.  Thus  a new  character  attaches  to  this  event  when 
Viewed  in  connection  with  the  second  Adam,  instead  of 
being  regarded  merely  in  relation  to  the  first.  From  the 
one,  this  enemy  derives  all  that  power  which  has  rendered 
him  the  king  of  terrors : by  the  other,  the  foe  has  been 
deprived  of  his  main  strength,  and  rendered  comparatively 
and  ultimately  harmless. 

RF.V.  H.  VAUGHAN 
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706  Where  do  the  dead  find  rest  ? Where  they  are  sleeping 
Beneath  thy  waters,  melancholy  sea  ? 

Say,  are  their  spirits  still  in  thy  stern  keeping? 

Ah,  no ; thy  waves  in  music  answer  me, 

They  rest  not  here. 

In  dim  cathedral  aisles,  where  night-winds  sighing 
Stir  the  old  banners,  waving  ’mid  the  gloom  ? 

There  gallant  knights  ’neath  sculptured  stone  are  lying, 
And  yet  a still  voice  echoes  from  each  tomb, 
They  rest  not  here. 

Where  graves  are  green,  and  summer  sunshine  falleth 
On  moss  and  flowers  and  through  .the  rustling  trees, 

Where  earth  with  smiles  her  weary  one  recalleth  ? 
Still  the  soft  murmur  floateth  on  the  breeze, 

They  rest  not  here. 

Peace  dwelleth  not  in  tombs : there  only  lieth 
The  empty  casket  that  contained  the  gem : 

Far,  far  from  earth  the  ransomed  spirit  flieth, 

By  angels  welcomed,  evermore  with  them 
To  be  at  rest. 

* 

707  There  is  not  one  way  appointed  to  us,  by  the 
divine  providence,  unto  our  common  blessedness : one  hath 
more  pain ; another  hath  more  speed  ; violence  snatcheth 
away  one ; another,  by  an  insensible  pace,  draws  every 
day  nearer  to  his  term : the  wisdom  and  goodness  of  God 
magnifies  itself  in  both.  Happy  is  he  that,  after  due  pre- 
paration, is  passed  through  the  gates  of  death  ere  he  be 
aware.  Happy  is  he,  that  by  the  holy  use  of  long  sick- 
ness is  taught  to  see  the  gates  of  death  afar  off,  and  ad- 
dressed for  a resolute  passage : the  one  dies  like  Elijah, 
the  other  like  Elisha,  both  blessedly. 

BISHOP  HALL. 
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708  More  oft  than  once  Death  whisper’d  in  mine  ear, 
Grave  what  thou  hearest  in  diamond  and  gold; 

I am  that  monarch  whom  all  monarchs  fear, 

Who  have  in  dust  their  far-stretch’d  pride  uproll’d. 
All,  all  is  mine  beneath  moon’s  silver  sphere, 

And  nought  save  Virtue,  can  my  power  withhold : 
This  not  believ’d  experience  true  thee  told, 

By  danger  late  when  I to  thee  came  near. 

As  bugbear  then  my  visage  I did  shew, 

That  of  my  horrors  thou  right  use  might’st  make, 
And  a more  sacred  path  of  living  take: 

Now  still  walk  armed  for  my  ruthless  blow ; 

Trust  flattering  time  no  more ; redeem  time  past, 
And  live  each  day  as  if  it  were  thy  last. 

DRUMMOND. 


709  It  were  your  wisdom  to  read  your  account  book, 
and  to  have  in  readiness  your  business,  against  the  time 
you  come  to  death’s  water-side. 


RUTHERFORD. 


710  If  there  be  a moment  when  Christ  and  salvation, 
death,  judgment,  heaven  and  hell,  appear  more  than  ever 
to  be  momentous  subjects  of  meditation,  it  is  that  which 
brings  us  to  the  side  of  a coffin  containing  the  body  of 
a departed  believer : and  while  we  think  of  mortality,  sin, 
death,  and  the  grave,  we  feel  the  prayer  rise  in  our  bosom, 
“ O let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last 
end  be  like  his.” 

REV.  LEGH  RICHMOND. 


71 1  When  I die,  I shall  have  my  greatest  grief,  and 
my  greatest  joy:  my  greatest  grief,  that  I have  done  so 
little  for  Christ ; my  greatest  joy,  that  Christ  hath  done  so 
much  for  me. 

GRIMSHAW. 
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712  The  hour  is  coming — and  it  is  a fearful  and  solemn 
hour  even  to  the  wisest  and  the  best — the  hour  is  coming 
when  we  must  bid  adieu  to  the  scenes  which  please  us, 
to  the  families  we  love,  to  the  friends  we  esteem.  Whether 
we  think  it  or  not,  that  body  which  is  now  warm  and 
active  with  life,  shall  be  cold  and  motionless  in  death; 
the  countenance  must  be  pale,  the  eye  must  be  closed, 
the  voice  must  be  silenced,  the  senses  must  be  destroyed, 
the  whole  appearance  must  be  changed  by  the  remorseless 
hand  of  our  last  enemy.  We  may  banish  the  remembrance 
of  the  weakness  of  our  human  nature,  we  may  tremble  at 
the  prospect  of  dissolution ; but  our  reluctance  to  reflect 
upon  it,  and  our  attempts  to  drive  it  from  our  recollection, 
are  in  vain.  We  know  that  we  are  sentenced  to  die,  and 
although  we  sometimes  succeed  in  casting  off  for  a season 
the  conviction  of  this  unwelcome  truth,  we  never  can 
entirely  remove  it.  The  reflection  haunts  us  still,  it  attends 
us  in  solitude,  it  follows  us  into  society,  it  lies  down  with 
us  at  night,  it  awakes  with  us  in  the  morning.  The  irre- 
vocable doom  has  passed  upon  us,  and  too  well  do  we 
know  it.  Dust  thou  art,  and  unto  dust  thou  shalt  return. 

TOWNSHEND. 

* 

713  If  our  hopes  and  joys  centre  in  this  world,  it  is 
a mortifying  thought  that  we  are  every  day  departing  from 
our  happiness : but  if  they  are  fixed  above,  it  is  a joy  to 
think  that  we  are  every  day  drawing  nearer  to  the  object 
of  our  highest  wishes. 

MASON.  On  Self-Knowledge. 

* 

714  You  cannot  repent  too  soon.  There  is  no  day 
like  to-day.  Yesterday  is  gone : to-morrow  is  God’s,  not 
yours.  And  think  how  sad  it  will  be  to  have  your  evidence 
to  seek,  when  your  cause  is  to  be  tried ; to  have  your  oil  to 
buy,  when  you  should  have  it  to  burn. 

REV.  J.  MASON. 
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715  I might  say  much  of  the  commodities  that  Death 
can  sell  a man : but  briefly  Death  is  a friend  of  ours ; and 
he  that  is  not  ready  to  entertain  him  is  not  at  home. 
Whilst  I am,  my  ambition  is  not  to  foreflow  the  tide : I 
have  but  so  to  make  my  interest  of  it  as  I may  account  for 
it.  I would  wish  nothing  but  what  would  better  my  days, 
nor  desire  any  greater  place  than  the  front  of  a good 
opinion.  I make  not  love  to  the  continuance  of  days,  but 
to  the  goodness  of  them  ; nor  wish  to  die,  but  refer  myself 
to  my  hour,  which  the  great  Disposer  of  all  things  hath 
appointed  me.  Yet  as  I am  frail,  and  suffered  for  the  first 
fault,  were  it  given  me  to  choose,  I should  not  be  earnest 
to  see  the  evening  of  my  age;  that  extremity  of  itself 
being  a disease,  and  a mere  return  unto  infancy : so  that  if 
perpetuity  of  life  might  be  given  to  me,  I should  think 
what  the  Greek  poet  said.  Such  an  age  is  a mortal  evil : 
and  since  I must  needs  be  dead,  I require  it  may  not  be 
done  before  my  enemies,  that  I be  not  stript  before  I be 
cold,  but  before  my  friends.  The  night  was  even  now; 
but  that  name  is  lost ; it  is  not  now  late  but  early.  Mine 
eyes  begin  to  discharge  their  watch  and  compound  with 
this  fleshly  weakness  for  a time  of  perpetual  rest;  and  I 
shall  presently  be  as  happy  for  a few  hours  as  I had  died 
the  first  hour  I was  born. 


LORD  BACON. 


Life  is  a torrid  day, 

Parched  with  the  dust  and  sun; 
And  death’s  the  calm  cool  night 
When  the  weary  day  is  done. 


MISS  LANDON. 


717  Those  whose  conversation  in  the  world  is  truly 
holy,  shall  find  their  removal  out  of  it  truly  happy. 


MATTHEW  HENRY. 
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718  Spring  time  is  beautiful;  and  sweet  and  fair 
The  flowers  that  open  to  its  genial  air; 

But  read  we  not  the  record  graven  there, 

Lent,  but  not  given. 

Summer  is  sweet  and  beautiful  and  gay, 

At  rosy  dawn,  bright  noon,  and  close  of  day; 

Each  following  each,  Ah,  list  their  parting  lay, 
Lent,  but  not  given. 

And  youth,  O fair  and  jocund  is  its  prime, 

How  full  of  promise  is  the  buoyant  time! 

But  hark  its  dying  knell!  says  not  that  chime, 
Lent,  but  not  given. 

And  beauty,  transient  as  all  earthly  things, 

Sparkles  awhile,  then  on  time’s  noiseless  wings 
Takes  flight,  and  at  the  parting  moment  sings, 
Lent,  but  not  given. 

O cling  not  thou  to  aught  on  earth  below, 

But  let  each  moment  of  thy  life  avow 
Thou  knowest  all,  how  bright  soe’er  its  glow, 

Is  lent,  not  given. 

Then  when  the  Mighty  One  demands  His  own, 
Thou  may’st  in  faith  mortality  lay  down, 

And  at  His  hand  receive  a fadeless  crown, 

Not  lent,  but  given. 

CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  MAGAZINE. 

* 

719  I saw  the  leaves  gliding  down  a brook, 

Swift  the  brook  ran,  and  bright  the  sun  burn’d ; 
The  sere  and  the  verdant,  the  same  course  they  took, 
And  sped  gaily  and  fast,  but  they  never  return’d  : 
And  I thought  how  the  years  of  a man  pass  away, 
Threescore  and  ten,  and  then  where  are  they? 

HENRY  NEELE. 
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720  Gather  ripe  fruits,  O Death, 

Strew  not  the  pathway  of  the  tomb  with  flowers ; 
Invade  not  childhood  with  thy  withering  breath ; 
Pass  on,  and  touch  not  youth’s  bright  sunny  bowers. 

There  are  enough  for  thee 
Of  hearts  that  long  for  thy  serene  repose; 

That  fain  among  the  lowly  laid  would  be, 

Pierced  deep  with  festering  wounds  that  will  not  close. 

Go  to  the  desolate, 

Whom  thou  hast  robbed  of  every  star-bright  thing, 
On  whom  the  smiles  of  hope  no  longer  wait, 

Whose  loves  have  passed  upon  the  morning  wing. 

Go  to  the  wearied  frame, 

That  seeks  to  slumber  on  the  grave’s  cold  breast, 
That  finds  life’s  pleasures  but  an  empty  name, 

And  longs  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest. 

Go  to  the  saints  of  God, 

Whose  souls  are  weary  of  the  world  and  sin, 

Who  fain  would  tread  the  path  their  Saviour  trod, 
And  greet  the  tomb  that  lets  heaven’s  glories  in. 

Take  these,  take  these  to  rest, 

But  smite  not  childhood  in  its  mirthful  play ; 

Snatch  not  the  infant  from  its  mother’s  breast, 

Steal  not  the  loved  and  loving  ones  away. 

Gather  ripe  fruits,  O Death, 

Strew  not  the  pathway  of  the  tomb  with  flowers ; 
Invade  not  childhood  with  thy  withering  breath, 
Pass  on,  and  touch  not  youth’s  bright  fragrant  bowers. 

THOS.  RAGG. 

* 


721  Death  is  a commingling  of  eternity  with  time:  in 
the  death  of  a good  man,  eternity  is  seen  looking  through 
time. 

GOETHE. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


246 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


722  Though  pillowed  on  the  bed  of  death, 

This  fainting  body  lies, 

To  Thee,  dear  Lord,  my  latest  breath 
In  holy  song  shall  rise. 

How  sweet  to  feel  that  Thou  art  near 
When  earthly  comforts  flee  ; 

And  sweeter  still,  to  find  all  fear 
Dispelled  by  smiles  from  Thee. 

O Lord,  my  refuge  and  my  tower, 

Thy  wings  of  love  extend ; 

O bear  me  up  in  this  dread  hour, 

And  keep  me  to  the  end. 

How  long,  how  long,  my  God,  why  stay 
Thy  chariot  wheels  so  long  ? 

My  soul  would  wing  its  rapid  way 
To  join  the  immortal  throng. 

Nor  pains  nor  sorrows  damp  the  lays 
Their  grateful  spirits  sing; 

No  gloomy  cloud  obscures  the  rays 
That  shine  around  their  King. 

Then  narrow  though  the  road  to  bliss, 

And  darksome  be  the  grave. 

If  Jesus  whispers  I am  His, 

I'll  trust  His  power  to  save. 

REV  W G MOORE 

* 

723  Whatever  view  you  may  take  of  death,  you  may 
connect  salvation  with  it.  Its  agonies  prepare  you  for  the 
joys  of  salvation,  and  its  separations  are  followed  by  inter- 
course with  the  Saviour. 

BELFRAGE. 

* 

724  None  happy  call  in  this  uncertain  state: 

Death  only  sets  us  safe  beyond  the  reach  of  fate. 

OVID 
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725  With  these  blessings,  the  mourner  feels  relief 
under  the  anticipations  of  death,  under  the  loss  of  friends, 
the  disappointments,  separations,  and  sicknesses  of  this 
mortal  life.  The  thought  of  Christ’s  death  and  resurrec- 
tion takes  off  the  fearful  character  of  his  own  dissolution. 
The  thought  of  pardon,  peace,  reconciliation ; the  thought 
of  a brief  sleep  only  after  the  termination  of  this  life ; the 
thought  of  Jesus  coming  again,  and  bringing  with  Him  all 
them  that  have  slept  in  Him ; the  thought  of  all  the  faith- 
ful being  united  in  one  company,  and  entering  the  glorious 
abode  with  Him ; the  thought  of  being  ever  with  the  Lord, 
this  softens  and  mollifies  the  otherwise  fearful  meditation 
of  death  and  judgment.  The  humble  foresight  of  the 
blessings  on  the  other  bank  of  Jordan  makes  him  forget, 
like  Moses  on  the  mount  of  Pisgah,  the  intervening  pains 
and  separations,  and  long  to  pass  over  into  the  good  land. 
Thus  the  child  of  sorrow  is  in  the  way  to  obtain  abiding 
consolation  under  the  thought  of  death. 

DR.  WILSON,  Bishop  of  Calcutta. 

* 

726  Oh ! just  when  Thou  shalt  please  would  I depart, 
My  Father  and  my  God ! I would  not  choose, 

E’en  if  I might,  the  moment  to  unloose 

The  bonds  which  bind  my  weak  and  worthless  heart 

From  its  bright  home:  so  I but  have  a part, 

However  humble,  there ; it  matters  not 

Or  long  or  short  my  pilgrimage;  my  lot 

Joyful  or  joyless;  if  the  flowers  may  start 

Where’er  I tread,  or  thorns  obstruct  my  path. 

I look  not  at  the  present: — many  years 
Are  but  so  many  moments,  though  of  tears : 

My  soul’s  bright  home  a lovelier  aspect  hath ; — 
And  if  it  surely  shall  be  mine, — and  then, 

For  ever  mine ! it  matters  little  when. 

T.  R.  TAYLOR. 
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727  If  there’s  an  hereafter — 

And  that  there  is,  conscience,  uninfluenced, 

And  suffered  to  speak  out,  tells  every  man — 
Then  it  must  be  an  awful  thing  to  die ! 


BLAIR. 


728  Take  them,  O Death!  and  bear  away 
Whatever  thou  canst  call  thine  own; 

Thine  image,  stamped  upon  this  clay, 

Doth  give  thee  that, — but  that  alone ! 

Take  them,  O Grave!  and  let  them  lie 
Folded,  upon  thy  narrow  shelves, 

As  garments  by  the  soul  laid  by, 

And  precious  only  to  ourselves! 

Take  them,  O great  Eternity ! 

Our  little  life  is  but  a gust, 

That  bends  the  branches  of  thy  tree, 

And  trails  its  blossoms  in  the  dust! 

LONGFELLOW. 

* 

729  The  death  of  the  righteous  is  like  the  descending 
of  ripe  and  wholesome  fruits  from  a pleasant  and  florid 
tree. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


730  Angels  of  life  and  death  alike  are  His; 

Without  His  leave  they  pass  no  threshold  o’er ; 
Who  then  would  wish  or  dare,  believing  this, 
Against  His  messengers  to  shut  the  door? 

LONGFELLOW. 


731  What  is  death  but  a ceasing  to  be  what  we  were 
before  ? We  are  kindled  and  put  out,  we  die  daily : nature 
that  begot  us,  expels  us,  and  a better  and  a safer  place  is 
provided  for  us. 

SENECA 
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732  What  is  death 

To  him  that  meets  it  with  an  upright  heart? 

A quiet  haven,  where  his  shatter’d  bark 
Harbours  secure  till  the  rough  storm  is  past : 
Perhaps  a passage,  overhung  with  clouds 
But  at  its  entrance : a few  leagues  beyond 
Opening  to  kinder  skies,  and  milder  suns, 

And  seas  pacific  as  the  soul  that  seeks  them. 

HURDIS. 

•I* 

733  Death  opens  the  gate  of  fame,  and  shuts  the  gate 
of  envy  after  it : it  unlooses  the  chain  of  the  captive,  and 
puts  the  bondsman’s  task  into  another  man’s  hand. 

STERNE. 


734  I was  born  to  die : 

’Tis  but  expanding  thought,  and  life  is  nothing. 
Ages  and  generations  pass  away, 

And  with  resistless  force,  like  waves  o’er  waves, 
Rolls  down  the  irrevocable  stream  of  time, 

Into  the  insatiate  ocean  of  for-ever. 

ROWE. 


735  There  is  one  important  law  of  nature  which  we 
should  never  lose  sight  of;  I mean  that  of  the  ripening 
for  death.  Death  is  not  a break  in  existence  ; it  is  but  an 
intermediate  circumstance,  a transition  from  one  form  of 
our  finite  existence  to  another.  The  moment  of  maturity 
for  death  cannot  be  decided  by  any  human  wisdom  or 
inward  feeling ; and  to  attempt  to  do  so  would  be  nothing 
better  than  the  vain  rashness  of  human  pride.  That 
decision  can  only  be  made  by  Him  who  can  at  once  look 
back  through  our  whole  course ; and  both  reason  and  duty 
require  that  we  should  leave  the  hour  to  Him,  and  never 
rebel  against  His  decrees  by  a single  impatient  wish. 

VON  HUMBOLDT. 
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736  O death!  thou  strange  mysterious  power,  seen 
every  day,  yet  never  understood  but  by  the  uncommuni- 
cative dead  : What  art  thou  ? 


737  That  awful,  that  tremendous  day, 

Whose  coming  who  shall  tell  ? For  as  a thief, 
Unheard,  unseen,  it  steals  with  silent  pace 
Through  night’s  dark  gloom.  Perhaps,  as  here  I sit 
And  rudely  carol  these  incondite  lays, 

Soon  shall  the  hand  be  checked,  and  dumb  the  mouth 
That  lisps  the  faltering  strain.  O may  it  ne’er 
Intrude  unwelcome  on  an  ill-spent  hour; 

But  find  me  wrapt  in  meditations  high, 

Hymning  my  great  Creator! 

HODGSON. 

738  Men  in  general  do  not  live  as  if  they  looked  to 
die;  and  therefore  do  not  die  as  if  they  looked  to  live. 

MANTON. 

* 

739  He  that  always  waits  upon  God  is  ready  whenso- 
ever He  calls.  Neglect  not  to  set  your  accounts  even.  He 
is  a happy  man  who  so  lives  as  that  death  at  all  times 
may  find  him  at  leisure  to  die. 


740  A Christian  who  lives  as  he  ought,  is  better  forti- 
fied with  arguments  against  the  fear  of  death  than  any 
other  person  can  be. 


CHARRON. 


741  Death  has  no  terrors  for  me ; it  is  an  event 
I always  look  to  with  cheerfulness,  if  not  with  pleasure : 
and  be  assured,  the  subject  is  more  grateful  to  me  than 
any  other. 


JOHN  HOWARD. 
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742  The  glories  of  our  blood  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things: 

There  is  no  armour  against  fate: 

Death  lays  his  icy  hands  on  kings; 

Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down, 

And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 

With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

Some  men  with  swords  may  reap  the  field, 

And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  they  kill; 

But  their  strong  nerves  at  last  must  yield, 

They  tame  but  one  another  still : 

Early  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate, 

And  must  give  up  their  murmuring  breath 
When  they,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 

The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow; 

Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds : 
Upon  Death’s  purple  altar  now, 

See  where  the  victor — victim  bleeds: 

All  heads  must  come 
To  the  cold  tomb; 

Only  the  actions  of  the  just 

Smell  sweet,  and  blossom  in  the  dust. 

SHIRLEY. 

* 


743  It  is  not  wonderful  that  the  contemplation  and 
fear  of  death  become  more  familiar  to  us  as  we  ap- 
proach nearer  to  it ; that  life  seems  to  ebb  with  the  decay 
of  blood  and  youthful  spirits ; and  that  as  we  find  every- 
thing about  us  subject  to  chance  and  change,  as  our 
strength  and  beauty  die,  as  our  hopes  and  passions,  our 
friends  and  our  affections  leave  us,  we  begin  by  degrees 
to  feel  ourselves  mortal. 

HAZLITT 
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744  The  more  we  sink  into  the  infirmities  of  age,  the 
nearer  we  are  to  immortal  youth.  All  people  are  young 
in  the  other  world.  That  state  is  an  eternal  spring,  ever 
fresh  and  flourishing.  Now  to  pass  from  midnight  into 
noon  on  the  sudden ; to  be  decrepit  one  minute  and  all 
spirit  and  activity  the  next,  must  be  a desirable  change. 
To  call  this  dying  is  an  abuse  of  language. 

JEREMY  COLLIER. 

* 

745  What  is  death  ? — oh  ! what  is  death  ? 

’Tis  the  snapping  of  the  chain, — 

’Tis  the  breaking  of  the  bowl, — 

’Tis  relief  from  every  pain, — 

’Tis  freedom  to  the  soul : — 

’Tis  the  setting  of  the  sun, 

To  rise  again  to-morrow, 

A brighter  course  to  run, 

Nor  sink  again  to  sorrow. 

Such  is  death ! — yes,  such  is  death  ! 

What  is  death  ? — oh  ! what  is  death  ? 

’Tis  slumber  to  the  weary, — 

’Tis  rest  to  the  forlorn; — 

’Tis  shelter  to  the  dreary, — 

’Tis  peace  amid  the  storm; — 

’Tis  the  entrance  to  our  home, — 

’Tis  the  passage  to  that  God 
Who  bids  His  children  come 
When  their  weary  course  is  trod. 

Such  is  death  ! — yes,  such  is  death ! 


746  Life’s  evening,  we  may  rest  assured,  will  take  its 
character  from  the  day  which  has  preceded  it:  and  if  we 
would  close  our  career  in  the  comfort  of  religious  hope,  we 
must  prepare  for  it  by  early  and  continuous  religious  habit. 

SHUTTLEWORTH. 
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747  The  death-bed  of  the  just  is  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hand — it  merits  a divine: 

Angels  should  paint  it, — angels  ever  there, — 
There  on  a post  of  honour  and  of  joy. 

A death-bed’s  a detector  of  the  heart; — 
Here  tired  dissimulation  drops  her  mask ; 
Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  death. 


YOUNG. 


748  Whatever  stress  some  may  lay  upon  it,  a death- 
bed repentance  is  but  a weak  and  slender  plank  to  trust 
our  all  upon. 


STERNE. 


749  How  short  is  human  life!  the  very  breath 
Which  frames  my  words,  accelerates  my  death. 

HANNAH  MORE. 

* 

750  We  must  never  venture  to  wander  far  from  God 
upon  the  presumption  that  death  is  far  enough  from  us; 
but  rather,  in  the  very  height  of  our  jollity,  w*e  should 
endeavour  to  remember  that  they  who  feast  themselves 
to-day,  may  themselves  prove  feasts  for  the  worms  to- 
morrow. 

BOYLE. 


751  The  sands  are  number’d  that  make  up  my  life: 
Here  must  I stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end. 

SHAKESPEARE. 


752  Could  we  but  know  one  in  a hundred  of  the  close 
approachings  of  the  skeleton,  we  should  lead  a life  of 
perpetual  shudder.  Often  and  often  do  his  bony  fingers 
almost  clutch  our  throat,  or  his  foot  is  put  out  to  give  us 
a cross  buttock.  But  a saving  arm  pulls  him  back,  ere  we 
have  seen  so  much  as  his  shadow. 

PROFESSOR  WILSON. 
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Life  is  vainly  short, 

A very  dream  of  being : and  when  death 

Has  quench’d  this  finer  flame  that  moves  the  heart, 

Beyond  is  all  oblivion,  as  waste  night 

That  knows  no  following  dawn,  where  we  shall  be 

As  we  had  never  been : the  present,  then, 

Is  only  ours. 


754  Hast  thou  seen  with  life  incessant, 

Bubbles  gliding  under  ice, 

Bodied  forth  and  evanescent, 

No  one  knows  by  what  device? 

Such  are  thoughts.  A wind-swept  meadow, 
Mimicking  a troubled  sea; 

Such  is  life ! and  death  a shadow 
From  the  rock  eternity. 

WORDSWORTH. 

* 

755  Strong  Son  of  God,  immortal  Love, 

Whom  we,  that  have  not  seen  Thy  face, 

By  faith,  and  faith  alone,  embrace, 

Believing  where  we  cannot  prove ; 

Thine  are  these  orbs  of  light  and  shade; 

Thou  madest  Life  in  man  and  brute  ; 

Thou  madest  Death;  and  lo,  Thy  foot 
Is  on  the  skull  which  Thou  hast  made. 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  us  in  the  dust : 

Thou  madest  man,  he  knows  not  why; 

He  thinks  he  was  not  made  to  die; 

And  Thou  hast  made  him  : Thou  art  just. 

TENNYSON. 


756  Of  true  peace  in  death  there  is  no  possibility  but 
by  being  in  Christ. 


CHEEVER. 
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757  When  we  have  numbered  all  our  years, 
And  stand  at  length  on  Jordan’s  brink; 
Though  the  flesh  fail  with  mortal  fears, 
O let  not  then  the  spirit  sink: 

But  strong  in  faith  in  hope  and  love, 
Plunge  through  the  stream  to  rise  above. 


MONTGOMERY. 


758  The  last  method  of  Providence  to  reclaim  us,  and 
make  us  know  ourselves,  is  Death.  When  this  sad  spec- 
tacle holds  the  glass  and  shews  our  ghastly  face,  then  to 
our  sorrow  we  shall  see  of  what  we  are  made,  and  to  what 
we  must  return.  When  this  body  of  ours,  upon  which  we 
have  bestowed  so  much  pains  at  the  expense  of  our  pre- 
cious souls,  is  now  sinking  into  nothing,  how  will  all  our 
pride  and  pleasure  die  before  us ! We  shall  then  be  con- 
vinced that  we  must  die  like  men,  and  soon  become  dust 
and  ashes.  To  what  purpose  then  should  we  contrive 
mighty  projects  and  lay  vast  designs,  when  death  may 
overtake  us  in  the  midst  of  our  vanity,  and  stifle  our 
ambition  in  the  birth  ? Alas,  what  a tame  inoffensive 
thing  is  man,  when  death  has  laid  his  hands  upon  him ! 
The  very  apprehension  of  death  checks  our  extravagance, 
allays  our  heats,  subdues  our  unruly  wills,  suppresses  our 
vicious  affections,  and  brings  our  minds  into  temper,  and 
our  hearts  into  a proper  frame.  But  then  we  must  have 
these  apprehensions  of  death  in  time,  lest  it  be  too  late, 
lest  it  does  not  lead  us  to  a new  life,  but  carry  us  to 
a dreadful  judgment,  where  we  shall  be  made  to  know 
ourselves  to  our  eternal  sorrow  and  shame. 

BISHOP  HICKMAN. 


O to  die  honoured,  who  would  fear  to  die? 
They  die  in  fear,  who  live  in  villainy. 

MARSTON. 
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760  At  death  we  shall  lie  down  in  the  grave,  as  on  our 
bed,  we  shall  lie  down  in  the  dust.  To  those  who  die  in  sin 
and  impenitence,  the  grave  is  a dungeon ; their  iniquities, 
which  are  upon  their  bones  and  which  lie  down  with  them, 
make  it  so : but  to  those  who  die  in  Christ,  who  die  in 
faith,  it  is  a bed,  a bed  of  rest,  where  there  are  no  tossings 
to  and  fro  until  the  dawning  of  the  day,  as  sometimes  there 
are  upon  the  easiest  beds  we  have  in  this  world : where 
there  is  no  danger  of  being  scared  with  dreams,  and 
terrified  with  visions  of  the  night.  There  is  no  being 
chastened  with  pain  on  that  bed,  or  the  multitude  of  the 
bones  with  strong  pain.  It  is  the  privilege  of  those  who 
while  they  live  walk  in  their  uprightness,  that  when  they 
die  they  enter  into  peace  and  rest  in  their  beds.  Holy 
Job  comforts  himself  with  this  in  the  midst  of  his  agonies, 
that  he  shall  shortly  make  his  bed  in  the  darkness,  and  be 
easy  there.  It  is  a bed  of  roses,  a bed  of  spices  to  all 
believers  ever  since  He  lay  in  it  who  is  the  rose  of  Sharon 
and  the  lily  of  the  valley. 

Say  then  of  thy  grave  as  thou  dost  of  thy  bed  at  night, 
There  the  weary  are  at  rest ; with  this  farther  consolation, 
that  thou  shalt  not  only  rest  there,  but  rise  thence  shortly 
abundantly  refreshed,  shalt  be  called  up  to  meet  the 
Beloved  of  thy  soul  and  to  be  for  ever  with  Him  ; shalt  rise 
to  a day  which  will  not  renew  thy  cares  as  every  day  on 
earth  does,  but  secure  to  thee  unmixed  and  everlasting 
joys.  How  comfortably  may  we  lie  down  at  night,  if  such 
thoughts  as  these  lie  with  us ; and  how  comfortably  may 
we  lie  down  at  death,  if  we  have  accustomed  ourselves  to 
such  thoughts  as  these. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

* 

761  There  is  an  absolute  necessity,  that  near  eternity 
we  look  ere  we  leap,  seeing  no  man  winneth  back  again  to 
mend  his  leap. 

RUTHERFORD.  Letter  to  Lady  Ken  mure. 
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762  Our  dying  is  a being  called  away  by  God  : no  one 
dies  by  chance ; but  at  the  moment  when  he  ought  to  die, 
and  neither  sooner  or  later.  “All  our  days,”  says  the 
Scripture,  “are  written  in  His  book.”  “Is  there  not  an 
appointed  time,”  exclaims  Job,  “for  man  upon  earth  ?” 

KRUMMACHER. 

* 

763  There  is  no  passion  in  the  mind  of  man  so  weak 
but  it  mates  and  masters  the  fear  of  death,  and  therefore 
death  is  no  such  terrible  enemy,  when  a man  hath  so 
many  attendants  about  him  that  can  win  the  combat  of 
him.  Revenge  triumphs  over  death;  Love  slights  it; 
Honour  aspireth  to  it;  Grief  flieth  to  it;  Fear  preoc- 
cupateth  it. 

LORD  BACON. 


764  Death  is  now  conquered  and  disarmed,  and  cannot 
hurt  us.  It  indeed  separates  us  from  the  body  for  a while, 
but  this  only  in  order  to  our  receiving  it  far  more  pure  and 
glorious.  Let  us  therefore  no  longer  possess  this  hope  of 
the  resurrection  unto  life,  or  else  with  more  courage  expect 
our  own  dissolution,  and  with  greater  patience  bear  that 
of  our  friends  and  relations.  Let  us  not  fear  to  go  down  in 
the  house  of  rottenness,  to  lie  down  in  the  dust : for  when 
God  destroys  this  house  of  clay,  He  will  raise  it  again 
infinitely  more  splendid  and  glorious.  Let  us  take  care  so 
to  live,  as  that  we  be  worthy  to  obtain  the  other  world, 
and  the  resurrection  of  the  dead.  Let  us  in  a moral  sense 
rise  from  the  death  of  sin  to  the  life  of  righteousness,  and 
then  the  second  death  will  have  no  power  over  us. 

DR.  CALAMY. 


765  There  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  there 
the  weary  be  at  rest.  There  the  prisoners  rest  together ; 
they  hear  not  the  voice  of  the  oppressor. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  hi.  17,  18. 

S 
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766  By  the  coming  of  the  Redeemer,  that  dominion 
of  death  is  destroyed  which  kept  the  living  in  terror,  and 
seemed  to  threaten  to  hold  the  dead  in  eternal  bondage. 
Through  His  most  blessed  Gospel  we  have  the  comfortable 
assurance  from  Him  Who  holds  the  keys  of  life  and  death, 
that  when  the  waves  of  this  troublesome  world  have  sub- 
sided, we  shall  find  a haven  where  there  shall  be  no  more 
storms  nor  fears  nor  death,  and  the  tears  shall  be  wiped 
away  from  all  faces.  Forasmuch  as  the  children  were 
partakers  of  flesh  and  blood,  He  also  Himself  took  part 
of  the  same ; that  through  death  He  might  destroy  him 
that  had  the  power  of  death,  that  is,  the  devil,  and  deliver 
them  who  through  fear  of  death  were  all  their  lifetime 
time  subject  to  bondage. 

BISHOP  DEHON. 

* 

767  A tomb,  it  has  been  justly  said,  is  a monument 
situated  on  the  confines  of  both  worlds.  It  at  once 
presents  to  us  the  termination  of  the  inquietudes  of  life, 
and  sets  before  us  the  image  of  eternal  rest.  There,  in  the 
elegant  expressions  of  Job,  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
and  there  the  weary  be  at  rest.  There  the  prisoners  rest 
together,  they  hear  not  the  voice  of  the  oppressor.  The 
small  and  the  great  are  there,  and  the  servant  is  free  from 
his  master.  It  is  very  remarkable,  that  in  all  languages 
and  among  all  nations,  death  has  been  described  in  a style 
of  this  kind  ; expressed  by  figures  of  speech  which  convey 
everywhere  the  same  idea  of  rest,  or  sleep,  or  retreat  from 
the  evils  of  life.  Such  a style  perfectly  agrees  with  the 
general  belief  of  the  soul’s  immortality,  but  assuredly  con- 
veys no  high  idea  of  the  boasted  pleasures  of  this  world. 
It  shews  how  much  all  mankind  have  felt  this  life  to  be 
a scene  of  trouble  and  care,  and  have  agreed  in  opinion 
that  perfect  rest  is  to  be  expected  only  in  the  grave. 
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By  the  mighty  Minster's  bell, 

Tolling  with  a sullen  swell ; 

By  the  colours  half-mast  high, 

O’er  the  sea  hung  mournfully; 

Know  a prince  has  died. 

By  the  drum’s  dull  muffled  sound, 

By  the  arms  that  sweep  the  ground, 

By  the  volleying  muskets’  tone, 

Speak  ye  of  a soldier  gone 

In  his  manhood’s  pride. 

By  the  chanted  psalm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  ancient  hills, 

Learn  that,  from  his  harvests  done, 
Peasants  bear  a brother  on 

To  his  last  repose. 

By  the  pall  of  snowy  white, 

Through  the  yew-trees  gleaming  bright; 
By  the  garland  on  the  bier, 

Weep!  a maiden  claims  thy  tear, — 
Broken  is  the  rose! 

Which  is  tenderest  rite  of  all  ? — 

Buried  virgin’s  coronal ; 

Requiem  o'er  the  monarch’s  head, 
Farewell  gun  for  warrior  dead, 

Herdsman’s  funeral  hymn  ? 

Tells  not  each  of  human  woe  ? 

Each  of  hope  and  strength  brought  low  ? 
Number  each  with  holy  things, 

If  one  chastening  thought  it  brings 

Ere  life’s  day  grow  dim ! 


MRS.  HEMANS. 


769  The  righteous  hath  hope  in  his  death. 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Proverbs  xiv.  32. 
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770  These  all  died  in  faith.  Behold  here  the  secret 
of  dying.  Bad  men  die  reluctantly,  life  is  extorted  from 
them  as  if  by  main  force.  The  believer  dies  willingly  : his 
will  is  sweetly  submitted  to  his  Father’s  will ; he  makes  it 
a religous  act  to  die.  Just  as  Jesus  Himself  commended 
His  human  soul  to  His  Father,  saying,  Father,  into  Thy 
hands  I commend  My  spirit:  so  His  believing  disciple 
commends  his  soul  to  Jesus,  and  through  Him  to  the 
Father.  Here,  I repeat,  is  the  secret  to  die  happily.  To 
those  who  know  not  that  secret,  it  is  a fearful  thing  to  die. 
It  is  a serious  matter  for  any ; but  to  the  worldly-minded 
and  ungodly,  if  not  past  feeling,  to  die  must  be,  as  one  of 
the  heathen  philosophers  confessed  it,  of  all  formidable 
things  the  most  formidable.  Even  serious  Christians  are 
often  in  bondage  through  fear  of  death.  It  is  such  a 
venture ; a mistake  may  be  so  dreadful ; to  go  before  God 
is  so  awful;  judgment  will  bring  to  light  such  secrets, 
that  many  think,  How  can  I die  ? Yet  you  all  must.  Be 
persuaded,  give  your  soul  to  Jesus  now;  do  it  again  from 
day  to  day,  and  then  when  your  dying  day  is  come,  again 
approach  the  Saviour  and  say,  Lord,  I hear  Thee  calling 
for  my  spirit ; in  the  hand  of  death  I recognise  Thy  hand 
of  love ; Thou  askest  for  my  soul — take  it,  for  it  is  Thine  ; 
do  with  it  as  Thou  wilt.  I have  given  it  to  Thee,  to  be 
washed  in  Thy  blood,  and  sanctified  by  Thy  Spirit. 

REV.  J.  HAMBLETON. 

* 


77 1  Those  that  have  welcomed  Christ  may  welcome 
death. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 


772  Believe  me,  my  friend,  there  is  no  comfort  in  this 
world,  but  a life  of  virtue  and  piety  ; and  no  death  sup- 
portable, but  one  comforted  by  Christianity,  and  its  real 
and  rational  hope. 


DR.  THOS.  RUNDLE. 
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773  Year  after  year  is  gone, 

As  follows  wave  on  wave; 

And  swiftly  we  are  hastening  on 
Towards  the  silent  grave ; 

The  darkness  of  that  narrow  rest, 

Where  sleeps  the  loveliest  and  the  best. 

Another  year  has  fled, 

And  many  a cheek  is  pale; 

And  low  lies  many  a youthful  head, 

And  loud  is  many  a wail 
For  those  on  whom  it  dawned  so  bright, 

Whose  day  of  life  is  set  in  night. 

Why  mourn  the  flight  of  time? 

Or  grieve  thy  youth  hath  past  ? 

Look  forward  with  the  hope  sublime 
Of  reaching  Heaven  at  last ; 

And  let  thine  earthly  comfort  be 
That  hope  of  immortality. 

And  when  thine  eyes  shall  close 
To  earthly  hope  and  fear, 

And  mortal  sorrows,  mortal  woes 
For  ever  disappear, 

To  realms  of  endless  joy  afar, 

That  hope  shall  be  thy  guiding  star. 

ANON.  Literary  Gazette. 

* 

774  What  is  the  world  ? a dream  within  a dream : as 
we  grow  older,  each  step  is  an  inward  awakening.  The 
youth  awakes,  as  he  thinks,  from  childhood  ; the  fullgrown 
man  despises  the  pursuits  of  youth  as  visionary;  the  old 
man  looks  on  manhood  as  a feverish  dream.  Death,  the 
last  sleep  ? No : it  is  the  last  and  final  awakening. 

SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 
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775  How  sweet  to  sleep  where  all  is  peace, 
Where  sorrow  cannot  reach  the  breast, 
Where  all  life’s  idle  throbbings  cease, 
And  pain  is  lulled  to  rest ; 

Escaped  o’er  fortune’s  troubled  wave, 

To  anchor  in  the  silent  grave. 

That  quiet  land,  where  peril  past, 

The  weary  win  a long  repose; 

The  bruised  spirit  finds  at  last 
A balm  for  all  its  woes; 

And  lowly  grief  and  lordly  pride 
Lie  down,  like  brothers,  side  by  side. 

The  breath  of  slander  cannot  come 
To  break  the  calm  that  lingers  there; 
There  is  no  dreaming  in  the  tomb, 

Nor  waking  to  despair; 

Unkindness  cannot  wound  us  more, 

And  all  earth’s  bitterness  is  o’er. 

How  blest,  how  blest  that  home  to  gain, 
And  slumber  in  that  soothing  sleep, 
From  which  we  never  rise  to  pain, 

Nor  ever  wake  to  weep; 

To  win  my  way  from  the  tempest’s  roar, 
And  lay  me  down  on  the  golden  shore! 


776  To  meet  death  with  a becoming  fortitude  is  a 
part  above  the  powers  of  nature,  and  which  I can  perform 
by  no  power  or  holiness  of  my  own : for  oh ! in  my  best 
estate  I am  altogether  vanity,  a wretched  helpless  sinner ; 
but  in  the  merits  and  perfect  righteousness  of  God  my 
Saviour  I hope  to  appear  justified  at  the  supreme  tribunal, 
where  I must  stand  shortly  to  be  judged. 

MRS.  ROWE.  To  her  Mother  when  on  her  deathbed. 
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777  A death-bed  is  a wonderful  reasoner ; many  a 
proud  infidel  hath  it  humbled  and  refuted  without  a word, 
who  but  a short  time  before  would  have  defied  all  the 
ability  of  man  to  shake  the  foundation  of  his  system.  All 
is  well,  as  long  as  the  curtain  is  up,  and  the  puppet-show 
of  life  goes  on;  but  when  the  rapid  representation  draws 
to  a close,  and  every  hope  of  a longer  respite  is  precluded, 
things  will  appear  in  a very  different  light.  Would  to  God 
that  I could  say  that  that  great  and  awful  moment  were  as 
often  distinguished  by  the  dew  of  repentance  as  by  the 
groan  of  despair. 

DEAN  KIRWAN. 


The  harbinger  of  death, 

To  me  I see  him  ride; 

The  cough,  the  cold,  the  gasping  breath 
Doth  bid  me  to  provide 

A pikeax  and  a spade 

And  eke  a shrowding  sheete, 

A house  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a guest  most  mete. 

Methinkes  I heare  the  clarke 
That  tholes  the  carefull  knell, 

And  bids  me  leave  my  wearye  worke 
Ere  nature  me  compell. 

My  kepers  knit  the  knot 
That  youth  doth  laugh  to  scorne, 

Of  me  that  shall  bee  cleane  forgot 
As  I had  ne’er  bene  borne. 

And  ye  that  bide  behinde, 

Have  ye  none  other  trust : 

As  ye  of  claye  were  cast  by  kinde, 

So  shall  ye  turne  to  dust. 

LORD  VAUX. 
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779  One  trial  more  must  yet  be  past, 

One  pang,  the  keenest  and  the  last ; 

And  when,  with  brow  convulsed  and  pale, 

My  feeble  quivering  heart-strings  fail, 
Redeemer,  grant  my  soul  to  see 

That  as  her  day,  her  strength  shall  be. 

MRS.  SIGOURNEY. 

* 

780  Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 

Quit,  O quit  this  mortal  frame ; 

Trembling,  hoping,  lingring,  flying, 

Oh  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying! 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 

And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

Hark!  they  whisper,  angels  say, 

Sister  spirit,  come  away! 

What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite, 

Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 

Drowns  my  spirit,  draws  my  breath — 

Tell  me,  my  soul,  can  this  be  death  ? 

The  world  recedes,  it  disappears, 

Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes;  my  ears 
With  sounds  seraphic  ring. — 

Lend,  lend  your  wings — I mount,  I fly! 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting? 


781  What  a dream  is  mortal  life,  what  shadows  are 
the  objects  of  sense  ! All  the  glories  of  mortality,  my 
much-loved  friend,  will  be  nothing  in  your  view  at  the 
awful  hour  of  death,  when  you  must  be  separated  from  the 
whole  creation,  and  enter  on  the  borders  of  the  immaterial 
world. 

MRS.  ROWE. 
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782  Man  is  like  to  vanity : his  days  are  as  a shadow 
that  passeth  away. 


HOLY  BIBLE,  psalm  cxliv.  4. 


783  Temporal  death  shall  be  so  changed  to  the  believer, 
as  to  deserve  another  and  a softer  name  than  dying.  It  is 
nature  sinking  into  quiet  sleep  and  reposing  on  a bed 
smoothed  for  it  by  the  hand  of  Him  who  was  buried  ac- 
cording to  the  Scriptures.  It  is  so  changed  that  this  is  the 
language  in  which  the  true  believer  can  address  it : O death, 
where  is  thy  sting  ? O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? Christ 
has  provided  rest  in  all  its  pangs,  hope  for  all  its  partings, 
and  light  for  all  its  gloom. 

BELFRAGE. 


784  I see,  indeed,  no  hope  of  recovery,  yet  my  heart 
rejoiceth  in  my  God  and  in  my  Saviour:  and  I can  call 
Him,  under  this  failure  of  everything  else,  its  strength  and 
everlasting  portion. 


DR.  DODDRIDGE.  (On  his  deathbed). 


785  Since  we  can  die  but  once,  and  after  death 
Our  state  no  alteration  knows ; 

But  when  we  have  resigned  our  breath 
Th*  immortal  spirit  goes 
To  endless  joys,  or  everlasting  woes ; 

Wise  is  the  man  who  labours  to  secure 
That  mighty  and  important  stake, 

And  by  all  methods  tries  to  make 
His  passage  safe,  and  his  reception  sure. 


POM  FRET. 


786  Our  being  ready  for  death  will  make  it  come 
never  the  sooner,  but  much  the  easier ; and  those  that  are 
fit  to  die,  are  most  fit  to  live. 


MATTHEW  HENRY. 
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787  The  lesson  of  our  mortality,  divine  Providence 
doth  every  day,  yea,  every  hour  and  minute,  press  and 
inculcate  on  us,  and  as  it  were  beat  into  us.  The  funeral- 
bell  ever  and  anon  rings  in  our  ears,  and  we  daily  tread 
upon  the  graves  of  others.  Many  of  us  already  find  the 
harbingers  of  death  within  us;  we  all  see  the  triumphs  of 
death  without  us,  and  as  our  church  expresseth  it,  In  the 
midst  of  life  we  are  in  death.  Alas,  that  among  so  many 
remembrances  wherewith  Providence  hath  surrounded  us, 
we  should,  with  that  monarch  in  story,  need  yet  another 
monitor  to  tell  us  every  day,  “ Remember  thou  art  mortal.” 
Yet  this  is  our  case.  What  fatal  stupidity  is  it  that  hath 
seized  upon  us  ? Hath  the  frequency  of  these  admonitions 
made  them  to  lose  their  force  and  virtue  on  us  ? Are  we 
become  like  sextons  and  grave-diggers,  that  by  living  as  it 
were  in  the  charnel-house,  and  daily  conversing  with  the 
bones  and  skulls  of  dead  men,  at  last  become  hardened, 
and  of  all  mortals  are  the  least  apprehensive  of  their 
mortality  ? Or  rather,  are  we  affectedly  ignorant,  and 
do  we  wilfully  put  the  evil  day  far  from  us  ? Whatever 
the  cause  be,  the  effect  is  sadly  visible. 

BISHOP  BULL. 

* 

788  I wage  not  any  feud  with  Death 

For  changes  wrought  on  form  and  face ; 

No  lower  life  that  earth’s  embrace 
May  breed  with  him,  can  fright  my  faith. 

Eternal  process  moving  on, 

From  state  to  state  the  spirit  walks ; 

And  these  are  but  the  shatter’d  stalks, 

Or  ruin’d  chrysalis  of  one. 

Nor  blame  I Death,  because  he  bare 
The  use  of  virtue  out  of  earth: 

I know  transplanted  human  worth 
Will  bloom  to  profit,  otherwhere. 

TENNYSON. 
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789  Fate ! fortune ! chance ! whose  blindness, 

Hostility  or  kindness, 

Play  such  strange  freaks  with  human  destinies, 
Contrasting  poor  and  wealthy, 

The  life  diseased  and  healthy, 

The  bless’d,  the  cursed,  the  witless  and  the  wise, 

Ye  have  a master — one 
Who  mars  what  ye  have  done, 

Levelling  all  that  move  beneath  the  sun — 

Death ! 

Take  courage,  ye  who  languish 
Beneath  the  withering  anguish 
Of  open  wrong  or  tyrannous  deceit : 

There  comes  a swift  redressor, 

To  punish  the  oppressor, 

And  lay  him  prostrate,  helpless  at  your  feet. 

O champion  strong, 

Righter  of  wrong, 

Justice,  equality,  to  thee  belong — 

Death ! 

To  those  who  pine  in  sorrow, 

Whose  wretchedness  can  borrow 
No  moment’s  ease  from  any  human  act: 

To  the  widow,  comfort  spurning; 

To  the  slave,  for  freedom  yearning ; 

To  the  diseased  with  cureless  anguish  rack’d, 

Who  brings  release 
And  whispers  peace, 

And  points  to  realms  where  pain  and  sorrow  cease  ? — 

Death ! 

HORACE  SMITH. 

* 


790  So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may 
apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Psalm  xc.  ia. 
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791  The  sun  when  setting  here,  only  sets  to  rise  in 
another  clime.  Such  is  the  death  of  all  God’s  saints.  Why 
then  should  we  be  afraid  ? Why  should  we  not  rather  by 
faith  be  looking  through  the  windows  of  mortality,  and 
daily  crying,  Why  are  his  chariot  wheels  so  long  in 
coming  ? 

REV.  GEO.  WHITFIELD.  In  th ■>  prospect  0/  his  speedy  dissolution. 


792  All  things  around  us  preach  of  Death,  yet  Mirth 
Swells  the  vain  heart,  darts  from  the  careless  eye, 
As  if  we  were  created  ne’er  to  die, 

And  had  our  everlasting  home  on  earth ! 

All  things  around  us  preach  of  death : — the  leaves 
Drop  from  the  forests — perish  the  bright  flowers, — 
Shorten  the  day’s  shorn  sunlight,  hours  on  hours, — 
And  o’er  bleak  sterile  fields  the  wild  wind  grieves. 
Yes!  all  things  preach  of  death — we  are  born  to  die: 
We  are  but  waves  along  Time’s  ocean  driven  ; 

Life  is  to  us  a brief  probation  given, 

To  fit  us  for  a dread  Eternity. 

Hear  ye  that  watch  with  Faith’s  unslumbering  eye, — 
Earth  is  our  pilgrimage,  our  home  is  Heaven. 

D.  M.  MOIR. 


793  Prepare  for  death,  young  man,  make  no  delay, 
The  old  must  go,  *tis  true,  but  younger  may. 

RURAL  CHRISTIAN. 


794  How  various,  how  innumerable  are  the  shafts  of 
Death  ! they  fly  unerring  from  his  quiver  around  us ; and 
on  so  thin  a thread  hangs  human  life,  to  so  many  accidents 
and  disasters  is  human  life  subject,  that  one  would  rather 
marvel  that  we  continue  to  live,  than  that  we  should  forget 
one  moment  that  we  are  to  die. 

DR.  DODD. 
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795  Whence  has  the  world  its  magic  power? 

Why  deem  we  death  a foe  ? 

Recoil  from  weary  life's  best  hour, 

And  covet  longer  woe. 

The  cause  is  conscience.  Conscience  oft 
Her  tale  of  guilt  renews : 

Her  voice  is  terrible,  though  soft, 

And  dread  of  death  ensues. 

Then  anxious  to  be  longer  spared, 

Man  mourns  his  fleeting  breath : 

All  evils  then  seem  light,  compared 
With  the  approach  of  death. 

’Tis  judgment  shakes  him : there’s  the  fear 
That  prompts  his  wish  to  stay : 

He  has  incurred  a long  arrear, 

And  must  despair  to  pay. 

Pay ! follow  Christ  and  all  is  paid : 

His  death  your  peace  ensures; 

Think  on  the  grave  where  He  is  laid, 

And  calm  descend  to  yours. 

COWPER. 

* 

796  And  must  this  body  die, 

This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 

And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 
Lie  mouldering  in  the  clay  ? 

Corruption,  earth,  and  worms 
Shall  but  refine  this  flesh, 

Till  my  triumphant  spirit  comes 
To  put  it  on  afresh.  * 

DR.  WATTS. 

* 


797  Let  us  converse  and  be  familiar  with  it,  and  have 
nothing  so  frequent  in  our  thoughts  as  death. 

MONTAIGNE. 
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798  As  the  death  of  Christ  was  the  purchase  of  our 
happiness,  so  our  own  death  is  the  passage  to  our  happi- 
ness ; it  discharges  us  from  our  prison,  and  conveys  us  to 
our  palace. 


MATTHEW  HENRY. 


799  One  of  the  fathers,  with  great  beauty  and  pro- 
priety, calls  Death  “the  gate  of  eternity.”  The  death  of 
a human  creature  is  his  passing  out  of  time  into  eternity ; 
and  what  can  be  a more  solemn  thing  ? 


JOB  ORTON. 


800  Christ’s  resurrection  is  an  high  and  sovereign 
consolation  against  Death.  Death,  we  know,  is  the  grand 
enemy  of  mankind,  the  merciless  tyrant  over  nature,  and 
the  king  of  terrors.  But  blessed  be  God,  Christ  has  given 
a mortal  blow  to  his  power,  and  broke  his  sceptre : and  if 
we,  by  a thorough  conquest  of  our  sins  and  rising  from 
them,  can  be  but  able  to  say,  O sin,  where  is  thy  power  ? 
we  may  very  rationally  and  warrantably  say  thereupon, 
O death,  where  is  thy  sting?  So  that  when  we  come 
to  resign  back  these  frail  bodies,  these  vessels  of  mortality, 
to  the  dust  from  whence  they  were  taken,  we  may  yet  say 
of  our  souls,  as  Christ  did  of  the  damsel  whom  He  raised 
up,  That  she  was  not  dead,  but  only  slept : for  in  like 
manner  we  shall  as  certainly  rise  out  of  the  grave,  and 
triumph  over  the  dishonours  of  its  rottenness  and  putrefac- 
tion, as  we  rise  in  the  morning  out  of  our  beds,  with  bodies 
advanced  into  higher  and  nobler  perfections.  For  the 
Head  being  once  risen,  we  may  be  sure  the  members  cannot 
stay  long  behind ; and  Christ  is  already  risen  and  gone 
before  to  prepare  mansions  for  all  those  who  belong  to 
Him  under  that  high  relation,  that  where  He  is,  they  (to 
their  eternal  comfort)  may  be  also,  rejoicing  and  singing 
praises  and  hallelujahs  to  Him  who  sitteth  upon  the 
throne,  and  to  the  Lamb  for  ever  and  ever. 

SOUTH. 
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801  It  is  a happy  and  most  desirable  frame  to  be 
ready  and  willing  either  to  live  or  die,  and  to  be  enabled 
so  absolutely  to  give  ourselves  up  to  the  Lord’s  disposal 
as  to  have  no  choice  of  our  own  either  way,  but  only  intent 
upon  improving  to-day,  and  cheerfully  to  leave  to-morrow 
and  all  beyond  it  in  His  hands  who  doth  all  things  well. 

REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

* 


802  Thou  stranger  spirit  in  a world  of  care, 

Still  looking  onward  to  the  destined  bourne, 

A pilgrim  fainting  for  celestial  air, 

A wanderer,  ever  yearning  for  thy  home, 

For  thee  a glad  release  from  earth  were  best, 
Where,  weary  spirit,  where  will  be  thy  rest  ? 

When  the  long  devious  journey  has  been  past, 
When  every  storm  in  distance  dies  away; 

When  earth’s  dark  thraldom  from  my  soul  is  cast, 
And  heaven’s  unbounded  fields  before  me  lie; 
When  safe  within  the  fold,  my  lot  shall  be 
The  home  of  peace,  a Saviour  won  for  me. 

When  fled,  as  in  a dream,  each  dark  alloy 
That  in  the  wilderness  hath  ever  been, 

Dimming  the  early  gleams  of  hope  and  joy, 

And  stealing  flowers  and  sunshine  from  the  scene ; 
When  thought  no  more  o’er  things  of  time  will  roam, 
The  stranger  spirit  then  will  find  its  home. 

For  who  would  seek  for  rest,  where  all  is  fleeting  ? 

To  mansions  that  endure,  our  steps  are  bound, 
Where  the  long  absent  wait  to  give  us  greeting, 

The  lost  on  earth  are  there  for  ever  found; 

There  is  our  heritage;  the  spirit  wears 
A wreath  of  hopes  that  live  beyond  the  bound  of 
years. 

MRS.  H.  W.  RICHTER. 
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803  The  fear  of  death  is  merely  death  itself : he  who 
abolishes  that  fear  from  the  heart,  neither  tastes  nor  feels 
death. 

LUTHER. 

* 

804  Age  comes  upon  me,  therefore  I have  no  reason 
to  wonder  at  weakness.  If  the  mind  be  sound,  all  is  well : 
the  rest  we  shall  quit  when  we  enter  into  the  grave : that 
will  cure  all  our  indispositions.  On  this  subject  I meditate 
frequently.  And  oh,  may  God  grant  me  grace  to  do  it 
more  effectually,  that  I may  number  my  (perhaps  very 
few)  days.  Eternity  is  an  awful  subject,  which  should  be 
continually  in  our  mind. 

CHRISTIAN  F.  SWARTZ. 

* 

805  Mans  immortality  alone  can  solve 

The  darkest  of  enigmas,  human  hope 
Of  all  the  darkest,  if  at  death  we  die. 


806  A sleep  without  dreams,  after  a rough  day 
Of  toil,  is  what  we  covet  most:  and  yet 
How  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quiescent  clay. 


807  Destroy  sin,  and  death  becomes  no  longer  formid- 
able ; he  cannot  hurt  or  annoy,  for  his  sting  is  taken  away. 
But  how  shall  we  achieve  this  desirable  enterprise,  how 
destroy  the  sting  of  death  ? It  is  done,  already  done  for 
us  ! Thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

DR.  DODD. 


808  Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was, 
and  the  spirit  shall  return  unto  God  who  gave  it. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Eccles.  xii.  7. 
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809  Death,  the  great  counsellor,  who  man  inspires 
With  every  nobler  thought  and  fairer  deed ! 

Death,  the  deliverer  who  rescues  man! 

Death,  the  rewarder  who  the  rescued  crowns! 

Rich  death,  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 

Toils,  virtues,  hopes;  without  a chimera. 

Death  wounds  to  cure:  we  fall,  we  rise,  we  reign! 
Spring  from  our  fetters ; fasten  in  the  skies. 


810  In  youth,  ah!  little  do  we  think 

How  near  the  torrent’s  crumbling  brink 
The  flowers  of  pleasure  grow; 

How  fickle  Fortune’s  gale;  how  far 
From  gleam  of  Duty’s  guiding  star 
Life’s  bark  may  sail  below: 

What  chance  and  change  frail  Man  may  brave 
Betwixt  the  cradle  and  the  grave! 

Change  is  impress’d  on  all  we  see, — 

The  budding,  blooming,  blighted  tree ; 

The  bright’ning,  waning  sky; 

The  sun  that  rises  but  to  set, 

Health  with  its  glowing  coronet, 

Disease  with  sunken  eye; 

And  childhood  passing,  stage  by  stage, 

Through  Manhood  to  decrepit  Age. 

What  read  we  thence?  That  not  for  us 
In  vain  Creation  preacheth  thus 
By  growth  and  by  decay: 

That  Man  should  lift  his  mental  eye 
Beyond  Earth’s  frail  mortality, 

And,  in  the  endless  day 
Of  Heaven,  behold  a light  displayed 
To  which  Our  sunshine  is  like  shade. 

MOIR. 

T 
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8 1 1  He  that  is  in  time  to-day,  may  be  in  eternity 
to-morrow.  There  is  but  a single  puff  of  breath  between 
us,  and  heaven  or  hell.  Everlasting  things  hang  upon  the 
slender  thread  of  human  life : and  when  your  summons 
cometh,  prepared  or  unprepared,  you  must  go. 

JOB  ORTON. 


812  How  many  times  have  I been  near  to  death; 

How  many  times  hath  death  been  near  to  me, 
When  I th*  uplifted  weapon  might  not  see ! 

And  once  I stood  aghast,  and  out  of  breath  ; 

Upon  a slippery  ledge,  (a  gulf  beneath 
Lay,  of  dark  precipice  and  foaming  sea,) 

Grasping  a weed;  I sprang,  and  I was  free: 

And  straight  bethought  me  how  the  Psalmist  saith, 
Man  is  a thing  of  nought.  In  trance  profound 
I stood,  till  better  scripture  to  me  sent, 

Taught  me,  a sparrow  falleth  not  to  ground 
Without  the  will  of  God : then  on  I went, 

Praying  for  grace,  that  I might  safely  rest 
Beneath  His  eye,  who  loveth,  watcheth  best. 

SONNETS  BY  THE  SKETCHER. 


813  Even  though  a Christian  die,  and  the  dead  corpse 
is  buried,  and  the  picture  and  the  sounds  of  death  greet . 
both  your  eyes  and  ears ; yet  through  faith  ye  must  behold 
and  hear  things  very  different.  Ye  must  be  as  though  ye 
did  not  perceive  the  grave  and  the  corpse;  but  as  if  ye 
perceived  life  in  the  midst  of  a blooming  garden,  or  a green 
meadow  filled  with  living  and  happy  beings. 


814  For  dust  thou  art,  and  unto  dust  shalt  thou 
return. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Genesis  hi.  19. 
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815  Flowers  bloom  but  to  wither, 

Trees  bud  to  decay; 

The  strong  and  the  lovely 
Are  passing  away: 

“ Passing  away !” 

Sings  the  sad  heart  and  gay, 

Oh  ! all  that's  around  us 
Is  passing  away. 

The  birds  as  they  sit 

On  the  dew-covered  spray, 

Their  song  gives  the  chorus 
Of  “ passing  away”  : 

Passing  away. 

To  the  land  of  the  dead, 

To  the  dwellings  of  clay, 

Our  haste-making  footsteps 
Are  passing  away : 

Passing  away. 

Hearts  with  lofty  aspirings, 

Heads  wrinkled  and  grey ; 

On  the  dust  that's  beneath  you, 

Read  “ passing  away”  : 

“Passing  away!” 

Sings  the  sad  heart  and  gay, 

Oh!  all  that’s  around  us 
Says  “passing  away.” 

W.  C,  ELIZA  COOK’S  JOURNAL. 

* 

816  In  suffering  be  Thy  love  my  peace, 

In  weakness  be  Thy  love  my  power ; 

And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 

Jesus ! in  that  important  hour, 

In  death  as  life,  be  Thou  my  guide, 

And  save  me,  who  for  me  hast  died. 

MORAVIAN  HYMNS. 
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817  Jesus  hath  more  power  to  improve  and  adorn 
than  death  hath  to  deface  and  degrade.  The  body  shall 
be  more  beautiful  in  Heaven  than  ever  it  was  loathsome  in 
the  grave  ; and  what  was  the  victim  of  the  worm  shall  put  on 
immortality.  The  soul  shall  rise  to  gratitude  more  ardent, 
to  an  exultation  more  triumphant,  a communion  more  in- 
timate, and  an  affection  more  tender  than  that  of  Spirits 
who  never  were  the  objects  of  redeeming  love. 

BELFRAGE. 

* 

818  And  when  Death’s  final  summons 

From  Earth’s  dear  scenes  shall  move  us, 

From  friends,  from  foes,  from  joys,  from  woes, 

From  all  that  know  and  love  us ; 

Oh,  then  let  hope  attend  us, 

Thy  peace  to  us  be  given, 

That  we  may  rise  above  the  skies, 

And  sing  Thy  peace  in  Heaven. 


819  The  school  of  faith  is  said  to  go  about  with  death. 
Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory.  If  death,  then  sin.  If 
death,  then  all  diseases.  If  death,  then  all  misery.  If 
death,  then  all  the  power  of  the  devil.  If  death,  then  all 
the  fury  of  the  world. 


820  Life,  with  all  its  bitters,  is  a draught  soon  drunk  : 
and  though  we  have  many  changes  to  fear  on  this  side  the 
grave,  beyond  it  we  know  of  none. 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 


821  I never  think  of  repairing  the  house  we  have,  but 
it  occurs  that  we  are  but  covering  our  coffin,  or  making  a 
place  to  die  in. 


REV.  RICHARD  CECIL. 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


277 


822  My  journey  here, 

Though  it  be  darksome,  joyless,  and  forlorn, 

Is  yet  but  short:  and  soon  my  weary  feet 
Shall  greet  the  peaceful  inn  of  lasting  rest; 

The  toils  of  this  short  life  will  soon  be  over. 

ANON. 

* 

823  Some  wear  away  in  calms,  some  are  carried  away 
in  storms:  we  come  into  the  world  one  way,  there  are 
many  gates  to  go  out  of  it.  God  give  us  grace  to  fit  and 
prepare  ourselves  for  that  necessity,  and  to  be  ready  to 
leave  all  when  and  howsoever  He  shall  call ! The  prayers 
of  health  are  most  like  to  be  acceptable:  sickness  may 
choke  our  devotions,  and  we  are  accepted  rather  by  our 
life  than  by  our  death. 

SIR  THOMAS  BROWNE. 

* 

824  Let  you  and  I,  therefore,  settle  our  necessary 
affairs,  and  pray  we  may  not  be  surprised.  An  easy 
comfortable  passage  is  that  which  remains  for  us  to  beg 
of  God,  and  for  the  rest  to  sit  loose  to  things  below. 

JOHN  EVELYN.  Utter  to  Pepys. 

* 

825  When  nature  shudders,  loth  to  part 
From  all  I love,  enjoy,  and  see ; 

When  a faint  chill  steals  o’er  my  heart, 

A sweet  voice  utters,  Come  to  Me. 

Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die, 

Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee; 

Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 

I am  thy  portion,  come  to  Me. 

O voice  of  mercy ! voice  of  love ! 

In  death’s  last  fearful  agony 

Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above, 

And  gently  whisper,  Come  to  Me. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 
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826  In  the  near  prospect  of  death,  the  Christian’s 
hope,  like  the  flower  which  blooms  at  midnight,  appears 
in  all  its  beauty  and  vitality,  and  casts  its  fragrance  around 
the  dying  pillow.  When  the  things  of  time  are  vanishing 
and  passing  away  like  shadows,  and  the  ocean  of  eternity 
presents  itself,  this  hope  is  realized  as  substantial;  it  is 
then  especially  found  an  anchor  of  the  soul,  both  sure 
and  stedfast. 

MRS.  HAWKES’  MEMOIRS. 

* 

827  And  when  they  pass  death’s  gloomy  vale, 

And  flesh  and  mortal  powers  fail, 

Joyful  their  dying  lips  confess, 

He  does  not  leave  them  comfortless. 


828  My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay, 

Soon  shall  the  world  have  passed  away; 

And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail 
When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall  fail? 

But  oh,  be~Thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh, 

And  I will  triumph  while  I die : 

My  strength,  my  portion  is  divine, 

And  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine. 

CONDER. 

* 

829  In  a little  while  we  shall  pass,  each  in  the  ap- 
pointed season,  into  the  world  of  spirits,  where  the  two 
eternities  shall  open  to  us  in  their  vast  dimensions.  What 
a joyful  awakening,  to  feel  the  divine  embrace  of  Jesus,  the 
Lover  and  Saviour  of  souls,  around  the  separated  spirit,  and 
to  find  love  and  pleasure  darting  from  those  eyes  of  His, 
which  shall  burn  as  a flame  of  fire  against  the  carnal  and 
unbelieving ! It  is  worth  while  to  labour  and  strive  as  in 
an  agony,  for  making  sure  of  such  a meeting  with  the  Son 
of  God  on  the  other  side  of  the  expiring  hour. 

DR.  LOVE’S  LETTERS. 
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830  Here  have  we  no  continuing  city,  but  we  seek  one 
to  come. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Hebrews  xiii.  14. 

Hh 

831  Augustine,  upon  that  answer  of  God  to  Moses, 
Thou  canst  not  see  My  face  and  live,”  makes  this  quick 

and  sweet  reply : Then,  Lord,  let  me  die  that  I may  see 
Thy  face. 

case. 

* 

832  None  without  holiness  can  see 

Thy  glorious  beauty,  eye  to  eye : 

But  if  my  heart  Thy  temple  be, 

I shall  be  holy  ere  I die. 

This,  this  alone  can  safety  give 
When  deaths  appalling  hour  draws  nigh: 

If  it  be  Christ  to  me  to  live, 

It  will  be  gain  indeed  to  die. 

• INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 

* 

833  All  that  is  of  this  world  is  condemned  to  die ; to 
pass  away  like  a snow-ball  before  a summer’s  sun : and 
since  death  took  first  possession  of  something  of  yours,  he 
hath  been,  and  is  daily  creeping  nearer  and  nearer  to 
yourself,  howbeit  with  no  noise  of  feet. 

S.  RUTHERFORD.  To  Lady  Kenmure. 

* 

834  Let  us  cheer  up ! the  time  is  short,  and  shortening 
apace.  Every  pulse  we  feel  beats  a sharp  moment  of  the 
pain  away,  and  the  last  stroke  will  come.  Then  Heaven 
will  make  amends  for  all. 

MRS.  HAWKES’  MEMOIRS. 

* 

835  No  place  so  secure,  none  so  strong  as  to  be  in- 
accessible to  death. 

CHARRON. 
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836  Thee  we  adore,  Eternal  Name! 

And  humbly  own  to  Thee, 

How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame. 

What  dying  worms  are  we. 

Our  wasting  lives  grow  shorter  still. 

As  months  and  days  increase ; 

And  every  beating  pulse  we  tell, 

Leaves  but  the  number  less. 

The  year  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 
The  breath  that  first  it  gave: 

Whate’er  we  do,  where’er  we  be, 

We’re  travelling  to  the  grave. 

Dangers  stand  thick  through  all  the  ground. 
To  push  us  to  the  tomb; 

And  fierce  diseases  wait  around, 

To  hurry  mortals  home. 

Good  God ! on  what  a slender  thread 
Hang  everlasting  things ; 

The  eternal  states  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life’s  feeble  strings. 

Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woe, 

Attends  on  every  breath; 

And  yet  how  unconcerned  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death. 

Waken,  O Lord,  our  drowsy  sense 
To  walk  this  dangerous  road  ; 

And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence, 

May  they  be  found  with  God ! 


837  To  smell  to  a turf  of  fresh  earth  is  wholesome  to 
the  body : no  less  are  thoughts  of  mortality  cordial  to  the 
soul. 

FULLER. 
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838  I live,  move,  am  conscious : what  shall  bar  my  being  ? 
Where  is  the  rude  hand  to  rend  this  tissue  of  existence  ? 
Not  thine,  shadowy  Death,  what  art  thou  but  a phantom  ? 
Not  thine,  foul  corruption,  what  art  thou  but  a fear  ? 
For  death  is  merely  absent  life,  as  darkness  absent  light, 
Not  even  a suspension,  for  the  life  hath  sailed  away 
Steering  gladly  somewhere. 


839  Can  you  joyfully  apply  to  yourselves  those  words 
of  eternal  truth,  “ Whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  Me  shall 
never  die”  ? When  you  contemplate  as  at  hand  the  grave 
which  shall  soon  open  to  receive  you,  and  into  which  all 
that  is  mortal  in  you  shall  soon  descend,  can  you  with 
confidence  look  beyond  it  to  that  eternity,  which  is  the 
object  of  the  wishes  and  hopes  of  the  redeemed  in  Jesus? 
O may  you,  may  we  all,  be  enabled  to  answer  with  the 
confidence  of  Martha  : “ Yea,  Lord,  I believe  that  Thou  art 
the  Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God,  which  should  come 
into  the  world.” 

FAMILY  OF  BETHANY. 

* 

840  Though  now  we  behold  a dark  cloud  of  mortality 
hanging  over  the  whole  human  race ; though  we  see  the 
grave  still  devouring  and  still  unsatisfied,  and  that  all  are 
successively  drawn  down  into  it ; and  we  puzzle  ourselves 
to  assign  a reason  why  such  a creature  was  made  a reason- 
able being,  capable  of  an  everlasting  duration,  to  visit  the 
world  only  and  vanish,  to  converse  a short  space  with  ob- 
jects and  affairs  so  far  beneath  it,  and  retire  we  know  not 
whither:  if  yet  our  eye  follow  him  through  the  darker 
paths  of  the  region  of  death,  till  at  the  next  appearance 
we  behold  him  clothed  with  immortality  and  fitted  to  an 
endless  state ; the  wonder  is  over,  and  our  amazement 
quickly  ceases. 

HOWE. 
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841  When  grisly  death  doth  thee  assault, 

It  is  too  late  for  to  amende : 

Wherefore  in  time  confesse  thy  fault, 

And  God  to  please  see  thou  intende. 

For  when  this  life  is  gone  and  past. 

There  is  no  cure  for  any  sinne: 

Then  as  we  are,  so  shall  we  last, 

In  joye  or  paine,  as  we  beginne. 

BARTHOLOMEW  CHAPPEL. 

* 

842  Do  not  weary,  nor  think  that  death  walketh  to- 
wards you  with  a slow  pace;  you  must  be  riper  ere  you 
be  shaken  : your  days  are  no  longer  than  Job’s,  that  were 
“ swifter  than  a post,  and  passed  away  as  the  swift  ships, 
swift  as  the  eagle  that  hasteth  to  the  prey.”  There  is  less 
sand  in  your  glass  now  than  there  was  yesternight : this 
span  length  of  ever  posting  time  will  soon  be  ended. 

REV.  S.  RUTHERFORD. 

* 

843  He  sendeth  us  to  this  world  as  men  to  a market, 
wherein  some  stay  many  hours,  and  eat  and  drink,  and 
buy  and  sell,  and  pass  through  the  fair,  till  they  be  weary : 
such  are  those  who  live  long  and  get  a hearty  fill  of  this 
life.  Others  again  come  slipping  into  the  morning  market, 
and  do  not  either  sit  or  stand,  buy  or  sell,  but  look  about 
them  for  a little,  and  presently  pass  home  again.  Our 
Lord,  who  hath  numbered  man’s  months,  and  set  him 
bounds  that  he  cannot  pass,  hath  written  the  length  of 
our  days ; and  it  is  easier  to  complain  of  the  decree  than 
to  change  it. 

REV.  S.  RUTHERFORD.  LetUr  to  Lady  Kenmure. 

* 

844  For  to  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Philippians  i.  21. 
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845  Dwell  much  upon  the  brevity  or  shortness  of 
man’s  life.  This  present  life  is  not  life,  but  a motion,  a 
journey  towards  life.  Man's  life,  says  one,  is  the  shadow 
of  smoke,  yea,  the  dream  of  a shadow.  Says  another, 
Man's  life  is  so  short  that  Austin  doubted  whether  to  call 
it  a dying  life  or  a living  death.  Thou  hast  but  a day  to 
live,  and  perhaps  thou  mayest  be  now  in  the  twelfth  hour 
of  that  day;  therefore  hold  out  faith  and  patience:  thy 
troubles  and  thy  life  will  shortly  end  together;  therefore 
hold  thy  peace:  thy  grave  is  going  to  be  made,  thy  sun 
is  near  setting,  death  begins  to  call  thee  off  the  stage  of 
this  world ; death  stands  at  thy  back,  thou  must  shortly 
sail  forth  upon  the  ocean  of  eternity.  Though  thou  hast 
a great  deal  of  work  to  do,  a God  to  honour,  a Christ  to 
close  with,  a soul  to  save,  a race  to  run,  a crown  to  win, 
a hell  to  escape,  a pardon  to  beg,  a heaven  to  make  sure, 
yet  thou  hast  but  a little  time  to  do  it  in ; thou  hast  one 
foot  in  the  grave,  thou  art  even  going  ashore  on  eternity, 
and  wilt  thou  now  cry  out  of  thy  afflictions  ? Wilt  thou 
now  mutter  and  murmur  when  thou  art  entering  upon  an 
unchangeable  condition  ? What  extreme  folly  and  mad- 
ness is  it  for  a man  to  mutter  and  murmur  when  he  is  just 
going  out  of  prison,  and  his  bolts  and  chains  are  just 
knocking  off.  Why,  Christian,  this  is  just  thy  case;  there- 
fore hold  thy  peace.  Thy  life  is  but  short,  therefore  thy 
troubles  cannot  be  long.  Hold  up  and  hold  out  quietly 
and  patiently  a little  longer,  and  heaven  shall  make  amends 
for  all. 

BROOKE.  Mute  Christian  under  a Smarting  Rod. 

* 

846  I wait  contented  for  a deliverance  out  of  this  life 
into  a better,  in  humble  confidence  that,  by  the  mercy  of 
God,  through  the  merits  of  His  Son,  I shall  stand  at  the 
resurrection  at  His  right  hand. 

DR.  HOUGH,  Bishop  of  Worcester.  To  Lord  Digby. 
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847  One  thing  only  is  certain,  that  we  must  die.  But 
if  we  die  in  the  Lord,  united  to  Jesus  Christ,  being  in- 
terested in  His  atonement,  and  renewed,  at  least  in  some 
degree,  by  His  Spirit,  and  having  a well-grounded  hope  of 
everlasting  life — all  is  well.  Death  has  lost  its  sting,  that 
is,  its  power  to  hurt  us. 


848  Our  life  is  like  the  hurrying  on  the  eve 
Before  we  start,  on  some  long  journey  bound ; 
When  fit  preparing  to  the  last  we  leave, 

Then  run  to  every  room  the  dwelling  round, 

And  sigh  that  nothing  needed  can  be  found; 

Yet  go  we  must,  and  soon  as  day  shall  break 
We  snatch  an  hour’s  repose,  when  loud  the  sound 
For  our  departure  calls : we  rise  and  take 

A quick  and  sad  farewell,  and  go  ere  well  awake. 

CARLOS  WILCOX. 

* 

849  The  pathway  to  the  grave  is  still  the  same, 

And  the  proud  man  shall  tread  it,  and  the  low, 
With  his  bowed  head,  shall  bear  him  company. 
Decay  will  make  no  difference,  and  Death, 

With  his  cold  hand,  shall  make  no  difference; 

And  there  will  be  no  precedence  of  power 

In  waking  at  the  coming  trump  of  God. 

N.  P.  WILLIS. 


850  It  were  a gloomy  thought  to  consider  all  as  pass- 
ing and  vanishing,  if  we  did  not  seriously  believe  that  it 
vanishes  to  make  way  for  another  that  shall  never  vanish, 
and  that  shall  shortly  enter  in  its  perfect  glory,  and  fill  up 
the  whole  stage.  Scaffolds  are  taken  down  when  the 
eternal  building  is  finished. 

JOHN  HOWE. 
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851  He  that  made  yesterday  to  go  before  this  day, 
and  the  former  generation  in  birth  and  life  to  have  been 
before  this  generation,  and  hath  made  some  flowers  grow 
so  to  die  and  wither  in  May,  and  others  in  June,  cannot  be 
challenged  in  the  order  He  observes  with  us,  that  one 
must  bury  another.  You  can  no  more  justly  quarrel  with 
the  great  Sovereign  for  taking  His  own  at  His  just  term 
day,  than  a poor  farmer  can  complain  that  his  master  takes 
a portion  of  his  own  land  to  himself  when  his  lease  is 
expired : and  is  not  he  an  ill  debtor,  who  payeth  that 
which  he  hath  borrowed  with  a grudge  ? 

REV.  NATHANIEL  HEYWOOD. 

* 

852  Death  is  either  the  most  formidable  or  the  most 
comfortable  thing  we  have  in  prospect  on  this  side  of 
eternity. 

COWPER.  Letters. 

* 

853  Death  cannot  deprive  us  of  this  our  best  friend. 
We  have  this  best  of  friends,  this  mighty  Redeemer,  to  go  to 
in  all  afflictions  : and  He  is  not  one  who  cannot  be  touched 
with  the  feeling  of  our  infirmities.  He  has  suffered  far 
greater  sorrows  than  we  have  ever  suffered  : and  if  we  are 
actually  united  to  Him,  the  union  can  never  be  broken,  but 
will  continue  when  we  die,  and  when  heaven  and  earth  are 
dissolved. 

JONATHAN  EDWARDS. 

* 

854  We  must  die  and  suffer  death ; but  whoso  holds 
on  God’s  Word  shall  not  feel  death,  but  depart  as  in 
a sleep,  and  concerning  him  it  shall  be  said,  I die,  but 
I am  forced  to  sleep.  On  the  other  hand,  whoso  finds  not 
himself  furnished  with  God’s  Word,  must  die  in  anguish ; 
therefore  when  thou  comest  to  die,  make  no  dispute  at  all, 
but  from  thy  heart  say : I believe  in  Jesus  Christ  the  Son 
of  God.  I ask  no  more. 

LUTHER. 
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855  My  candle  hath  no  light, 

My  buisnes  yet  vndone ; 

So  suddenlie  comth  night 
Before  we  looke  for  noone. 

I meane,  death  is  at  doore ; 

So  let  him  be  in  minde, 

Least  such  may  be  his  houre 
Vnreadie  thee  to  finde. 

Thy  readinesse  let  be 
In  Christ  a stedfast  faithe: 

God’s  feare,  walking  rightlie, 

Still  trampling  virtue’s  path. 

Then  needst  thou  not  to  feare 
Death,  come  he  late  or  early: 

In  truth  to  God  draw  neare, 

And  He  will  love  thee  dearly. 

Thy  soule  shall  go  to  heauen 
Though  bodie  go  to  graue, 

Yet  shall  it  rise  againe, 

The  selfsame  soule  to  haue. 

And  both  shall  go  to  dwell 
In  heauen  with  the  Lord : 

The  ioyes  no  tongue  can  tell 
By  Christ  for  thee  prepar’d. 

ANTHONY  FLETCHER. 

856  The  law  of  our  land  is  affronted  if  we  say  the 
king  dies,  and  insists  on  it  that  he  only  demises.  This, 
which  is  a fiction  where  a monarch  only  is  in  question,  in 
the  case  of  a Christian  is  reality  and  truth.  He  only  lays 
aside  a body,  which  it  is  his  privilege  to  be  encumbered 
with  no  longer;  and  instead  of  dying,  in  that  moment  he 
begins  to  live. 

COWPER. 
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857  The  fairest  day  assures  his  glowning  houre: 

The  sunshine  bright  is  covered  oft  with  shade: 
Man’s  harvest  is  compared  to  a flower 

That  unawares  doth  perish,  waste,  and  fade, 

And  whose  pride  past  beares  but  a withered  hue, 
And  bendes,  and  biddes  the  gardner  then  adew. 

Our  life  a lampe,  that  for  a time  burnes  bright ; 

Our  life  a spanne,  when  it  is  at  the  best; 

Our  life  assur’d  of  neither  day  nor  night, 

Our  life  a smoake  and  unassured  reste ; 

Our  life,  our  state,  our  stay  and  vital  breathe, 
Subject  unto  the  sudden  call  of  deathe. 

NICHOLAS  BOWEMAN.  1602. 

•* 

858  Death  mocks  at  us,  and  tramples  our  dearest 
hopes  and  our  lives  in  the  dust.  Dreadful  tyrant,  offspring 
and  ally  of  sin  ! But  go  on  now,  and  do  thy  worst.  Thy 
time  will  come.  The  last  enemy  that  shall  be  destroyed 
is  death.  Yes,  awful  power,  thou  shalt  devour  thyself  and 
die. 

REV.  A.  JUDSON. 


859  It  is  comfortable  to  have  the  presence  of  earthly 
friends,  especially  in  sickness,  and  on  a death-bed ; but  the 
great  thing  is  to  have  God  our  friend,  and  to  be  united  to 
Christ,  who  can  never  die  any  more,  and  from  whom  our 
own  death  cannot  separate  us. 

JONATHAN  EDWARDS. 


860  Death  is  unwelcome  to  nature,  but  then,  and  not 
till  then,  the  conflict  will  cease.  Then  we  shall  sin  no 
more.  The  flesh,  with  all  its  attendant  evils,  will  be  laid 
in  the  grave : then  the  soul,  which  has  been  partaker 
of  a new  and  heavenly  birth,  shall  be  freed  from  every 
incumbrance,  and  stand  perfect  in  the  Redeemer’s  right- 
eousness before  God  in  glory. 

REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
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86 1  Since  God  hath  fyxt  our  dayes  and  yeares  to  live  and 
eke  to  dye, 

And  takes  His  choice  of  us  His  sheepe,  what  might 
shall  Him  denie, 

But  that  He  may  without  regarde  His  creatures  take 
and  save, 

Yea,  beare  them  up,  yea,  throw  them  downe,  from  life 
unto  the  grave  ? 

Rejoice  we  then  among  the  route,  which  doth  this 
thing  confesse, 

And  pray  that  God  may  have  His  will : He  teacheth 
us  no  lesse ; 

And  thank  Him  too  for  all  His  giftes,  and  seeme  not 
to  mourne 

For  that  which  He  hath  in  Himselfe  set  downe  ere 
we  were  borne. 

All  tymes  with  Him  is  not  one  houre,  to  age  no 
subject  is: 

All  shall  decay,  yea,  heaven  and  earthe ; such  power 
and  glory  is  His. 

Borne  all  to  dye,  and  dye  we  must:  all  flesh  shall 
yeelde  to  death : 

The  promise  made  welcome  the  tyme,  which  sayth, 
Let  go  his  breath. 

L RAMSEY. 

* 

862  In  the  case  of  believers,  death  has  lost  his  sting, 
not  only  with  respect  to  those  he  takes  away,  but  with 
respect  to  survivors  also. 

COWPER.  Letter  to  Newton. 

* 

863  Remember  you  shall  die;  and  when,  and  where, 
and  how,  you  cannot  tell.  Remember  the  death  of  sinners 
is  most  terrible.  Remember  the  death  of  God’s  saints  is 
most  precious  in  His  sight. 

JOHN  BRADFORD.  To  Lord  Russell. 
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864  While  life  is  sweet,  death  is  bitter,  and  heaven 
itself  is  no  temptation  while  the  world  gives  us  her  friendly 
entertainments.  But  when  reproach  and  persecution,  sick- 
ness and  sore  diseases  do  not  only  pinch,  but  vex  our 
hearts  with  variety  of  aggravations,  we  are  not  so  fond  of 
the  creature,  but  we  can  be  content  to  entertain  a parley 
with  death,  and  take  heaven  into  our  consideration, 


865  Concerning  death,  to  them  that  are  God’s  dear 
children,  what  other  thing  is  it,  than  the  dispatcher  of  all 
displeasure,  the  end  of  all  travail,  the  door  of  desires,  the 
gate  of  gladness,  the  port  of  paradise,  the  haven  of  heaven, 
the  rail  of  rest  and  quietness,  the  entrance  to  felicity,  the 
beginning  of  all  blissfulness  ? It  is  the  very  bed  of  down  for 
the  doleful  bodies  of  God’s  people  to  rest  in,  and  therefore 
well  compared  to  a sleep,  out  of  which  they  shall  rise  and 
awake  most  fresh  and  lusty  to  life  everlasting.  It  is  a 
passage  to  the  Father,  a chariot  to  heaven,  the  Lord’s 
messenger,  a leader  unto  Christ,  a going  to  our  home,  a 
deliverance  from  bondage  and  prison,  a dismission  from 
war,  a security  from  all  sorrows,  and  a manumission  from 
all  misery. 

JOHN  BRADFORD. 

866  I exhort  you  to  go  on  in  your  journey : your  day 
is  short,  and  your  afternoon’s  sun  will  soon  go  down : make 
an  end  of  your  accounts  with  your  Lord,  for  Death  and 
judgment  are  tides  that  bide  no  man. 

REV.  S.  RUTHERFORD.  To  the  Lady  EarUton. 

* 

867  What  is  Death  ? Death  to  a Christian  is  but  an 
entrance  into  the  city  of  God;  it  is  but  joining ^a  more 
blessed  company,  and  singing  in  a more  exalted  strain  than 
we  can  do  in  this  world. 

CECIL. 

U 
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868  The  apostle  John  was  much  displeased  with  the 
report  that  had  gone  abroad,  that  he  should  not  die.  He 
looked  upon  it  as  a great  affliction  that  he  should  not  die, 
and  therefore  he  himself  confutes  it  “But  yet  Jesus  (said 
he)  said  not  that  he  should  not  die,”  as  if  he  had  said,  God 
forbid  that  I should  not  die. 

CALAMY. 

* 

869  Time  is  rolling  on  like  a dark  troubled  sea,  wave 
upon  wave,  with  increasing  rapidity ; and  whether  our  last 
end  be  sooner  or  later  in  life,  it  must  be  soon  ; “ That  which 
still  letteth”  is  but  a moment  in  the  unbroken  day  of 
eternity.  The  judge  is  at  the  door,  the  midnight  cry  is 
daily  heard,  the  veil  is  pressing  to  be  lifted  up,  the  world 
fast  hastening  to  its  end : human  life  in  all  of  us  is  like 
a vesture  folding  up,  like  a troubled  sleeper  painfully 
awaking,  like  the  great  flood  of  waters  rushing  on  to  its 
exit. 

BISHOP  MEDLEY. 


870  Live  much  in  the  expectation  of  death,  and  in  the 
view  and  hope  of  eternal  things.  Death  and  judgment, 
heaven  and  hell,  are  such  grand  and  awful  ideas,  that  where 
these  are  duly  considered,  they  will  make  the  things  of 
this  life  appear  so  very  little  and  inconsiderable,  as  to  be 
scarce  worthy  of  our  hopes  and  fears,  our  desires  and 
aversions,  our  wrath  and  resentment,  our  sorrows  and  joys. 

DR.  WATTS. 

* 


871  If  you  forget  anything  when  your  sea  is  full  and 
your  foot  in  that  ship,  there  is  no  returning  again  to  fetch 
it.  Have  all  things  in  readiness  against  the  time  that  you 
must  fall  through  that  black  and  impetuous  Jordan,  and 
Jesus,  who  knoweth  both  these  depths,  and  the  rock  and 
all  the  coasts,  be  your  pilot. 

RUTHERFORD.  To  John  Kennedy. 
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872  Since  our  tenure  in  this  world  is  so  exposed  both 
to  inconvenience  and  uncertainty,  we  should  die  to  the 
world  while  we  are  in  it : as  those  who  very  shortly  are  to 
be  translated  from  it ; and  having  no  abiding  station  here, 
be  careful  to  look  after  that  city  which  hath  foundations, 
and  so  to  acquaint  ourselves  beforehand  with  death,  by 
meditation  on  it,  and  preparation  for  it,  that  it  may  not 
come  as  a messenger  of  wrath,  but  as  a harbinger  to  glory ; 
that  in  our  death  we  may  be  the  Lord’s  dead  men,  and 
prisoners  of  hope,  the  Spirit  of  Christ  in  us  being  the 
earnest  and  seed  of  a resurrection  unto  life. 

BISHOP  REYNOLDS. 

* 

873  Knowing  that  shortly  I must  put  off  this  my 
tabernacle. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  II  Peter  i.  14. 

* 

874  Thy  will,  O Christ,  my  term  of  life  decreed, 

Nor  would  I,  if  I might,  that  term  exceed; 

To  Thee  I live  and  die,  for  Thou  art  mine, 

And  dead  or  living,  I am  ever  Thine. 


875  To  die  daily  is  the  only  way  to  be  ready  for  the 
day  of  death. 


876  II  n’y  a que  la  mort  qui  soit  certaine,  et  cependant 
nous  agissons  comme  si  cetoit  la  seule  chose  incertaine. 

LA  ROCHEFOUCAULD. 


877  St.  Austin  asked  those  that  told  him  of  a violent 
death  that  had  seized  some  one,  “ But  how  did  he  live  ?” 
He  made  no  matter  how  he  went  out  of  the  world,  but 
how  he  carried  himself  in  it. 


THRENOIKOS:  or,  The  House  of  Mourning.  1640. 
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878  The  more  we  put  off  the  love  of  this  present 
world  and  all  things  superfluous,  beforehand,  we  shall 
have  less  to  do  when  we  lie  down. 

ARCHBISHOP  LEIGHTON. 

* 

879  Death  to  a good  man  is  but  passing  through 
a dark  entry,  out  of  one  little  dusky  room  of  his  Father’s 
house,  into  another  that  is  fair  and  large,  lightsome  and 
glorious,  and  divinely  entertaining.  Oh,  may  the  rays  and 
splendours  of  my  heavenly  apartment  shoot  far  downward, 
and  gild  the  dark  entry  with  such  a cheerful  gleam  as  to 
banish  every  fear  when  I shall  be  called  to  pass  through ! 

DR.  WATTS. 

* 

880  Oh  my  soul,  look  for  death  hourly ; long  for  it 
greatly ; prepare  for  it  carefully ; meet  and  welcome  it 
joyfully ; for  it  is  Christ’s  way  to  direct  the  soul  to  Him, 
and  thy  friend  that  comes  to  set  thee  at  liberty  from  thy 
sins,  discharge  thee  from  thy  prison,  dismiss  thee  from  thy 
debts,  and  bring  thee  at  once  to  enjoy  all  thy  desires. 

REV.  VAVASOR  POWELL. 

■I* 

881  At  Death’s  arrival  they  shall  smile, 

Who  not  in  life  o’er  gay, 

Serious  and  frequent  thought  send  out 
To  meet  him  in  the  way. 


882  It  was  the  saying  of  a pious  Christian,  There  is 
this  difference  to  me  between  living  and  dying : if  I live, 
God  comes  to  me ; if  I die,  I go  to  Him. 


883  Oh  that  I less  could  fear  to  lose  this  being, 
Which  like  a snow-ball  in  my  coward  hand, 
The  more  ’tis  grasped,  the  faster  melts  away. 
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884  “ Life  is  sweet,”  said  Sir  Anthony  Kingston  to 
Bishop  Hooper  at  the  stake,  “and  death  bitter.”  “True, 
friend,”  he  replied ; “ but  consider  that  the  death  to  come 
is  more  bitter,  and  the  life  to  come  more  sweet.” 

FOX.  Martyrology . 1641. 

* 

885  O thou  great  Power!  in  whom  I move, 

For  whom  I live,  to  whom  I die, 

Behold  me  through  thy  beams  of  love, 

Whilst  on  this  couch  of  tears  I lie ; 

O cleanse  my  sordid  soul  within, 

By  thy  Christ’s  blood,  the  bath  of  sin. 

No  hallowed  oils,  no  fumes  I need, 

No  rags  of  saints,  no  purging  fire; 

One  saving  drop  from  Jesu’s  side 

Were  worlds  of  seas  to  quench  thine  ire: 

O precious  ransom ! fully  paid, 

When  “It  is  finished”  was  said. 

And  said  by  Him  who  said  no  more, 

But  sealed  it  with  His  sacred  breath; 

Thou,  then,  that  hast  discharged  my  score, 

And  dying,  wast  the  death  of  death  ! 

Be  to  me  now,  on  Thee  I call, 

My  life,  my  strength,  my  joy,  my  all. 

SIR  HENRY  WOOTTON. 

* 

886  The  righteous  must  die  in  order  that  they  may 
rest  from  their  labours.  This  is  not  our  rest.  There 
remaineth  a rest  for  the  people  of  God.  There  are  not 
two  rests.  There  is  no  rest  in  this  world.  The  word  quies 
wants  the  plural  number. 

DR.  CALAMY. 

* 


887  The  way  to  life  lies  through  the  country  of  death, 
as  the  way  to  Canaan  through  a sea  and  a wilderness. 

BISHOP  REYNOLDS. 
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Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

Asleep  in  Jesus ! O how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a slumber  meet, 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  has  lost  its  venom’d  sting. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  O for  me 
May  such  a blissful  refuge  be; 

Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  far  from  thee, 

Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be: 
Yet  Thine  is  still  a blessed  sleep, 

From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 


889  Kind  death,  just  umpire  of  man’s  miseries, 

With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Henry  6 thy  Part  x.  Act  2. 


890  Were  death  denied,  this  world  a scene, 
How  dismal  and  forlorn ! 

To  death  we  owe  that  ’tis  to  man 
A blessing  to  be  born. 

When  every  other  blessing  fails, 

Or  sapp’d  by  slow  decay, 

Or  storm’d  by  sudden  blasts  of  fate, 

Is  swiftly  whirl’d  away; 

How  happy  that  no  storm  or  time 
Of  death  can  rob  the  just ! 

None  pluck  from  their  unaching  heads 
Soft  pillows  in  the  dust. 


DR.  YOUNG. 
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891  When  Adam  lived,  that  is,  when  he  sinned,  death 
devoured  life:  when  Christ  died,  that  is,  was  justified,  then 
life,  which  is  Christ,  swallowed  up  and  devoured  death; 
therefore  God  be  praised,  that  Christ  died  and  has  got  the 
victory. 

LUTHER. 

* 

892  Death  is  a king  of  terrors,  but  not  to  the  sheep  of 
Christ ; they  tremble  at  it  no  more  than  sheep  do  who  are 
appointed  for  the  slaughter.  Even  in  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I will  fear  no  evil,  none  of  these  things 
move  me. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

* 

893  A good  man's  death  is  like  music  ; though  it  con- 
sists of  sharps,  yet  it  ends  in  a diapason,  and  with  a sweet 
close. 

ANON. 


894  Come  thou  Death, 

Let  the  damps  of  thy  dull  breath 
Overshadow  even  the  shade, 

And  make  darkness  selfe  afraide ; 
There  my  feet,  even  there,  shall  finde 
Way  for  a resolved  minde. 


CRASHAW.  1648. 


895  Amidst  the  agonies  of  the  vale  of  death,  there  is 
no  unfeigned  and  adequate  support  for  men,  but  that  which 
is  derived  from  the  gospel  of  God. 

DEHON. 


896  How  long  soever  he  live,  how  long  soever  he  lie 
sick,  that  man  dies  a sudden  death,  who  never  thought  of 
it. 

DONNE. 
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897  Though  I stray  through  Deaths  dark  vale, 

Where  his  pale 

Shades  on  every  side  enfold  me ; 

Dreadless,  having  Thee  for  guide, 

Should  I 'bide, 

For  Thy  rod  and  staffe  uphold  me. 

DAVISON.  1635. 

* 

898  Leave  the  world  as  you  found  it ; and  seeing  you 
must  go  naked  as  you  came,  do  not  stay  for  Death  to 
pluck  off  your  cloathes,  but  strip  yourself,  and  owe  your 
liberty  to  your  own  hands.  It  will  not  be  long,  you  are 
well  assured,  ere  that  debt  to  nature  must  be  paid  ; and 
then  there  cannot  be  a greater  contentment  than  to  feel 
that  you  are  your  own  at  that  hour.  That  you  can  dispose 
of  yourself  to  God  without  any  let  or  hindrance,  and  that 
you  can  dye  in  the  freedom  wherein  you  were  bom. 


Into  the  world  we  naked  come, 

And  naked  backe  againe  we  goe: 

The  Lord  our  wealth  receiue  we  from, 
And  He  doth  take  it  from  vs  too : 

The  Lord  both  wils  and  workes  the  same, 
And  blessed  therefore  be  His  Name. 

From  Heau'n  there  came  a voice  to  me, 
And  this  it  wil’d  me  to  record ; 

The  dead  from  henceforth  blessed  be, 

The  dead  that  dieth  in  the  Lord : 

The  Spirit  thus  doth  likewise  say, 

For  from  their  workes  at  rest  are  they. 


900  Our  days  on  the  earth  are  as  a shadow,  and  there 
is  none  abiding. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  1 Chronicles  xxix.  15. 
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901  Seeing  nothing  is  more  certaine  than  death,  nor 
uncertaine  than  the  time ; let  us  not  trust  in  any  worldly 
thing,  which  is  but  vanitie,  but  let  us  follow  the  example 
of  this  kingly  Prophet,  and  remember  Death  even  in  our 
greatest  hope  and  prosperitie  of  life. 

JACKSON. 

* 

902  Did  our  existence  end  with  this  life,  how  little 
to  be  dreaded,  yea,  in  many  cases,  how  much  to  be  desired 
were  death ! But  our  existence  doth  not  end  with  this  life ; 
eternity  is  before  us,  and  it  is  eternity  which  makes  death 
of  so  much  consequence. 

DR.  DODD. 

* 

903  What  wise  man  would  not  live  the  life  of  the 
righteous,  that  his  latter  end  may  be  like  his ; that  in  the 
agonies  of  death,  and  in  the  very  jaws  of  the  grave,  no 
disturbing  thoughts  may  discompose  him,  no  guilty  fears 
distract  him,  but  he  may  go  out  of  the  world  with  all  the 
joyful  presages  of  eternal  rest  and  peace. 

SHERLOCK. 


904  The  dark  valley  leads  us  to  God’s  house  above, 
where  His  servants  shall  dwell  for  ever;  for  thus  saith  the 
good  Shepherd : “ I give  unto  My  sheep  eternal  life,  and 
they  shall  never  perish,  neither  shall  any  pluck  them  out 
of  My  hand.” 


ORTON. 


* 


905  Remember,  one  generation  passeth,  and  another 
cometh  ; our  fathers  have  given  place  unto  us,  and  we 
must  give  place  to  a succeeding  posteritie.  The  enterlude 
is  the  same,  they  have  played  their  parts  upon  the  scaffolde 
of  this  worlde,  and  wee  are  acting  ours.  This  being  the 
conclusion  of  every  scene,  the  grave  is  ready  for  mee. 
Vanitie  of  vanities,  all  is  vanitie. 

JACKSON. 
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906  Christians  who  live  dying,  and  die  living,  lose 
nothing  by  death,  but  what  may  well  be  spared — sin  and 
sorrow. 

ANON. 

4- 

907  Our  religion,  if  we  be  faithful  to  it,  will  furnish 
us  with  living  comforts  in  dying  moments,  sufficient  to 
balance  the  pains  of  death,  and  take  off  the  terror  of  it, 
and  to  enable  us  to  triumph  over  it. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

*• 

908  O Saviour  of  the  faithful  dead, 

With  whom  Thy  servants  dwell; 

Though  cold  and  green  the  turf  is  spread 
Above  their  narrow  cell. 

No  more  we  cling  to  mortal  clay, 

We  doubt  and  fear  no  more, 

Nor  shrink  to  tread  the  darksome  way 
Which  Thou  hast  trod  before. 

When  soon  or  late  this  feeble  breath 
No  more  to  Thee  shall  pray ; 

Support  me  through  the  vale  of  death, 

And  in  the  darksome  way. 

When  clothed  in  fleshy  weeds  again, 

I wait  Thy  dread  decree; 

Judge  of  the  world!  bethink  Thee  then 
That  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

HEBER. 

4- 


909  Few  are  there  even  of  God’s  children,  who  can 
from  the  distance  behold  the  last  enemy  without  alarm : 
many,  blessed  be  God,  who  when  they  come  to  struggle 
and  to  close  with  him,  find  him  neither  formidable  nor 
terrific. 

ANON. 
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ST.  STEPHEN’S  DAY. 

910  Our  lukewarme  hearts  with  his  hot  zeal  inflame, 
So  constant  and  so  louing  let  vs  be; 

So  let  vs  living  glorifie  Thy  Name; 

So  let  vs  dying  fixe  our  eies  on  Thee ; 

And  when  the  sleepe  of  Death  shall  vs  o’ertake, 
With  Him  to  life  eternall  vs  awake. 

WITHER. 


91 1  It  were  a light  and  easy  matter  for  a Christian  to 
overcome  death,  if  he  knew  it  was  not  God's  wrath : that 
quality  makes  death  bitter  to  us. 


LUTHER. 


912  Seeke  then  to  shun  the  snares  of  vayne  delight, 

Which  moves  the  mind  in  youth  from  vertue’s  lore : 
Leave  off  the  vaunt  of  pride  and  manly  might, 

Sith  all  must  yeeld  when  death  the  flesh  shall  gore : 
And  way  these  wordes;  as  soone  for  to  be  sold 
To  market  comes  the  younge  sheepe  as  the  olde. 

No  trust  in  time;  our  dayes  uncertayne  bee; 

Like  as  the  flower  bedect  with  splendant  hue, 
Whose  gallant  show  soone  dride  with  heate  wee  see, 
Of  scorching  beames,  though  late  it  brauely  grew: 
We  all  must  yeelde;  the  best  shall  not  denye: 
Unsure  is  deathe,  yet  certayne  wee  shall  dye. 


Although  a while  we  vaunt  in  youthful  yeares, 

In  younge  delightes  wee  seeme  to  live  at  rest ; 
We  subject  bee  to  griefe;  eche  horror  feares, 

The  valiaunst  harts,  when  death  doth  daunt  the 
brest. 

Then  use  thy  talent  here  unto  thee  lent, 

That  thou  mayst  well  account  how  it  is  spent. 

T.  PROCTOR. 
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913  Death  is  gain  to  the  pious,  and  the  more  of  Christ 
that  there  is  in  the  life,  the  more  of  advantage  will  there  be 
in  dissolution. 

BELFRAGE. 

* 

914  No  man  shall  take  our  joy  from  us,  so  neither 
shall  Death  itselfe  take  it  away,  nor  so  much  as  interrupt 
it  or  discontinue  it  In  the  agonies  of  Death,  in  the  anguish 
of  that  dissolution,  in  the  sorrowes  of  that  valediction,  in 
the  irreversiblenesse  of  that  transmigration,  I shall  have 
a joy  which  shall  no  more  evaporate,  than  my  soule  shall 
evaporate : a joy  that  shall  passe  up,  and  put  on  a more 
glorious  garment  above,  and  be  joy  superin  vested  in  glory. 


Examples  daily  manifolde, 

Before  our  eyes  we  see, 

Which  put  us  in  rememberaunce 
Of  our  fragilitie ; 

And  bid  us  watch  at  every  tide 
For  death,  our  lurking  foe : 
Sith  dye  we  must  most  certainly, 
But  when,  we  do  not  knowe. 


THOMAS  NEWTON. 


The  thought  of  death  indulge, 
Give  it  its  wholesome  empire,  let  it  reign, 
That  kind  chastiser  of  the  soul. 


917  Thrice  happy  man,  that  guides  his  steps  so  even 
As  his  pure  light  no  gloomy  darke  annoys 
His  ransom’d  soule,  eternal  joyes  shall  win, 
When  timely  death  shall  blessed  life  begin. 


/ 
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918  Who  woulde  not  trauaile  all  his  life 

Such  science  for  to  knoe, 

As  able  is  to  rid  from  strife 
This  carcasse  bare,  and  woe? 

The  state  itselfe  is  nothing  sure, 

Full  soone  doth  fade  away ; 

No  earthlie  thinge  doth  long  endure, 

But  once  it  doth  decay. 

Why  then  is  man  so  loth  to  goe, 

This  fickle  life  to  leaue  ? 

Sith  he  so  well  the  state  doth  know, 

He  doth  himselfe  deceaue. 

STEPHEN  BATMAN. 

* 

919  Were  it  not  for  the  principles  and  hopes  which 
religion  inspires,  I know  not  how  a heart  that  is  fond  and 
sensible  could  sustain  the  thought  of  being  torn  by  death 
from  the  dear  objects  and  social  pleasures  of  this  present 
life.  But  when  the  promises  of  revelation  are  disclosed, 
there  is  reason,  and  to  those  who  have  tasted  the  good 
word  of  God  and  the  powers  of  the  world  to  come,  there 
is  peace,  in  acquiescing  in  the  privations  to  which  death 
necessarily  subjects  us. 


920  Secured  by  Him,  I will  no  danger  fear, 

Not  death  itself,  if  it  were  near, 

And  should  in  its  most  horrid  shape  appear  : 
Death’s  gloomy  shadow  by  his  sun 
Shall  cheerful  grow  as  morning  light, 

And  at  the  day  His  eye  has  sprung 
The  grave  itself  shall  with  new  beams  look  bright : 
Thy  staff  shall  bear  me  up : my  way,  O God, 

Not  by  my  sceptre  shall  be  guarded,  but  Thy  rod. 

WOODFORD. 
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921  They  who  remember  death  will  assuredly  be  wise. 
This  is  an  important  truth.  The  abuse  of  life  proceeds 
from  the  forgetfulness  of  death.  • 


DR.  DODD. 


922  Remember,  the  peaceful  death  of  the  righteous 
man  can  only  be  obtained  or  hoped  for  by  those  who  have 
lived  the  life  of  the  righteous. 


BISHOP  HEBER. 


923  What  man  or  woman  with  spirituall  understand- 
ing, duly  considering  what  miseries  by  death  wee  leave 
behinde  us,  and  with  the  eyes  of  faith  beholdeth  what  in- 
estimable good  things  by  death  we  are  put  in  possession 
of,  but  shall  most  willingly  die  when  God  calleth ; yea, 
sing  with  the  swanne,  when  death  approacheth,  and  say 
with  old  father  Simeon : Lord,  now  lettest  thou  thy  servant 
depart  in  peace. 

JACKSON. 

<■ 

924  As  falls  the  tree,  so  prostrate  still  it  lies, 

So  speedeth  life  in  liuing  as  it  dies. 

As  men  by  life  in  bondage  soone  are  brought, 

Euen  so  by  death  is  freedome  soonest  wrought. 

As  fire  burnes  fiercely,  being  still  supplyed, 

So  life  postes  swiftly  when  it  least  is  spyed. 

As  sharp  frosts  easily  nip  foreward  springs, 

So  life  to  end  it  hath  too  many  things. 

As  easteme  winds  doth  towardly  blossoms  blast, 

So  inward  cares  makes  life  to  finish  fast. 

As  life  is  onely  by  the  gift  of  grace, 

So  death  by  nature  taketh  time  and  place. 

JOHN  BODENHAM. 


Death  ends  our  woes, 
And  puts  a period  to  the  ills  of  life. 
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926  The  gospel  is  called  the  rod  of  Christ’s  strength, 
and  there  is  enough  in  that  to  comfort  the  saints  when 
they  come  to  die,  and  underneath  them  are  the  everlasting 
arms. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

* 

927  Such  as  have  doubtyd  of  the  everlasting  lif  to  come, 
doth  sorow  and  bewayle  the  departure  hens:  but  those 
whych  be  persuadyd  that  to  dy  here  ys  lyf  agene,  do 
rather  honger  for  death,  and  count  yt  a felicite,  than  to 
bewayle  yt  as  an  utter  destructyon. 

QUEEN  CATHERINE  PARR. 

* 

928  The  present  life  is  an  incurable  disease,  and 
sometimes  is  attended  with  so  sharp  a sense  of  it,  that 
death  is  desired  as  a remedy,  and  accepted  as  a benefit. 

DR.  BATES. 

* 

929  Long  though  we  liue,  strong  though  we  be, 

Though  stomack  do  not  faile; 

Lose  yet  we  must  life,  and  to  dust, 

To  this  port  we  must  saile. 

Life  is  a leafe,  death  comes  aloofe, 

Common  to  me  with  all : 

Life  is  a blaste,  age  comes  at  laste, 

Then  death  to  great  and  small. 

In  God  therefore,  leauing  the  world, 

See  that  you  fit  your  joy: 

In  death  seek  life,  that  dying  once, 

Avoide  you  may  annoy. 

WILLIAM  BVTTES. 

* 


930  Life  is  death’s  seed-time,  death,  life’s  harvest ; as 
here  we  sow,  so  there  we  reap ; as  here  we  set,  so  there  we 
gather  of  a blessed  life,  a death  as  blissful. 

ANON. 
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931  Sleepe  is  of  death  the  shape, 

To  shewe  man’s  substance  small ; 

As  earth  doth  for  the  body  gape, 

So  death  will  have  vs  all. 

Then  Hue  as  thou  shouldst  die, 

When  God  shall  please  to  stricke ; 

The  graue  whereon  our  bodies  lie, 

And  bed  are  both  alike. 

THOS.  CHURCHYARD. 

* 

932  How  quickly  that  day  may  come!  How  surely 
it  must  come.  With  little  aids  and  assistances  we  may 
postpone  it.  With  little  props  and  defences  we  may 
weaken  its  approach.  With  care  and  temperance  we  may 
mitigate  its  terrors  ; but  neither  men  nor  angels  can  finally 
exempt  us.  There  stands  before  us  all  the  “Valley  of  the 
Shadow  of  Death.”  There  remains  for  us  all  the  bitter 
agony,  the  gasping  breath,  the  quivering  limbs,  the  last 
sigh ; and  there  is,  by  no  means  or  device  of  mortal  con- 
trivance, by  no  help,  or  privilege,  or  exemption,  or  sub- 
stitute, “any  discharge  from  that  war.” 

BENNETT. 

* 

933  I know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  that  He 
shall  stand  at  the  latter  day  upon  the  earth. 

And  though  after  my  skin,  worms  destroy  this  body, 
yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I see  God. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  xix.  25. 

* 

934  O death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O grave,  where 
is  thy  victory  ? 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin  : and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the 
law. 

But  thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory, 
through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  I Corinthians,  xv.  55—57. 
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935  Who  doth  not  see  the  state  of  fickle  man, 

His  changing  courses,  and  his  divers  turnes, 

Tween  aged  yeeres  and  time  he  first  began  ? 

His  time  his  termes  from  time  to  time  adjurnes: 
Time  tries  him  still,  to  triumph  him  he  wurnes, 

And  will  not  let  him  glorie  long  in  blisse 
In  this  short  progresse  where  no  glorie  is. 

Hee  forthwith  lives,  and  then  forthwith  he  dies, 
Though  living  long  hee  lingers  and  decayes ; 

From  youth  to  age  hee  pining  mortifies, 

Although  he  seeme  to  glorie  in  his  dayes : 

His  day  to  die  comes  stealing,  though  it  stayes; 
And  when  he  seemeth  to  have  constant  state, 

A change  chops  in  of  more  inconstant  rate. 

JOHN  NORDEN.  1506 

* 

936  Wherefore  should  we  grieve  and  sigh 
’Cause  we  know  that  we  must  die  ? 

Death’s  a debt  required  by  nature 
To  be  paid  by  every  creature:. 

Rich  and  poor,  and  high  and  low, 

Fall  by  death’s  impartial  blow. 

God  perhaps  in  kindness  will 
Snatch  us  from  some  coming  ill ; 

Death  may  kindly  waft  us  o’er 
To  a milder  happier  shore. 

ROBT.  TANNAHILL. 

* 

937  With  joy  the  sailor,  long  by  tempests  tost, 
Spreads  all  his  canvass  for  the  wished  for  coast : 
With  joy  the  hind,  his  daily  labour  done, 

Sees  the  broad  shadows  and  the  setting  sun : 

With  joy  the  slave,  worn  out  with  tedious  woes, 
Beholds  the  hand  which  liberty  bestows: 

So  Death  with  joy  my  feeble  voice  shall  greet, 
My  hand  shall  beckon,  and  my  wish  shall  meet. 

ANON. 
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938  Death  lies  concealed  in  every  path  we  tread ; and 
his  stroke  will  ever  be  sudden  and  dreadful,  in  proportion 
to  the  degree  of  our  forgetfulness  of  that  stroke,  and  our 
attachment  to  the  vain  delights  or  possessions  of  the 
world. 

DR.  DODD. 


Grave!  the  guardian  of  our  dust! 
Grave,  the  treasury  of  the  skies! 
Every  atom  of  thy  trust 
Rests  in  hope  again  to  rise. 

Hark!  the  Judgment  trumpet  calls: 
Soul,  rebuild  thy  house  of  clay, 
Immortality,  thy  walls, 

And,  Eternity,  thy  day. 


J AS.  MONTGOMERY. 


940  Nor  let  us  be  unduly  anxious  about  the  term  of 
our  own  life,  or  the  circumstances  of  our  death.  If  we  are 
reconciled  to  God  through  the  death  of  His  Son,  if  sin  be 
pardoned  and  the  heart  renewed,  we  may  confidently 
commit  the  changes  which  may  take  place  in  the  mode  of 
our  existence  into  His  hands,  the  wheels  of  whose  pro- 
vidence are  full  of  eyes,  and  never  move  at  random.  Our 
great  business  should  be  the  care  of  the  soul,  an  attention 
to  the  discharge  of  present  duty,  and  the  improvement  of 
present  privileges,  and  to  have  a supreme  regard  in  all 
that  we  do  to  the  revealed  will  of  God : and  then  we  may 
cheerfully  resign  the  disposal  of  the  body  and  all  our 
temporal  interests  to  Him  who  has  the  management  of  the 
material  universe,  and  with  whom  reside  the  spirits  of  just 
men  made  perfect.  If  all  is  safe  for  eternity,  we  may 
calmly  wait  our  last  summons : and  when  the  messenger 
arrives,  and  the  call  is  heard,  we  may  tranquilly  apprise 
our  friends.  It  is  the  Lord : let  Him  do  what  seemeth 
Him  good. 
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941  Death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  hell, 
These  alone,  so  often  heard, 

No  more  move  us  than  the  bell 
When  some  stranger  is  interr'd. 

Oh,  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 
Cover  us  from  every  eye, 

Spirit  of  instruction,  come, 

Make  us  learn  that  we  must  die. 


942  Where  are  you  with  whom  in  life  I started, 

Dear  companions  of  my  golden  days  ? 

Ye  are  dead,  estranged  from  me,  or  parted, 

Flown,  like  morning  clouds,  a thousand  ways. 

Where  art  thou,  in  youth  my  friend  and  brother? 

Yes,  in  soul  my  friend  and  brother  still : 

Heaven  received  thee,  and  on  earth  none  other 
Can  the  void  in  my  lone  bosom  fill. 

Where  is  she,  whose  looks  were  love  and  gladness  ? 

Love  and  gladness  I no  longer  see: 

She  is  gone ; and  since  that  hour  of  sadness 
Nature  seems  her  sepulchre  to  me. 

Where  am  I ? life's  current  faintly  flowing 
Brings  the  welcome  warning  of  release : 

Struck  with  death,  ah,  whither  am  I going? 

All  is  well:  my  spirit  parts  in  peace. 

JAS.  MONTGOMERY. 

* 

943  Men  are  not  dead  because  they  die, 

From  outward  sense  receding, 

But,  where  extends  no  mortal  eye, 

A spirit  life  are  leading: 

In  some  vast  orb,  where  unveiled  glories  shine, 
They  wait  the  pealing  of  the  trump  divine. 

ROBT.  MONTGOMERY. 

X 2 
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How  swift  the  torrent  rolls, 

That  hastens  to  the  sea ; 

How  strong  the  tide  that  bears  our  souls 
On — to  eternity! 

Our  fathers,  where  are  they  ? 

With  all  they  called  their  own ; 

Their  joys,  and  griefs,  and  hopes,  and  cares, 
And  wealth,  and  honour  gone! 

There,  where  the  fathers  lie, 

Must  all  the  children  dwell ; 

No  other  heritage  possess, 

But  such  a gloomy  cell. 

God  of  our  fathers,  hear, 

Thou  everlasting  Friend  ! 

While  we,  on  life’s  extremest  verge, 

Our  souls  to  Thee  commend. 

Of  all  the  pious  dead 
May  we  the  footsteps  trace, 

’Till  with  them  in  the  land  of  light 
We  dwell  before  Thy  face. 


DODDRIDGE. 


945  Every  day  brings  you  nearer  to  everlasting  tor- 
ments or  felicity.  You  may  die  any  moment;  and  you 
are  as  near  to  heaven,  or  hell,  as  you  are  to  death.  No 
wonder  you  are  asking,  What  shall  I do  to  be  saved  ? 

JOHN  ANGELL  JAMES. 


946  To  a Christian,  death  appears  the  portal  to  eternal 
life,  and  therefore  he  ought  to  rejoice  when  a fellow-pilgrim 
to  the  heavenly  city  is  mercifully  permitted  to  pass  through 
it.  But  it  is  otherwise  with  the  worldly  man : the  grave 
must  needs  be  a fearful  thing  to  him  who  has  no  hope 
beyond  it. 

OLD  HUMPHREY. 
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947  Then  for  the  comfort  of  death,  it  must  proceed 
from  a well  spent  life.  He  that  sees  nothing  but  a vast 
solitude  and  wilderness  behind  him,  will  never,  like  the 
Israelites,  see  a Canaan  before  him.  Life  must  be  filled 
with  good  works,  or  else  death  will  look  but  dark  and 
gloomy. 

LUCAS. 

* 

948  Death  is  a pursuivant  with  eagles’  wings, 

That  knocks  at  poor  men’s  doors,  and  gates  of  kings. 
Worldling,  beware  betime,  Death  skulks  behind  thee  ; 
And  as  he  leaves  thee,  so  will  judgment  find  thee. 

QUARLES. 


949  To  vanquish  the  terrors  of  death,  and  with  a clear 
and  cheerful  spirit  to  leave  the  body  in  the  gAve,  that 
we  may  for  ever  be  freed  from  sin,  and  made  like  to  Christ 
in  purity  and  glory,  is  the  effect  of  love  stronger  than 
death. 


CHRIST’S  PRESENCE  IN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

950  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 

For  without  Thee  I cannot  live: 

Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 

For  without  Thee  I dare  not  die. 


951  The  continual  observance  of  a man’s  ways,  the 
keeping  of  a watch  continually  over  them,  this  casts  a 
light  upon  the  dark  passage  of  death,  which  is  at  the  end  of 
that  walk,  and  conveys  him  through  to  the  fulness  of  life. 
So  that  the  man  who  observes  himself  and  his  ways  through 
life,  hath  little  to  do  in  examining  them  when  he  comes  to 
die. 

LEIGHTON. 
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952  Behold  the  western  evening  light, 

It  melts  in  evening  gloom: 

So  calmly  Christians  sink  away, 

Descending  to  the  tomb. 

The  winds  breathe  low,  the  withering  leaf 
Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree: 

So  gently  flows  the  parting  breath, 

When  good  men  cease  to  be. 

How  beautiful  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  light  is  shed: 

*Tis  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 
To  mourners  round  his  bed. 

How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 
The  sunset  beam  is  cast : 

"Eis  like  the  memory  left  behind, 

When  loved  ones  breathe  their  last. 

And  now,  above  the  dews  of  night, 

The  yellow  star  appears: 

So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of  those 
Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 

But  soon  the  morning’s  happier  light, 

Its  glory  shall  restore ; 

And  eyelids  that  are  sealed  in  death 
Shall  wake  to  close  no  more. 

PEABODY. 

* 

953  The  very  evils  that  death  delivers  the  true  Christ- 
ian from,  may  make  him  long  for  it : for  such  a one  may 
say : I shall  die,  and  go  to  a more  excellent  country,  where 
I shall  be  happy  for  ever;  that  is,  I shall  die  no  more,  I 
shall  sorrow  no  more,  I shall  be  sick  no  more,  and,  which 
is  yet  more  considerable,  I shall  doubt  no  more,  and  shall 
be  tempted  no  more,  and,  which  is  the  chiefest  of  all,  I 
shall  sin  no  more. 

LEIGHTON. 
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954  Sure  ’tis  a serious  thing  to  die,  my  soul ! 

What  a strange  moment  must  it  be,  when  near 
The  journey’s  end  thou  hast  the  gulf  in  view; 
That  awful  gulf  no  mortal  e'er  repassed, 

To  tell  what’s  doing  on  the  other  side. 


955  The  last  two  weeks  I have  longed  for  death;  not, 
indeed,  always  from  the  best  motives,  but  still  such  has 
been  the  state  of  my  mind,  that  I could  almost  have 
rejoiced  at  the  appearance  of  a disease  which  would  have 
indicated  the  approach  of  dissolution.  I have  learned  that 
there  is  a state  to  be  far  more  dreaded  than  even  death 
itself.  Let  me  from  this  time  give  up,  as  I hope  I shall, 
my  unworthy  dread  of  my  latter  end,  and  learn  to  think 
more  of  the  glory  and  felicity  of  being  with  Christ. 

JOHN  ANGELL  JAMES. 

* 

956  Death  is  of  us  all  greatly  to  be  desired,  and  not 
to  be  dreaded,  for  by  it  we  enter  to  take  possession  of  our 
heavenly  inheritage,  joy  and  bliss. 


957  The  stream  is  calmest  when  it  nears  the  tide, 
And  flowers  are  sweetest  at  the  eventide, 

And  birds  most  musical  at  close  of  day, 

And  saints  divinest  when  they  pass  away. 

Until  the  evening  we  must  weep  and  toil, 
Plough  life’s  stern  furrow,  dig  the  weedy  soil, 
Tread  with  sad  feet  our  rough  and  thorny  way, 
And  bear  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day. 

O when  our  sun  is  setting,  may  we  glide 
Like  summer  evening  down  the  golden  tide, 
And  leave  behind  us,  as  we  pass  away, 

Sweet  starry  twilight  round  our  sleeping  clay. 
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958  Blest  are  the  dead  who  in  the  Lord  depart; 

Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  for  their  pangs  are  o'er: 
Serene  as  Heaven,  Christ  keeps  the  sainted  heart, 
Whose  works  are  ended,  and  who  weeps  no  more. 

ROBT.  MONTGOMERY. 

* 

959  Let  us  therefore,  by  our  serious  thoughts,  often 
represent  to  ourselves  the  approaches  of  death  and  judge- 
ment This  will  make  us  contrive,  and  contend  for  per- 
fection in  holiness.  The  Apostle  exhorts  the  Romans  to 
shew  forth  the  power  of  godliness,  from  the  consideration 
of  the  day  of  grace  they  enjoy,  and  the  day  of  glory  they 
expect : for  now  is  salvation  nearer  than  when  you  be- 
lieved. Let  us  do  those  things  now,  which,  when  we  come 
to  die,  we  shall  wish  we  had  done. 


960 


When  worn  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief, 
This  feeble  body  see; 

Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief; 
Good  Lord,  remember  me. 


When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 
I wait  Thy  just  decree, 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath, 
Good  Lord,  remember  me. 

* 


HUMPHRIES. 


961  He  only  lives  truly  free  and  at  ease,  who  is  got 
above  the  fears  of  death. 


* 


CHARRON. 


962  How  long,  said  Barzillai,  have  I to  live  ? How 
long  have  I to  live  ? What  a solemn  question  for  us  all, 
amid  the  daily  occurring  proofs  of  our  frailty  and  mortality! 
Oh,  what  a motto  to  bear  about  with  us  continually  amid 
the  tear  and  wear  of  life. 

REV  J.  R.  MACDUFF. 
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963  Extremity  distinguisheth  friends.  Worldly  plea- 
sures, like  physicians,  give  us  over  when  once  we  lie 
a-dying : and  yet  the  death-bed  had  most  need  of  com- 
forts. Christ  Jesus  standeth  by  His  in  the  pangs  of  death  ; 
and  after  death,  at  the  bar  of  judgment,  not  leaving  them 
either  in  their  bed  or  grave. 

BISHOP  HALL. 

964  They  are  not  dead  whose  bodies  die, 

Commingling  with  cold  earth ; 

For  soul  is  mans  eternity, 

And  hath  such  godlike  worth, 

That  no  corruption  makes  its  pulse  to  pause, 

Nor  can  mere  death  arrest  its  mighty  laws. 

ROBT.  MONTGOMERY. 

* 

965  Learn  to  think  of  death  not  only  with  composure, 
but  even  with  something  of  desire : overcome  dread  of 
death  and  love  of  life. 

JOHN  ANGELL  JAMES. 

966  Be  comforted,  my  brother,  whom  the  thought  of 
death  hath  oftentimes  oppressed  with  a strange  heavy 
disquiet ; be  comforted  : God  will  be  glorified  in  thy  death, 
if  thou  but  aim  to  glorify  Him  in  thy  life. 

REV.  W.  M.  PUNSHON. 


967  All  is  well,  well  for  ever.  I see,  wherever  I turn 
my  eyes,  whether  I live  or  die,  nothing  but  victory.  I am 
cradled  in  the  arms  of  love  and  mercy:  I long  to  be  at 
home. 

LADY  HUNTINGDON. 


968  Avoid  not  death,  for  it  is  a weakness ; fear  it  not, 
for  thou  understandest  not  what  it  is : all  that  thou  cer- 
tainly knowest  is,  that  it  putteth  an  end  to  thy  sorrows. 

DODSLEY 
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O let  me,  heavenly  Lord,  extend 
My  view  to  life’s  approaching  end. 

What  are  my  days  ? a span  their  line, 
And  what  my  age  compared  with  thine  ? 

Our  life  advancing  to  a close 
While  yet  its  earliest  dawn  it  knows, 
Swift  through  an  empty  shade  we  run, 
And  vanity  and  man  are  one. 

O!  how  thy  chastisements  impair 
The  human  form,  however  fair! 

How  frail  the  strongest  frame  we  see, 
If  Thou  its  mortal  doom  decree! 

God  of  our  fathers!  here  as  they 
We  walk,  the  pilgrims  of  a day: 

As  transient  guests  thy  works  admire, 
And  instant  to  our  homes  retire. 

Spare  me  a little  while,  O spare! 

And  nature’s  failing  strength  repair: 

Ere  life’s  short  circuit  wandered  o’er, 

I perish,  and  am  seen  no  more. 

MERRICK. 

* 

970  There  is  nothing  at  all  melancholy  in  the  death 
of  a Christian  : I feel  very  happy  in  the  prospect  of  death. 

SARAH  SMITH. 

* 

971  We  must  first  bid  adieu  to  this  world,  to  every- 
thing in  it  that  is  dear  to  us,  and  die  ere  we  can  go  and 
appear  before  God.  What  a perfect  mortification  of  all 
our  sensual  appetites  is  necessary,  ere  we  can  calmly  part 
with  all  here  below ; what  a long  experience  of  love  and 
duty  is  necessary  to  confirm  and  assure  the  soul  against 
all  its  fears  and  apprehensions ; what  a vigorous  faith,  to 
carry  us  through  this  dark  passage  into  another  world. 

LUCAS. 
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O Power  divine, 

Has  this  poor  worm  a spirit  so  like  thine  ? 

Unwrap  its  folds,  and  clear  its  wings  to  go. 

Would  I could  quit  earth’s  sin  and  care  and  woe ! 
Nay,  rather  let  me  use  the  world  aright, 

Thus  make  me  ready  for  my  upward  flight. 


Then,  since  this  world  is  vain, 

And  volatile  and  fleet, 

Why  should  I lay  up  earthly  joys 
Where  rust  corrupts,  and  moth  destroys, 

And  cares  and  sorrows  eat? 

Why  fly  from  ill 
With  anxious  skill, 

When  soon  this  hand  will  freeze,  this  throbbing 
heart  be  still  ? 


KIRKE  WHITE. 


O tomb ! so  plain,  so  lonely, 

Hewn  in  the  rock’s  hard  side, 

Through  whose  brief  tenant  only 
Are  the  fears  of  death  defied. 

O blessed  tomb!  whose  story 
To  the  end  of  time  shall  last; 

The  halo  of  His  glory 

That  a Saviour  o’er  thee  cast, 

In  brightness  hath  descended 
On  every  Christian  tomb, 

And  by  its  clear  light  ended 
The  terror  and  the  gloom. 

And  we,  by  fear  unshaken, 

May  lay  us  down  in  trust, 

For  we  know  that  we  shall  waken 
From  our  lowly  bed  of  dust. 


AINSWORTH’S  MAGAZINE. 
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975  Raise  your  eyes  to  the  crown  that  hangs  yonder 
in  heaven  beyond  the  grave.  When  grim  death  comes,  see 
it  glittering  bright  behind  his  awful  form : nor  fear  the 
king  of  terrors. 

GUTHRIE. 


* 


976  Death  to  the  Christian  is  but  the  time  of  greatest 
triumph,  because  the  time  of  nearest  home. 

REV.  W.  M.  PUNSHON. 


* 


977  Jesus,  omnipotent  when  death  is  near, 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  my  side : 

Waft  heavenly  Canaan’s  music  to  my  ear: 
Make  me  in  Thee  abide 
With  fuller  deeper  confidence  and  love, 

As  Jordan’s  stream  I see; 

So  in  its  chilly  waters  I shall  prove 
How  death  is  slain  by  thee. 


978  I am  ready  to  die,  through  the  grace  of  my  Lord 
Jesus : and  I look  forward  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  holy 
men  and  angels,  and  the  full  vision  of  God  for  evermore. 


979  All  flesh  shall  perish  together,  and  man  shall  turn 
again  unto  dust. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Job  xxxiv.  15. 

* 

980  And  now  as  regards  myself.  I am  become  very 
feeble  and  am  consciously  declining.  My  diseases  increase 
upon  me,  and  pin  after  pin  of  the  tabernacle  is  being  taken 
out,  preparatory  to  the  taking  down  of  the  whole,  and  I 
am  calmly  and  hopefully  looking  on  to  the  close.  I know 
whom  I have  believed,  and  am  persuaded  He  is  able  to 
keep  that  which  I have  committed  to  Him  unto  that  day. 

JOHN  ANGELL  JAMES. 
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98 1 As  for  man,  his  days  are  as  grass ; as  a flower  of 
the  field  so  he  flourisheth. 

For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone : and  the 
place  thereof  shall  know  it  no  more. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  PSALM  cm.  15,  16. 

* 

982  Oh,  ’twere  indeed  a radiant  world, 

A paradise  complete, 

So  redolent  of  lovely  things, 

So  fill'd  with  voices  sweet, 

If  sin  had  not  in  evil  hour 
Enter’d  this  pleasant  clime, 

Yielding  them  over  unto  death, 

Sad  consequence  of  crime. 

Hence  is  it  that  the  choicest  flowers 
Fall  by  a swift  decay, 

And  hopes  to  which  we  fondly  cling, 

Pass  suddenly  away. 

Yet  ’mid  all  trials  of  our  life, 

This  blessed  thought  is  given  ; 

Earth  is  not  our  abiding  place, 

Man’s  native  clime  is  heaven. 

W.  G.  J.  BARKER. 


983  Let  death  and  exile,  and  all  other  things  which 
appear  terrible,  be  daily  before  your  eyes:  but  chiefly 
death,  and  you  will  never  entertain  any  abject  thoughts, 
nor  too  eagerly  covet  anything. 


EPICTETUS. 


984  All  at  rest  now:  all  dust,  wave  flows  on  wave: 
But  the  sea  dries  not,  what  to  us  the  grave  ? 

It  brings  no  real  homily : we  sigh, 

Pause  for  a while  and  murmur,  All  must  die: 
Then  rush  to  pleasure,  action,  sin,  once  more 
Swell  the  loud  tide,  and  fret  unto  the  shore. 

LYTTON  BULWER. 
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985  All  things  are  mine.  God  sustains  me  through 
wearisome  days  and  tedious  painful  nights.  Simple  faith 
in  His  word  keeps  my  mind  in  peace,  but  He  generously 
adds  strong  consolation  : death  has  no  sting. 

DAVID  ABEL. 

* 

986  Sin  brought  death  into  the  world,  and  nothing 
but  death  will  carry  sin  out  of  the  world. 

LADY  WARWICK. 


987  The  bards  of  old  bewailed  their  birth, 

And  shuddering  traced  their  future  doom  ; 
For  all  was  wretchedness  on  earth, 

And  doubt  and  dread  beyond  the  tomb: 
Did  woe  their  life  of  life  consume, 

Their  sweet  and  plaintive  strains  express 
No  hope  but  in  eternal  gloom, 

No  rest  except  in  nothingness. 

Not  thus,  when  death  itself  appears, 

The  Christian  dreads  the  stern  decree  ; 
Hope  soars  above  this  vale  of  tears, 

And  brightens  in  eternity. 

Redeemer  of  the  world,  by  Thee 
Such  mercies  to  thy  saints  are  given ; 

Such  let  Thy  grace  accord  to  me 
The  cross  on  earth,  the  crown  in  heaven. 


DALE. 


988  Death  is  a kind  of  sleep : therefore  in  holy  Scrip- 
ture, to  die,  and  to  fall  asleep,  are  to  be  understood  in  the 
same  sense.  Now  as  we  cannot  conveniently  fall  asleep 
unless  we  set  aside  and  forget  all  the  troublesome  affairs 
of  the  world : likewise  it  is  altogether  impossible  to  die 
comfortably  and  peaceably,  if  we  banish  not  out  of  our 
hearts  betimes  all  the  foolish  fancies  that  disturb  us,  and 
all  the  sharp  cares  that  undermine  and  consume  us. 

DRELINCOURT. 
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989  Oh,  when  the  hours  of  life  are  past, 

And  death's  dark  shade  arrives  at  last, 

It  is  not  sleep,  it  is  not  rest; 

Tis  glory  opening  to  the  blest. 

PEABODY. 

* 

990  The  atonement  appears  to  me  at  this  moment 
unutterably  momentous,  tranquillising,  and  delightful.  Re- 
lying upon  this,  and  this  is  all  I do  rely  upon,  I dare 
plunge  into  Jordan's  stream,  believing  that,  guilty  though 
I be — and  most  guilty  that  is — the  hand  of  mercy  will  re- 
ceive my  spirit  on  that  bank  of  the  dark  waters  which  is 
on  the  side  of  eternity.  Cling  to  this  glorious  and  funda- 
mental truth : it  supports  me,  and  it  will  support  you.  It 
is  a doctrine  to  die  by,  and  yields  in  death  its  strongest 
consolation.  I die,  then,  as  a sinner  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  looking  for  life  eternal,  through  the  merits  of  Him 
who  expired  upon  it. 

J.  ANGELL  JAMES. 

991  Some  men  talk  of  preparing  for  death,  as  if  it 
were  a thing  that  could  be  done  in  two  or  three  days ; and 
that  the  proper  time  for  doing  it  were  a little  before  they 
die.  But  I know  no  other  preparation  for  death  but  living 
well : and  thus  we  must  every  day  prepare  for  death,  and 
then  we  shall  be  well  prepared  when  death  comes,  that  is, 
we  shall  be  able  to  give  a good  account  of  our  lives,  and  of 
the  improvement  of  our  talents : and  he  who  can  do  this  is 
well  prepared  to  die,  and  to  go  to  judgment.  But  he  who 
has  spent  all  his  days  wickedly,  whatever  care  he  may  take 
when  he  comes  to  die  to  prepare  himself  for  it,  it  is  certain 
he  can  never  prepare  a good  account  of  his  past  life,  and 
all  his  other  preparations  are  little  worth. 

SHERLOCK. 

* 

992  Why  start  at  Death  ? Where  is  he  ? Death  arrived, 
Is  past;  not  come,  or  gone:  he’s  never  here. 
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993  Oh,  stay  thy  tears : for  they  are  blest 

Whose  days  are  passed,  whose  toil  is  done: 
Here  midnight  care  disturbs  our  rest, 

Here  sorrow  dims  the  noonday  sun. 

For  labouring  virtue’s  anxious  toil, 

For  patient  sorrow’s  stifled  sigh, 

For  faith  that  marks  the  conqueror’s  spoil, 
Heaven  grants  the  recompense  to  die. 

ANDREW  NORTON. 

* 

994  If  the  Lord  has  no  more  for  me  to  do,  I can 
cheerfully  leave  the  world  now.  My  trust  is  in  the  Lord. 
I have  no  fear  to  die,  my  faith  is  fixed  on  Jesus. 

G.  S.  COMSTOCK. 

* 


995  O Thou,  who  art  our  life, 

Be  with  us  through  the  strife ! 

Was  not  Thy  head  by  earth’s  fierce  tempests  bowed  ? 
Raise  Thou  our  eyes  above, 

To  see  a Father’s  love 

Beam  like  the  bow  of  promise  through  the  cloud. 

Even  through  the  awful  gloom 
Which  hovers  o’er  the  tomb, 

That  light  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall  be  : 

Our  spirits  shall  not  dread 
The  shadowy  way  to  tread, 

Friend,  Guardian,  Saviour,  which  doth  lead  to  Thee. 

CHRISTIAN  EXAMINER. 

* 


996  Teach  us,  O Lord,  to  number  well  our  daies, 
Thereby  our  hearts  to  wisdome  to  apply; 

For  that  which  guides  man  best  in  all  his  waies, 
Is  meditation  of  mortality. 

This  bubble  light,  this  vapour  of  our  breath, 


Teach  us  to  consecrate  to  houre  of  death. 


LORD  BACON. 
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997  A Christian  in  this  world  is  but  gold  in  the  ore ; 
at  death,  the  pure  gold  is  melted  and  separated,  and  the 
dross  cast  away  and  consumed. 

FLAVEL. 

* 

998  Since  nature’s  works  be  good,  and  death  doth  serve 
As  nature’s  worke,  why  should  we  fear  to  die  ? 
Since  feare  is  vaine,  but  when  it  may  preserve, 

Why  should  we  feare  that  which  we  cannot  flie  ? 
Feare  is  more  paine  than  is  the  paine  it  fears, 
Disarming  human  mindes  of  native  might ; 

While  each  conceit  an  ugly  figure  bears, 

Which  were  not  evil,  well  viewed  in  reason’s  light. 
Our  only  eies,  which  dimm’d  with  passions  be, 

And  scarce  discerne  the  dawne  of  coming  daye, 

Let  them  be  cleared,  and  now  begin  to  see. 

Our  life  is  but  a step  in  dustie  way, 

Then  let  us  holde  the  blisse  of  peaceful  mind, 

Since  this  we  feele,  great  losse  we  cannot  finde. 

SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 

* 

999  To  lose  my  life  is  for  to  lose  my  cares: 

Then  what  is  deathe  that  I should  feare  to  die? 
Death  is  the  death  of  all  my  miserie. 

CHRIST.  LEVER. 


1000  I am  a pilgrim  warriour  bound  to  fight, 

Under  the  red  crosse,  ’gainst  my  rebel  will; 

And  with  great  Godfrey  to  employ  my  might 
To  win  Jerusalem  and  Sion  Hill. 

More  glorious  is  it  in  that  war  to  dye, 

Than  surfett  with  the  world’s  best  delectation  ; 
Since  this,  when  death  shall  shutt  out  mortal  eye, 
For  meede  shal  have  eternall  condemnation : 

But  that  not  death,  but  life  a passage  is 
Into  a kingdome  of  perpetuall  bliss. 
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ioo  i But  I would  not  have  you  to  be  ignorant,  brethren, 
concerning  them  which  are  asleep,  that  ye  sorrow  not  even 
as  others,  which  have  no  hope,  for  if  we  believe  that  Jesus 
died  and  rose  again,  even  so  them  also  which  sleep  in  Jesus 
will  God  bring  with  him. 

I Thess  iv.  13,  14. 

Let  this  subject  console  those  believers  who  now  mourn 
for  their  departed  Christian  friends.  Here  is  your  strong 
consolation : they  are  not  lost,  their  spirits  live  with  Jesus; 
and  when  He  comes,  He  will  bring  them  with  Him ; and 
you  will  know  them  with  a perfect  knowledge,  for  you  will 
see  not  their  unclothed  spirits,  but  their  bodies,  fashioned 
like  unto  His  glorious  body.  The  very  eyes  that  have 
smiled  upon  you,  the  very  lips  whose  sweet  accents  have  so 
often  cheered  you,  the  very  hands  which  have  performed 
such  numberless  kind  offices,  will  all  be  visible.  And  how 
delightful,  my  mourning  friends,  is  the  thought  that  these 
eyes  and  lips  and  hands  will  not  then  be  seen  as  you  last 
beheld  them,  pale  and  wan  and  lifeless,  but  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  perfect  health  and  vigour.  Dry  then  your 
tears  and  cease  to  mourn,  for  the  coming  of  the  Lord  i 
draws  nigh,  and  those  that  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring 
with  Him:  therefore  comfort  one  another  with  these  words. 

REV.  JAS.  HALDANE  STEWART. 

* 

1002  Such  is  the  force  of  death’s  fell  conquering  hand, 
That  none  in  this  world  can  his  power  withstand : 
’Tis  not  the  power  of  a mighty  king 
Can  serve  to  free  him  from  death’s  deadly  sting, 
Much  less  the  title  of  a lord  or  knight 
Can  keepe  their  persons  from  this  pale-faced  wight : 
’Tis  not  the  wisdome  of  a learned  man, 

No,  there  is  neither  arte  nor  wisdome  can 
Be  forcible  enough,  with  arte  or  will, 

Eyther  to  stay  Death’s  stroke,  or  him  beguile. 

RICHARD  MILTON. 
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1003  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  Set  thine  house  in  order : 
for  thou  shalt  die,  and  not  live. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Isaiah  xxxviii.  1. 

* 

1004 

Friend  after  friend  departs; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a friend  ? 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 
That  finds  not  here  an  end ! 
Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rest, 
Living  or  dying  none  were  blest. 

Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 

Beyond  the  reign  of  death, 

There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime, 
Where  life  is  not  a breath  ; 

Nor  life’s  affections  transient  fire, 
Whose  sparks  fly  upwards  and  expire. 

There  is  a world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown; 

A long  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone: 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  glorious  sphere. 

Thus  star  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  past  away, 

As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 
To  pure  and  perfect  day: 

Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 

But  hide  themselves  in  heaven’s  own  light. 

MONTGOMERY. 

* 

1005 

But  sorrow,  sickness,  death;  the  pain 
To  leave  or  Jose  wife,  children,  friends: 

What  then  ? Shall  we  not  meet  again, 

Where  parting  comes  not,  sorrow  ends  ? 

ANON. 

v 2 
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1006  Death,  I confesse,  ’tis  just  in  thee  to  try 
Thy  power  on  us,  for  thou  thyself  must  dye. 

FRANCIS  BEAUMONT. 

* 

1007  And  what  is  man?  Dust;  slime;  a pufe  of  winde ; 
Conceived  in  sinne,  plaste  in  the  world  with  griefe; 
Brought  vp  with  care,  till  care  hath  caught  his  minde, 
And  then,  till  death  vouchsafe  him  some  reliefe, 
Day,  yea,  nor  night,  his  care  doth  take  no  end 
To  gather  goodes  for  other  men  to  spend. 

G.  GASKE. 


1008  Long  clothed  with  mortal  coil,  the  spirit  pure 

Flies  from  those  ills  which  mortals  here  endure  : 
If  only  born  to  ills,  from  ills  to  fly, 

Why  born  at  all,  if  only  born  to  die  ? 

But  hark,  a trumpet  sounds;  a welcome  guest 
Is  hail’d  to  regions  of  eternal  rest : 

The  mortal  yields,  resigns  his  earthly  clod, 

A Saviour’s  merit  raises  man  to  God. 


Yes,  it  is  this  conviction  which  renders  the  grave  a 
grand  spectacle,  and  divests  the  sepulchre  of  its  darkness 
and  terror.  Our  beloved  ones  are  not  dead,  but  sleep  in 
the  bosom  of  their  Redeemer,  who  hath  abolished  death. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  death  to  the  real  Christian,  for 
is  it  not  said,  “ Those  that  sleep  in  Jesus  God  will  bring 
with  Him”?  Jesus  having  once  died,  dieth  no  more. 
Death  was  permitted  once  to  tyrannise,  but  all  his  au- 
thority closed  in  that  single  act : he  hath  no  more  domin- 
ion over  Him  who  bowed  Himself  to  the  grave  that  man 
might  rise  to  heaven,  that  the  spirit  might  escape  from  its 
mortal  coil,  and  return  rejoicing  to  the  God  who  gave  it. 
This  solitary  triumph  of  death  allowed,  releases  the  fol- 
lowers of  Jesus  for  ever  from  his  dark  dominion. 

THE  MOURNER’S  SOLACE. 
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1009  Death  is  the  doore  whereby  we  draw  to  joy : 

Life  is  the  lack  that  drowneth  all  in  paine : 

Death  is  so  dole,  it  seaseth  all  annoy: 

Life  is  so  lewde,  that  all  it  yeeldes  is  vaine : 

And  as  by  life  in  bondage  man  is  brought, 

Euen  so  by  deathe  is  freedome  likewise  wrought. 

Wherefore,  with  Paule,  let  all  men  wish  and  pray 
To  be  dissolved  of  this  foul  fleshly  masse; 

Or  at  the  least  be  arm’d  against  the  day, 

That  they  be  founde  good  soldiers  ; prest  to  passe 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  againe ; 
And  such  a life  as  euer  shall  remaine. 


1010  Why  seeke  ye  then  this  lingering  life  to  saue, 

A hungre  heape  of  bale  and  miserie  ? 

Why  loue  we  longer  daies  on  earth  to  craue, 
Where  carke  and  care,  and  all  calamitie, 

Where  nought  we  finde  but  bitter  ioylitie  ? 

The  longer  that  we  Hue,  the  more  we  fall : 

The  more  we  fall,  the  greater  is  our  thrall : 

The  shorter  life  doth  make  the  lesse  account ; 

To  lesse  account  the  reck’ning  soone  doth  mount ; 
And  then  the  reck’ning  brought  to  quiet  end, 

A joyfull  state  of  better  life  doth  lend. 

STEPHEN  GOSSON.  1580. 

* 


1011  If  you  get  not  the  soul’s  attachments  to  the 
world  loosened  before  death,  there  will  ensue  such  a rend- 
ing and  agony  upon  your  departure,  as  no  loss  of  country, 
of  wife  or  children,  can  be  compared  with  : and  if  you  take 
not  a cool  forethought  of  the  future,  nor  prepare  to  meet 
it,  there  will  come  such  a brood  of  fears,  such  a wreck  of 
hopes,  as  no  improvident  spendthrift  ever  encountered. 

REV.  E.  IRVING 
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1012  That  which  you  call  death  is  but  the  period  of 
your  life : as  the  first  moment  of  your  birth  is  the  begin- 
ning of  your  death  ; and  effectually  ye  die  living,  and  your 
bones  are  no  more  than  what  death  has  left  and  committed 
to  the  grave. 

QUEVEDO. 

1013  Not  to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  my  soul, 
Descend  to  contemplate 
The  form  that  once  was  dear; 

Feed  not  on  thoughts  so  dark  and  sorrowful. 

The  spirit  is  not  there 
That  kindled  that  closed  eye, 

That  throbbed  in  that  cold  heart, 

That  in  that  motionless  hand 
Has  met  thy  friendly  grasp  ; 

The  spirit  is  not  there: 

It  is  but  lifeless,  perishable  flesh 
That  moulders  in  the  grave: 

Earth,  air,  and  water,  ministering  particles 
Now  to  the  elements 
Resolved,  their  uses  done. 

Not  to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  my  soul, 
Follow  thy  friend  beloved, 

The  spirit  is  not  there. 

MONTGOMERY. 

* 

1014  I pray  you  do  not  weep  for  me,  since  God  doth 
by  this  sickness  call  me  hence  to  the  enjoyment  of  a better 
life,  and  I am  now  entering  the  desired  haven,  towards 
which  this  frail  vessel  of  mine  has  been  so  long  steering. 

JANE,  QUEEN  OF  NAVARRE. 


1015  Our  times,  our  lives  are  in  Thy  hand, 
On  Thee  for  all  things  we  relie ; 
Assured,  while  in  Thy  grace  we  stand, 
To  live  is  Christ,  and  gain  to  die. 


MONTGOMERY. 
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1016  You  die,  thinking  you  are  not  to  die  yet,  and 
forgetting  that  death  grows  upon  you,  and  goes  along  with 
you  from  one  end  of  your  life  to  the  other;  without  dis- 
tinguishing of  persons  or  ages,  sex  or  quality ; and  whether 
it  finds  ye  well  or  ill  doing.  As  the  tree  falls  so  it  must 
lie. 

QUEVEDO. 

<• 

1017  When  life’s  last  lustre  sheds  a feeble  ray, 

And  Time,  with  silent  finger,  marks  decay, 

When  scarce  the  drooping  wing  has  power  to  soar, 
Gladly  we  give  the  unequal  contest  o’er ; 

And  humbly  hope  in  this — a last  request; 

To  trim  our  evening  lamp,  then  sink  to  rest. 


1018  A summons  again,  a voiceless  one, 

Yet  by  the  mortal  it  calleth  well  known  ; 

A written  summons,  written  on  all 
The  summer  flowers  before  they  fall ; 

Written  on  the  fading  brow  and  eye 
Dimmed  by  the  touch  of  mortality, 

Fluttering  the  pulses,  shortening  the  breath  ; 

All  feel  that  summons,  the  summons  of  death. 

M A.  BROWNE. 

* 

1019  Since  death  shall  ’dure  till  all  the  worlds  be  waste, 

What  meaneth  man  to  dread  death  then  so  sore  ? 
As  man  might  make  that  life  should  alwaies  last, 
Withoute  regarde,  the  Lord  hath  led  before 
The  daunce  of  death  which  all  must  runne  on  row — 
The  howre  wherein,  onely  himselfe  doth  knowe. 


1020  My  work  is  done ; I have  nothing  to  do  but  to 
go  to  my  Father. 


LADY  HUNTINGDON.  Last  Wards. 
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1021  Beyond  mortality  my  faith 

Deserves  a glorious  scene, 

Where  ever  new  and  rap’trous  joys 
My  soul  shall  entertain : 

A deep  and  rapid  stream  divides, 

Death  is  the  name  it  bears ; 

But  over  it  Christ  hath  laid  a bridge 
For  heavenly  passengers. 

CRAIG. 

* 

1022  The  serious  expectation  of  death,  not  forgetting 
judgment,  frees  us  from  the  afflicting,  discomposing  ap- 
prehensions of  it.  It  is  of  great  service  to  the  Christian ; 
it  takes  off  the  soul  from  carnal  pleasures,  covetous  desires, 
and  ambitious  pursuits,  and  assists  patience  and  content- 
ment. It  helps  the  Christian  to  redeem  his  time,  prompts 
him  to  settle  the  affairs  of  his  soul,  to  put  his  heart  and 
house  in  order,  and  to  leave  nothing  to  be  done  to-morrow 
that  may  be  done  to-day.  It  excites  to  frequent  exami- 
nation, quickens  repentance,  and  suffers  him  not  to  con- 
tinue in  sin.  It  assists  fervency  in  prayer,  as  it  drives 
away  worldly  cares,  and  helps  against  distractions.  For 
death  is  a solemn  thing  ; and  the  thoughts  of  it  breed  a 
passion  in  the  mind,  and  all  soft  passions  cherish  devotion. 

LADY  ELIZABETH  BROOKE. 

* 

1023  They  who  write  of  perfection,  account  it  an  high 
degree  to  have  vitam  in  patient  id,  et  mortem  in  voto , 
to  be  content  to  live,  but  desirous  to  die : yet  surely  this 
here,  in  cequilibrio  ad  vitam  et  ad  mortem,  to  be  wholly 
indifferent  and  to  be  most  equally  inclined  to  either; 
to  desire  nothing,  to  fear  nothing,  but  wholly  to  resign 
ourselves  to  God,  accounting  that  to  be  the  best,  whatever 
it  is,  which  He  pleases  to  send : this,  this  is  to  be  a strong 
man  in  Christ. 

MEMOIRS  OF  LADY  FALKLAND. 
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1024  Life  is  a wand’ring  course  to  doubtfull  reste, 

Life  is  but  losse,  where  death  is  counted  gaine : 
When  vertues  daies  doe  end,  they  are  not  done, 
But  live  two  lives  where  others  have  but  one. 

JOHN  BODENHAM. 

* 

1025  I do  not  fear  death  for  any  loss,  for  I shall  only 
lose  my  body  by  it ; and  that  is  but  a prison  to  my  soul, 
or  an  old  rotten  house,  or  tattered  garment:  nay,  I shall 
not  lose  that  neither,  for  I shall  have  it  restored  at  my 
Saviour’s  second  coming  much  better  than  now  it  is ; for 
this  vile  body  shall  be  like  the  body  of  Christ,  and  by 
death  I shall  obtain  a far  better  life. 

MRS.  JANE  RATCLIFFE. 

* 

1026  When  thou  feel’st  by  many  a token, 

That  the  flesh  shall  soon  decay, 

And  the  golden  bowl  be  broken, 

And  the  silver  cord  give  way; 

There  beyond  the  darksome  veil 

Trust  that  He  thine  eyes  shall  bless; 

As  the  light  of  life  shall  fail, 

Keep  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 
Ever  brightening  in  thine  eye, 

And  looking  unto  Jesus,  die. 

MARV  ANNE  BROWN. 

* 

1027  And  when  you  are  dying,  oh,  lay  your  languish- 
ing head  upon  the  bosom  of  your  beloved,  and  fear  not  the 
foe,  and  dread  not  the  passage;  for  His  rod  and  His  staff 
they  will  comfort  you.  On  that  bosom  the  beloved  disciple 
leaned  at  supper ; on  that  bosom  the  martyr  Stephen  laid 
his  bleeding  brow  in  death ; and  on  that  bosom  you  too, 
beloved,  may  repose,  living  or  dying,  soothed,  succoured, 
and  sheltered  by  your  Saviour  and  your  Lord. 

WINSLOW. 
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1028  Jesus!  my  breath  is  failing;  lead  me  on 

Softly  and  gently,  as  my  strength  can  bear; 
Draw  me  to  Thee  in  closer  union, 

And  for  eternal  life  Thy  child  prepare. 

Let  Thy  love  shine  upon  my  soul,  and  chase 
This  mistiness  and  darkness  quite  aiVay, 

Till  faith  discerns  her  holy  resting  place 
Distinctly,  in  the  perfect  light  of  day : 

Roll  me  in  snowy  raiment : store  my  heart 
With  precious  jewels  from  Thy  treasury. 

This  world  is  not  my  rest:  let  me  depart. 

And  let  my  ransomed  soul  return  to  Thee. 

Well  may  I trust  Thee,  Who  Thyself  hast  given 
To  gain  for  me  the  peace  and  bliss  of  Heaven. 

+ 

1029  I musing  in  my  carefull  minde 

Of  this  vaine  fleeting  life, 

By  perfect  proofe  this  doo  I finde, — 

’Tis  nothing  els  but  strife. 

Which  when  I see  the  pinching  paines 
Wherewith  poore  men  are  preste, 

I deeme  him  happiest  that  hath  this  gaine, 

By  Christe  eternall  reste. 

For  heere  I see  our  cares  abounde, 

And  sorrowes  still  encrease; 

And  neuer  untill  under  ground, 

Our  corpse  doo  lye  at  ease. 

Our  labor  then  is  ended  sure: 

And  blessed  is  that  wight, 

The  greatest  greefs  did  here  endure, 

And  led  a life  most  right. 

LEONARD  STAUELY.  1580, 

* 

1030  If  this  be  dying,  it  is  the  easiest  thing  imaginable. 

LADY  GLENORCHY.  Last  Words. 
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1031  Beneath  our  feet  and  o’er  our  head 
Is  equal  warning  given ; 

Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 

Above  us  is  the  heaven. 

Their  names  are  graven  on  the  stone, 

Their  bones  are  in  the  clay ; 

And  ere  another  day  is  gone, 

Ourselves  may  be  as  they. 

Death  rides  on  every  passing  breeze, 

He  lurks  in  every  flower; 

Each  season  has  its  own  disease, 

Its  peril  every  hour. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 
Of  youth’s  soft  cheek  decay, 

And  fate  descend  in  sudden  night 
On  manhood’s  middle  day. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 
Halt  feebly  towards  the  tomb, 

And  yet  shall  earth  our  hearts  engage, 

And  dream  of  days  to  come? 

Turn,  mortal,  turn!  thy  danger  know; 
Where’er  thy  foot  can  tread 

The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below, 

And  warns  thee  of  her  dead. 

Turn,  Christian,  turn  ! thy  soul  apply 
To  truths  divinely  given  ; 

The  bones  that  underneath  thee  lie 
Shall  live  in  Hell  or  Heaven! 

BISHOP  HEBER. 

* 


1032  The  sooner  we  prepare  to  die,  the  sooner  we  are 
delivered  from  the  fear  of  death  ; and  then  the  hope  of  a 
better  life  will  carry  us  cheerfully  through  the  world,  what- 
ever storms  we  meet  with. 

SHERLOCK. 
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1033  An  early  preparation  for  death  will  support  men 
under  all  the  troubles  and  calamities  of  this  life.  There 
are  so  many  troubles  which  mankind  are  exposed  to  in  this 
world,  that  no  man  must  expect  to  escape  them  all : nay, 
there  are  a great  many  troubles  which  are  unsupportable 
to  human  nature,  which  there  can  be  no  relief  from  in  this 
world.  The  hopes  and  expectations  of  a better  life  are,  in 
most  cases,  the  safest  retreat.  A man  may  bear  his  present 
sufferings  with  some  courage,  when  he  knows  that  he  shall 
quickly  see  an  end  to  them,  and  place  him  out  of  their 
reach.  For  there  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
there  the  weary  be  at  rest:  there  the  prisoners  rest  to- 
gether, they  hear  not  the  voice  of  the  oppressor : the  small 
and  great  are  there,  and  the  servant  is  free  from  his  master. 


1034  Yes,  ’twill  be  over  soon  ; this  sickly  dream 
Of  life  will  vanish  from  my  feverish  brain, 

And  death  my  wearied  spirit  will  redeem 
From  this  wild  region  of  unvaried  pain. 

Yon  brook  will  glide  as  softly  as  before, 

Yon  landscape  smile,  yon  golden  harvest  grow, 
Yon  sprightly  lark  on  mountain  wing  will  soar, 
When  Henry’s  name  is  heard  no  more  below. 

I sigh  when  all  my  youthful  friends  caress, 

They  laugh  in  health,  and  future  evils  brave; 
Them  shall  a wife  and  smiling  children  bless, 
While  I am  mouldering  in  my  silent  grave. 

God  of  the  just,  Thou  gav’st  the  bitter  cup, 

I bow  to  Thy  behest,  and  drink  it  up. 

H.  KIRKE  WHITE. 

* 

1035  Dr.  Gouge  was  accustomed  to  say : “ I have  two 
friends  in  the  world,  Christ  and  death : Christ  is  my  first, 
but  death  is  my  second.” 

WILLIAM  JAY. 
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1036  To  die,  actually  to  die,  must  be  a crisis  of  our 
being  quite  different  from  reading  of  death  in  a book,  or 
from  hearing  of  it  in  the  pulpit,  or  from  talking  of  it  by  the 
wayside.  The  world  fading  in  the  view,  life  congealing 
at  its  fount,  the  brain  swimming,  the  eye  fixing ; and  yet 
conscious  that  in  a few  hours  or  moments  the  soul  will 
take  the  tremendous  leap,  and  bound  away  to  a world 
unknown,  rushing  through  suns  and  systems  and  scenes 
all  strange  and  wondrous.  Oh,  it  is  a solemn,  an  appalling 
thing  to  die ! But  to  the  believer  in  Jesus,  how  pleasant 
and  how  glorious!  Absent  from  the  body,  he  is  present 
with  the  Lord. 

OCTAVIUS  WINSLOW. 

* 

1037  I told  thee,  soul,  that  joy  and  woe 

Were  but  a gust,  a passing  dew; — 

I told  thee  so, — I told  thee  so, — 

And,  O,  my  soul!  the  tale  was  true. 

This  mortal  life — a fleeting  thing; — 

When  most  we  love  it  swiftest  flies : 

It  passes  like  a shade  and  dies; 

And  while  it  flaps  its  busy  wing, 

It  scatters  every  mist  that  lies 

Round  human  hopes — all  air  and  dew : — 

I told  thee  so, — I told  thee  so, — 

And,  O,  my  soul!  the  tale  was  true. 

Like  the  dry  leaf  that  autumn's  breath 
Sweeps  from  the  trees, — the  mourning  trees : 

So  swiftly  and  so  certainly 

Our  days  are  blown  about  by  death : 

For  life  is  built  on  vanity ; — 

Renewing  days  but  death  renew, — 

I told  thee  so, — I told  thee  so, — 

And,  O,  my  soul ! the  tale  was  true. 

FRANCESCO  DE  VELASCO.  1604. 
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1038  When  you  think  of  the  grave,  remember  it  is 
a place  of  repose.  Hence  Job  adds,  "I  have  made  my 
bed  in  the  darkness.”  But  who  sleeps  the  less  sound  for 
the  darkness  ? The  darkness  aids  our  slumber : and  who, 
after  the  fatigues  of  the  day,  dislikes  or  dreads  the  refresh- 
ment of  night  ? The  sleep  of  a labouring  man  is  sweet. 
He  lies  down  and  forgets  his  sorrow,  and  remembers  his 
misery  no  more. 

WILLIAM  JAY. 


1039  Standing  on  life’s  utmost  verge, 

Close  by  the  domain  of  death, 
Listening  to  the  flashing  surge 
Of  mortality  beneath, 

Who  can  look  with  eye  serene 
Downward  on  that  awful  scene  ? 

Oh,  it  is  a fearful  thing, 

From  life’s  green  and  joyous  height, 
Blind,  unwing’d,  and  weak,  to  spring 
Into  the  abyss  of  night; 

Into  an  abyss  whose  bound 
Mortal  plummet  ne’er  could  sound. 

He  who  dives  beneath  the  wave, 

Soon  that  wave  will  upward  bear: 
Did  the  inexorable  grave 
E’er  release  its  prisoner, 

Loose  his  fetters,  yield  its  prey? 

Say,  self-flattering  mortal,  say. 


Answer,  Christian,  is  thy  Lord 
Yet  a slumberer  with  the  dead  ? 

Thou  hast  heard  His  heavenly  word, 

Burned  thy  bosom  when  He  said, 

Though  I go,  my  peace  I give, 

Ye  shall  live  because  I live? 

BOWRING. 
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1040  Life’s  not  our  own — ’tis  but  a loan 
To  be  repaid  : 

Soon  the  dark  comer’s  at  the  door, 

The  debt  is  due,  the  dream  is  o’er, 

Life ’s  but  a shade. 

Thus  all  decline  that  bloom  or  shine, 

Both  star  and  flower; 

’Tis  but  a little  odour  shed, 

A light  gone  out,  a spirit  fled, 

A funeral  hour. 

Then  let  us  shew  a tranquil  brow, 
Whate’er  befals; 

That  we  upon  life’s  latest  brink 

May  look  on  death’s  dark  face,  and  think 
An  angel  calls. 


c.  SWAIN. 


1041  And  when  that  last  most  awful  hour  shall  come, 
when  we  stand  upon  the  brink  of  two  worlds,  and  feel  the 
earth  sliding  from  beneath  our  feet,  and  nothing  to  hold 
on  by  that  we  should  not  fall  into  the  unfathomed  abyss ; 
and  when  a film  shall  come  over  our  eyes,  shutting  out 
from  the  soul  for  ever  friends  and  favourites  and  visible 
things:  what  are  we,  what  have  we,  if  we  have  not  a 
treasure  in  heaven,  and  an  establishment  there?  And 
when  the  deliquium  of  death  is  passed,  and  we  find  our- 
selves in  the  other  world  under  the  eye  of  Him  that  is 
holy  and  pure,  where  shall  we  hide  ourselves,  if  we  have 
no  protection  and  righteousness  of  Christ  ? 

E.  IRVING. 


1042  I desire  to  die,  because  by  death  I shall  rest 
from  the  hard  labours  of  this  life.  I desire  to  die,  because 
nothing  in  this  world  can  give  me  solid  and  durable  con- 
tentment. 

MRS.  JANE  RATCMFFK. 
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1043  Man’s  home  is  in  the  grave ! 

Here  dwell  the  multitude:  we  gaze  around, 

We  read  their  monuments,  we  sigh,  and  while 
We  sigh,  we  sink. 

ANON. 

* 

1044  Alas!  the  little  time  of  nature’s  leave 
To  runne  the  course  of  her  allotted  care, 

Where  idle  shadowes  of  the  eie  deceave, 

That  only  hunteth  after  Fortune’s  show, 

And  bad  must  leave  it,  ere  it  be  aware: 

Looke,  looke  at  heaven,  and  let  the  worlde  goe  by  ; 
Better  to  die  to  live,  than  live  to  die. 

NICHOLAS  RRETON.  1616. 

+ 

1045  Not  that  from  life  and  all  its  woes 

The  hand  of  death  shall  set  me  free: 

Not  that  this  head  shall  then  repose 
In  the  low  vale  most  peacefully. 

Ah,  when  I touch  time’s  farthest  brink, 

A kinder  solace  must  attend : 

It  chills  my  very  soul  to  think 

On  that  dread  hour  when  life  must  end. 

In  vain  the  flattering  verse  may  breathe 
Of  ease  from  pain,  and  rest  from  strife: 

There  is  a sacred  dread  of  death 
Inwoven  with  the  strings  of  life. 

This  bitter  cup  at  first  was  given 
When  angry  Justice  frowned  severe; 

And  ’tis  the  eternal  doom  of  Heaven, 

That  man  must  view  the  grave  with  fear. 

ANON.  American  foct. 


1046  Mark  the  perfect  man,  and  behold  the  upright: 
for  the  end  of  that  man  is  peace. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Psai.m  xxxvii.  37. 
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1047  The  day  of  the  Christian’s  death  is  better  than 
the  day  of  his  birth.  It  is  the  day,  when,  as  a weary 
traveller,  he  arrives  at  home ; when,  as  a sea-tost  mariner, 
he  enters  his  desired  haven ; when,  as  a long  enduring 
patient,  he  throws  off  the  last  feelings  of  his  lingering 
complaint ; when,  as  an  heir  of  immortality,  he  comes  of 
age,  and  obtains  the  inheritance  of  the  saints  in  light. 
Thus,  whatever  may  be  the  manner  of  his  death,  for  him 
to  die  is  gain. 

w.  JAY. 

* 

1048  Commit  yourselves  into  His  hands,  and  you  shall 
never  come  into  condemnation,  but  shall  pass  from  death 
unto  life.  And  though,  even  then,  if  you  wait,  the  grave 
is  your  house,  it  will  only  be  a peaceful  and  temporary 
residence  to  sleep  in;  and  you  will  finally  enter  another 
house,  a building  of  God,  a house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens. 

w.  JAY. 

* 

1049  What  is  your  life  that  you  should  trust  in  it  ? is 
it  not  even  a vapour  that  speedily  passeth  away  ? What 
security  have  you  that  Heaven  will  warn  you  beforehand, 
or  that  Heaven  will  help  you  to  repentance  when  you 
please  ? Will  the  resolution  of  your  mind  gather  strength 
as  your  other  faculties  of  body  and  mind  decay  ? Will  sin 
grow  weaker  by  being  awhile  longer  indulged  in  ? or  God 
more  friendly  by  being  awhile  longer  spurned  ? or  the 
gospel  more  persuasive  by  being  awhile  longer  set  at 
nought  ? I rede  you,  beware  of  the  thief  of  time — Pro- 
crastination. This  day  is  as  convenient  as  to-morrow ; 
this  day  is  yours,  to-morrow  is  not ; this  day  is  a day  of 
mercy,  to-morrow  may  be  a day  of  doom. 


1050  The  grave  is  mine  house. 


HOLY  BIBLE.  Jon  xvn.  13 
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1051  In  the  hour  of  my  distress, 

When  temptations  me  oppress, 

And  when  I my  sins  confess, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  I lie  within  my  bed, 

Sick  in  heart  and  sick  in  head, 

And  with  doubts  disquieted, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep, 

And  the  world  is  drowned  in  sleep, 

Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep: 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  passing  bell  doth  toll, 

And  the  furies  in  a shoal 
Come  to  fright  my  parting  soul, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  God  knows,  I 'm  tost  about 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt, 

Yet  before  the  glasse  be  out, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursu’th 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth, 

And  half  damns  me  with  untruth, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  revealed, 

And  that  opened  which  was  sealed ; 

When  to  thee  I have  appealed, 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

ROBT  HERRICK.  1648. 

* 

1052  Men  pass, 

Cleaving  to  things  themselves  that  pass  away, 
Like  leaves  on  waves. 

BAILEY. 
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1053  I am  but  a lodger  here;  this  is  not  an  abiding 
city ; I am  only  to  stay  out  my  lease : for  what  has  per- 
petuity and  mortal  man  to  do  with  each  other  ? 


POPE’S  LETTERS. 

* 

1054  When  heart  and  flesh  are  fast  failing,  and  the 
trembling  feet  descend  into  the  dark  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death  ; to  whom  shall  we  then  look  but  unto  Jesus  ? 

WINSLOW. 

* 

1055  The  gradual  decline  of  health  and  strength  is 
a kind  and  merciful  preparative  for  the  solemn  change 
that  awaits  us.  It  seems  to  lessen  the  reluctance  which 
our  nature  feels  to  give  up  life ; to  wean  us  from  the  varied 
attractions  of  earth;  to  soften  the  abrupt  transition  from 
the  present  to  a future  state  of  being.  It  accustoms  us  to 
the  consideration  of  death ; it  assists  us  in  the  realization  of 
immortality. 

ANON. 

* 

1056  Yes,  in  your  latest  moments,  when  with  death 
And  Satan  thou  must  struggle,  and  not  yield ; 
When,  with  dim  eye  and  quickly  heaving  breath, 
Thou  enterest  on  that  solemn  battle-field ; 

Thy  Saviour,  who  hast  succoured  thee  through  life, 
Will  nerve  thy  spirit  for  the  closing  strife ; 

Will  lead  thee  on  to  glorious  victory; 

For  as  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  surely  be. 


1057  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand:  the  night,  the  day, 
The  moon’s  pale  glimmering,  and  the  sunny  ray 
Are  Thine ; and  Thine  the  midnight  of  the  grave : 
Oh,  be  Thou  there  to  strengthen  and  to  save, 

To  light  death’s  valley  with  Thy  beam  of  love, 
And  smile  a welcome  to  Thy  throne  above. 
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Life  is  a tumultuous  tide, 

On  whose  surface  fast  we  glide, 

Borne  unceasing  to  the  sea, 

Boundless  of  eternity. 

What  is  time,  or  months,  or  years  ? 

Like  a mist  the  whole  appears, 

And  at  length  our  lives  will  seem 
But  a short  and  stormy  dream. 

Shall  we  see  our  moments  fly, 

And  in  sins  and  slumbers  lie  ? 

Shall  we  view  the  realms  of  day 
Pass  unheeded,  pass  away? 

Shall  we  lose  our  lofty  birth 
In  the  husks  and  chaff  of  earth  ? 

Shall  the  Saviour  cry  in  vain, 

Agonize  with  me  to  reign. 

O our  Father,  wisdom  give, 

Rouse  us,  teach  us  how  to  live, 

And  still  pressing  to  the  sky, 

Oh,  instruct  us  how  to  die. 

SACRED  LYRICS  BY  CONSTANTIUS. 

* 

1059  Frightful  to  all  men  is  Death  : from  of  old  named 
King  of  terrors.  Our  little  compact  home  of  an  existence, 
where  we  dwelt  complaining,  yet  as  in  a home,  is  passing, 
in  dark  agonies,  into  an  unknown  of  separation,  foreignness, 
unconditioned  possibility.  The  heathen  emperor  asks  of 
his  soul,  Into  what  places  art  thou  now  departing  ? The 
Catholic  king  must  answer,  To  the  judgment  bar  of  the 
Most  High  God  ! Yes,  it  is  a summing  up  of  Life ; a final 
settling,  and  giving  in  the  account  of  the  deeds  done  in 
the  body;  they  are  done  now,  and  lie  there  unalterable, 
and  do  bear  their  fruits  long  as  Eternity  shall  last. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE 
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1060  Contemplate  when  the  sun  declines 

Thy  death  with  deep  reflection ; 

And  when  again  he  rising  shines, 

Thy  day  of  resurrection. 

COWPER. 

* 

1061  Nor  gates  nor  bars 

Can  hope  exclude — the  poor  man’s  comforter, 
The  antidote  to  pain, 

The  conqueror  of  death. 

For  when  this  frame  decays,  and  death  appears, 
Reclined  on  thee  the  sufferer  breathes  his  last, 
And  on  thy  wings  he  soars 
To  stand  before  his  God. 

CONDER. 

* 


1062  Ah,  when  shall  I shake  off  these  trammels  of  flesh, 
And  reach  that  eternal  abode, 

Where  the  joys  I so  value  shall  blossom  afresh, 
Revived  by  the  smiles  of  my  God  ? 

Shall  I think  the  embrace  that  dissolves  them  too  cold, 
Shall  I think  the  short  journey  too  drear, 
When  the  arms  of  a Saviour  my  spirit  enfold, 

And  the  gates  of  the  city  appear? 

No:  welcome  the  summons  that  bids  me  depart, 
And  welcome  that  moment  to  me, 

When  the  clog  from  my  spirit  Death  strikes  with  his  dart, 
And  bids  it  for  ever  be  free. 

Lord  Jesus ! I then  in  Thy  glory  shall  share, 

And  for  ever  be  blest  with  Thy  sight ; 

When  all  will  be  tranquil,  and  all  will  be  fair, 

And  all  will  be  endless  delight. 

ANON. 

* 


1063 


For  truth  I may  this  sentence  tell, 

No  man  dies  ill  that  liveth  well. 

HERRICK. 
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1064  The  expectation  of  death  sweetens  all  labour, 
work,  and  duty,  because  of  the  everlasting  rest  to  which 
death  leads  us. 

LADY  ELIZABETH  BROOKE. 

* 

1065  This  river  has  been  a terror  to  many ; yea,  the 
thoughts  of  it  also  have  often  frightened  me : but  now  me- 
thinks  I stand  easy ; my  foot  is  fixed  upon  that  on  which 
the  feet  of  the  priests  that  bare  the  ark  of  the  covenant 
stood  while  Israel  went  over  Jordan.  The  waters  indeed 
are  to  the  palate  bitter,  and  to  the  stomach  cold ; yet  the 
thoughts  of  what  I am  going  to,  and  of  the  conduct  that 
waits  for  me  on  the  other  side,  doth  lie  as  a glowing  coal 
at  my  heart.  I see  myself  now  at  the  end  of  my  journey  ; 
my  toilsome  days  are  ended.  I am  going  to  see  that  head 
that  was  crowned  with  thorns,  and  that  face  that  was  spit 
upon  for  me. 


When  sickness  on  our  vitals  preys, 

When  the  pale  cheek  disease  portrays, 

And  every  day  reveals  some  trace 
Of  nature’s  dull  cold  resting-place; 

Then,  O our  Father,  may  we  find 
Thy  presence  to  sustain  our  mind. 

And  when  our  final  foe  appears, 

Betrayed  too  true  by  silent  tears; 

When  death  in  sight  our  spirit  turns 
From  time  and  all  its  vain  concerns; 

When  Jordan’s  stormy  waves  we  see, 

Then  may  we  find  a friend  in  Thee. 

SACRED  LYRICS. 


1067  Jesus  can  make  a dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are. 
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1068  The  sentence  “Thou  shalt  die  and  not  live”  has 
been  pronounced  and  executed  upon  all  who  have  gone 
before  us.  To  any  person  who  has  lived  any  number  of 
years  in  the  same  place,  how  many  houses  are  there  that 
remind  him  of  their  inhabitants  who  have  gone  hence  and 
are  no  more  seen  ! Nay,  most  of  us  need  not  look  beyond 
our  own  homes  or  our  own  families.  Soon  must  our  turn 
come.  We  cannot  tell  when.  We  cannot  tell  whether  we 
shall  have  warning,  whether  we  may  not  be  quite  enfeebled 
in  mind,  or  agonised  in  body.  Some  one  of  these  may  be 
our  case,  as  they  have  been  that  of  thousands.  What  then 
is  the  prudent  course  to  adopt  ? 

REV.  W.  HARRISON. 

+ 

1069  Pilgrim  of  life!  what  though  thy  locks  be  grey, 

Thine  eyes  be  dim,  thy  cheek  be  wan  and  pale ; 
Though  gone  the  strength  of  youth’s  exulting  day, 
And  e’en  the  mind  itself  begins  to  fail : 

Ne’er  let  the  tear  of  grief  bedim  thine  eye, 

Thy  desert’s  crossed,  thy  Jordan’s  rolling  nigh. 

Though  friends  have  dropped  like  brown  leaves  from 
the  tree, 

And  hopes  be  dead  that  once  bloomed  fresh  and 
fair; 

Though  all  alone  on  earth  thou  seem’st  to  be, 

No  one  so  poor  as  with  thy  grief  to  share: 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  in  faith  to  Him  that  bled. 

The  cloud  is  passed,  thy  solitude  hath  fled. 

A few  more  steps ; thy  weary*  feet  at  last 

With  joy  shall  tread  that  gorgeous  sunny  shore, 
Where,  nestled  safe,  the  withering  simoom  blast 
Of  pangs  and  cares  shall  beat  on  thee  no  more : 
No  more  along  our  earth  a wanderer  driven, 

Thy  panting  breast  has  found  a home  in  heaven. 

JAMES  MACDONALD. 
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1070  In  this  tabernacle  he  groans,  being  burdened : 
and  when  the  grisly  king  shakes  against  him  his  terrible 
dart,  he  openeth  his  bosom  to  receive  the  stroke  of  grace, 
saying  the  while,  O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? O grave, 
where  is  thy  victory  ? and  looking  up  to  heaven  he  takes 
his  departure,  saying,  Into  Thy  hand  I commend  my 
spirit,  for  Thou  hast  redeemed  me,  O Lord  God  of  truth. 

EDWARD  IRVING. 


1071  At  every  motion  of  our  breath 

Life  trembles  on  the  brink  of  death; 

A taper’s  flame  that  upward  turns, 

While  downward  to  the  dust  it  burns. 

MONTGOMERY. 


1072  I reasoned  and  debated  and  investigated,  but  I 
found  no  peace  till  I came  to  the  gospel  as  a little  child. 
Then  the  Holy  Spirit  seemed  to  fill  my  heart.  I saw  my 
sinfulness  in  all  its  vivid  deformity,  and  found  there  was 
no  acceptance  with  God,  and  no  happiness  except  through 
the  blessed  Redeemer.  I stripped  off  all  my  own  deeds ; 
went  to  Him  naked:  He  received  me  as  He  promised  He 
would  ; then  I felt  joy  unspeakable,  and  all  fear  of  death 
at  once  vanished. 

DR.  GORDON. 

* 

1073  Sorrows  and  cares,  the  lot  of  man, 

Will  follow  us  as  years  increase ; 

But  life  at  longest  is  a span, 

A pilgrimage  that  soon  will  cease. 

Time’s  shadowy  visions  fast  retire  ; 

By  silent  steps  to  death  we  tend : 

May  we  the  more  to  heaven  aspire, 

As  we  approach  our  journey’s  end. 

SACRED  LYRICS 


Digitized  by  CaOOQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


345 


1074  My  times  are  in  Thy  hand; 

Howe’er  those  times  may  end, 

Sudden  or  slow  my  soul’s  release, 

’Midst  anguish,  phrensy,  or  in  peace, 

I ’m  safe  with  Christ  my  friend : 

If  He  is  nigh, 

Howe’er  I die, 

’Twill  be  the  dawn  of  heavenly  exstacy. 

My  times  are  in  Thy  hand; 

To  Thee  I can  entrust 
My  slumbering  clay,  till  Thy  command 
Bids  all  the  dead  before  Thee  stand, 

Awaking  from  the  dust: 

Beholding  Thee, 

What  bliss  ’twill  be 
With  all  Thy  saints  to  spend  eternity. 

To  spend  eternity 

In  Heaven’s  unclouded  light, 

From  sorrow,  sin,  and  frailty  free, 

Beholding  and  resembling  Thee; 

O too  transporting  sight, 

Prospect  too  fair 
For  flesh  to  bear! 

Haste,  haste,  my  Lord,  and  soon  transport  me  there. 

ANON. 

* 

1075  Death  is  the  portal  of  life,  the  dawn  of  immor- 
tality, the  transition  into  heavenly  glory. 

NEWMAN  HALL. 

* 


1076  If  we  are  trusting  only  to  Christ,  there  is  nothing 
in  death  which  should  make  us  afraid.  It  ought  not  to  be 
terrible  to  a Christian ; it  is  but  going  out  of  one  room  into 
another,  to  which  our  friends  are  soon  to  follow  us. 

ANON. 
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io 77  While  I draw  this  fleeting  breath, 

When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee! 


TOPLADY. 


1078  Now  since  I also  have  to  expect,  sooner  or  later, 
this  fate,  and  cannot  but  dread  it,  that  men  will  deposit 
my  inanimate  corpse  in  the  grave  ; the  tomb  of  my  Saviour 
may  at  present  tend  to  the  tranquillization  of  my  fears, 
and  to  the  general  quiet  of  my  mind.  As  my  Redeemer 
rested  at  length  after  a long  trial,  so  shall  I at  last  repose 
in  the  bosom  of  the  earth  from  all  my  past  hardships  and 
calamities : and  even  here,  too,  my  body  will  not  be  sub- 
jected to  any  fortuitous  accident  of  blind  chance ; I shall 
sleep  in  peace,  for  the  Lord  protects  me.  He  will  also 
appoint  to  me  a small  space  where  my  weary  bones  may 
lie  undisturbed,  and  watch  over  my  body,  that  no  limb, 
nay,  that  no  particle  of  it,  be  lost  And  finally,  I can  hold 
myself  well  assured  of  this  great  truth,  that  when  I shall 
have  slumbered  for  a few  days  in  the  ground,  I shall  again 
rise  from  the  narrow  house  of  corruption,  regenerated,  and 
perfected  in  incorruptibility  and  immortality. 

STURM. 


1079  Shall  life  revisit  dying  worms, 

And  spread  the  joyful  insect’s  wings, 
And  oh,  shall  man  awake  no  more 
To  see  Thy  face,  Thy  name  to  sing  ? 


Faith  sees  the  bright  eternal  doors 
Unfold  to  make  her  children  way ; 

They  shall  be  clothed  with  endless  life, 

And  shine  in  everlasting  day. 

DWIGHT 
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1080  Men's  years  are  numbered,  and  the  tale  of  Mira- 
beau’s  was  now  complete.  Important  or  unimportant ; to 
be  mentioned  in  world-history  for  some  centuries,  or  not  to 
be  mentioned  there  beyond  a day  or  two,  it  matters  not 
to  peremptory  fate.  From  amid  the  press  of  ruddy,  busy 
life,  the  pale  messenger  beckons  silently ; wide-spreading 
interests,  projects,  salvation  of  French  monarchies,  what 
thing  soever  man  has  on  hand,  he  must  suddenly  quit  it 
all  and  go.  Wert  thou  saving  French  monarchies  ? Wert 
thou  blacking  shoes  on  the  Pont  Neuf.  The  most  im- 
portant men  cannot  stay : did  the  world’s  history  depend 
on  an  hour,  that  hour  is  not  to  be  given. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

* 

1081  To  die  is  but  to  be  once  done;  and  if  we  err 
in  that  one  action,  we  are  undone  everlastingly : therefore 
have  thine  end  ever  in  thine  eye.  Let  all  our  abilities, 
businesses,  and  whole  being  in  this  life,  let  all  our  thoughts, 
words,  and  actions  refer  to  this  one  thing  ; which  as  it  shall 
be  well  or  ill  ended,  is  attended  either  with  endless  plagues 
or  pleasures,  with  eternity  of  flames  or  felicity. 

BOLTON.  Last  Things. 


1082  Only  for  him  who  knows  not  death  rightly  does 
it  wear  a frightful  form  : but  to  the  follower  of  Jesus,  death 
is  the  end  of  all  troubles,  and  the  beginning  of  a condition 
of  joy  and  glory  estimable  beyond  measure  or  expression. 

STURM. 


1083  Days  of  my  age ! ye  will  shortly  be  past ; 

Pains  of  my  age!  but  a while  can  ye  last; 

Joys  of  my  age ! in  true  wisdom  delight ; 

Eyes  of  my  age ! be  religion  your  light ; 
Thoughts  of  my  age ! dread  ye  not  the  cold  sod ; 
Hopes  of  my  age!  be  ye  fixed  on  your  God. 

HON.  ST.  GEORGE  TUCKER. 
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1084  Neither  can  I apprehend  such  honour  in  death 
as  some  do  that  render  their  lives  miserable  to  avoid  it, 
meeting  it  oftentimes  by  the  same  way  they  take  to  shun 
it.  Death,  if  he  may  be  guessed  at  by  his  elder  brother 
Sleep  (born  before  he  was  thought  on,  and  fell  upon  Adam 
ere  he  fell  from  his  Maker),  cannot  be  so  terrible  a messen- 
ger, being  not  without  much  ease,  if  not  some  voluptuous- 
ness. Besides,  nothing  in  this  world  is  worth  coming  from 
the  housetop  to  fetch  it,  much  less  from  the  deep  Grave, 
furnished  with  all  things,  because  empty  of  desires. 

FRANCIS  OSBORN.  1673. 

4* 

1085  My  faith  shall  triumph  o’er  the  grave, 

And  trample  on  the  tombs; 

My  Jesus,  my  Redeemer  lives, 

My  God,  my  Saviour  comes: 

Ere  long  I know  He  shall  appear, 

In  power  and  glory  great ; 

And  Death,  the  last  of  all  His  foes, 

Lie  vanquish’d  at  His  feet 

Then  though  the  worms  my  flesh  devour, 

And  make  my  form  their  prey, 

I know  I shall  arise  with  power 
On  the  last  judgment  day. 

When  God  shall  stand  upon  the  earth, 

Him  these  mine  eyes  shall  see; 

My  flesh  shall  feel  a sacred  birth, 

And  ever  with  Him  be. 


1086  You  leave  the  earth 

Not  as  you  went,  but  by  compulsion  dragg’d, 

Still  begging  for  a morrow  from  your  grave, 

And  with  such  shifts  you  do  deceive  yourselves, 
As  if  you  could  deceive  mortality. 

THOS.  GOFF. 
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1087  As  death  is  to  occur  to  us  but  once,  there  is  a 
cheering  interest  in  the  reflection  that  when  it  is  passed, 
it  is  passed  for  ever.  The  dying  pang,  the  chill,  the  cold 
sweat,  are  not  to  be  repeated.  Death  is  not  to  approach 
us  often,  he  is  to  be  allowed  to  come  to  us  but  once. 
When  we  have  once  passed  through  the  dark  valley,  we 
shall  have  the  assurance  that  we  shall  never  tread  its 
gloomy  way  again.  Once,  then,  let  us  be  willing  to  die, 
since  we  can  die  but  once ; and  let  us  rejoice  in  the  as- 
surance which  the  gospel  furnishes,  that  they  who  die  in 
the  Lord,  leave  the  world  to  go  where  Death  in  any  form 
is  unknown. 

BARNES.  Notes  to  Hebrews. 

* 

1088  The  death  of  the  body  is  emphatically  the  life 
of  the  spirit.  The  soul  goes  to  God,  but  it  must  previously 
have  been  of  God  ; it  must  have  had  the  eternal  life  abid- 
ing in  it,  otherwise,  at  its  separation  from  the  body,  it  must 
pass  into  eternal  death.  If,  however,  the  eternal  life  have 
entered  into  it  before  it  leave  the  flesh,  then  assuredly,  on 
its  removal  from  the  body,  it  enters  into  the  eternal  life. 

STEVENSON.  Christ  oh  the  Cross. 

* 

1089  The  unexpected  summons  of  death  may  throw 
the  Christian  into  an  alarm  ; but  proceeding  without  delay 
to  trim  his  lamp,  the  grace,  which  before  lay  almost  dor- 
mant, shines  forth  more  bright,  so  that  all  around  perceive 
him  to  be  ready,  and  “ meet  to  be  partakers  of  the  saints 
in  light.” 

REV.  THOS.  SCOTT. 

* 

1090  When  death  at  length  appears  in  view, 

Christ  s presence  shall  all  fears  subdue ; 

He  comes  to  set  thy  spirit  free, 

And  as  thy  day,  thy  strength  shall  be. 

• FAWCETT. 
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1091  One  by  one,  we  must,  each  in  turn,  descend  from 
the  spectator’s  place  to  the  stage,  and  take  part  in  the 
play,  till  finally  the  chief  part  in  the  tragedy  devolves 
upon  us,  and  we  must  die  as  the  fool  dieth,  and  go  down 
to  destruction ; or  find  faith  to  say,  “ I am  persuaded  that 
neither  death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor 
powers,  nor  things  present,  nor  things  to  come,  nor  height, 
nor  depth,  nor  any  other  creature,  shall  be  able  to  separate 
us  from  the  love  of  God  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord. 

DR.  GEO.  WILSON. 

* 

1092  The  shadow  of  the  valley, 

Whose  gateway  is  the  tomb, 

Spreads  backward  over  all  of  us 
Its  curtain-cloud  of  gloom. 

Some  stand  but  at  the  inlet, 

And  some  have  passed  within, 

O’er  all  the  shadow  hourly  creeps, 

And  we  move  farther  in. 

DR.  GEO.  WILSON. 


1093  I have  been  endeavouring  to  make  my  peace 
with  God,  and  I am  glad  to  say  that  I can  look  upon  my 
exit  to  the  dark  and  narrow  house  with  comparative  calm- 
ness and  composure. 


DR.  JOHN  REID. 


Before  its  strong  arrest  I feel, 

Give  me  my  death’s  approach  to  see; 
And  having  lived  to  serve  Thy  will, 
Lord,  let  me  then  depart  in  Thee. 


c.  WESLEY. 


1095  A man  may,  for  many  reasons,  be  disgusted  with 
life ; but  he  can  have  no  reason  for  contemning  death. 


ROCHEFOUCAULT. 
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1096  Dost  know  what  'tis  to  die  ? 

Thou  dost  not, 

And  therefore  not  what  'tis  to  live.  To  die 
Is  to  begin  to  live.  It  is  to  end 
An  old  stale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 
A newer  and  a better.  'Tis  to  leave 
Deceitful  knaves  for  the  society 
Of  Gods  and  goodness. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

* 

1097  O thou  soft  natural  death,  that  art  joint  twin 
To  sweetest  slumber,  no  rough-bearded  comet 
Stares  on  thy  mild  departure,  the  dull  owl 

Beats  not  against  thy  casement.  The  hoarse  wolf 
Scents  not  thy  carrion.  Pity  winds  thy  corse, 
Whilst  honor  waits  on  princes. 

WEBSTER. 

* 

1098  Whatsoever  befal  thee  in  this  life,  thou  must 
upon  necessity,  ere  it  be  long,  lie  gasping  for  breath  upon 
thy  dying  bed,  and  there  grapple  hand  to  hand  with  the 
utmost  and  concurring  rage  of  all  the  powers  of  darkness, 
and  that  king  of  fear,  attended  with  his  terrors ; and  there- 
fore let  the  whole  course  of  thy  life  be  a conscionable 
preparative  to  die  comfortably. 


1099  It  is  at  least  one  aspect  of  death,  and  a cheerful 
one  too,  which  exhibits  it  as  a transition  from  time  into 
eternity,  or  out  of  a fettered  and  distracted  time,  into  that 
which  is  true,  perfect,  and  blissful. 


SCHLEGEL. 


1100  Christ  alone,  and  His  atoning  blood,  can  make 
the  dying  bed  a bed  of  peace. 
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1101  Christ  spake  as  man  never  spake,  Christ  lived  as 
man  never  lived,  and  Christ  died  as  never  man  died,  and 
rose  the  first-fruits  of  them  that  slept.  There  is  not  a 
sick-bed  that  is  not  made  softer  by  His  sorrows:  there  is 
not  a death-bed  that  is  not  illumined  more  or  less  by  His 
words : and  there  is  not  a grave  in  all  creation  that  feels 
not  more  soft  and  bright  and  welcome,  because  Jesus 
Christ  occupied  it. 

CUMMING. 

* 

1102  How  strange  is  it,  then,  that,  with  the  certainty 
we  all  possess  of  shortly  entering  into  another  world,  we 
avert  our  eyes  as  much  as  possible  from  the  prospect : that 
we  seldom  permit  it  to  penetrate  us : and  that  the  moment 
the  recollection  occurs,  we  hasten  to  dismiss  it  as  an  un- 
welcome intrusion. 

ROBT.  HALL. 

* 

1103  And  I heard  a voice  from  heaven  saying  unto 
me:  Write,  Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord 
from  henceforth : Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  rest 
from  their  labours ; and  their  works  do  follow  them. 

HOLY  BIBLE.  Rev.  xiv.  x3. 

* 

1 104  Oh  that  His  grace  may  reach  your  heart,  that 
you  may  be  ready  to  meet  death  whenever  it  comes. 
This,  my  dear,  is  the  great  secret  and  discovery.  Then  it 
is  that  a man  can  properly  say,  “ I have  found  it ! I have 
found  it !”  when  we  can  look  forward  and  consider  death 
as  our  gain.  But  till  we  attain  this  by  faith  in  Christ,  all 
we  can  look  at,  whether  in  this  world  or  the  next,  is  Loss, 
Guilt,  and  Fear. 

REV.  R.  CECIL. 


1 105  We  can  die  but  once ; and  if  we  miscarry  that 
once,  we  are  undone  for  ever. 


SHERLOCK. 
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1 106  Death  is  but  a sleep  : Christ’s  death  hath  taken 
away  the  sting,  and  sweetened  it  to  all  His  people.  It  is 
but  a sturdy  porter,  opening  the  door  of  eternity,  and  letting 
us  into  Heaven ; a rough  passage  to  eternal  pleasures.  It 
is  but  like  the  fall  of  a wheat-corn  into  the  ground,  and 
dying,  that  it  may  spring  up  afterwards  more  gloriously. 
It  is  but  a departing  out  of  this  world  unto  the  Father. 


1 107  The  man  of  God  looks  to  the  end  of  the  race  he 
has  been  patiently  running,  and  beholds  the  goal  at  hand  ; 
he  looks  upon  the  recompense  of  reward  which  is  awaiting 
him,  the  prize  of  his  high  calling  in  Christ  Jesus.  The  last 
enemy  that  he  hath  to  overcome  is  Death.  The  king  of 
terrors  is  to  be  met  face  to  face.  He  cannot  avoid  the 
combat  if  he  would,  and  he  would  not  if  he  could.  How 
often  in  the  travail  of  his  soul  hath  he  exclaimed,  “Woe  is 
me  that  I am  constrained  to  dwell  in  Mesech,  and  to  have 
my  habitation  amongst  the  tents  of  Kedar!”  “O  that  I 
had  the  wings  of  a dove,  for  then  would  I flee  away  and 
be  at  rest  f How  often  hath  he  not  said,  “ In  Thy  presence 
is  fulness  of  joy,  and  at  Thy  right  hand  are  pleasures  for 
evermore.  As  for  me,  I shall  behold  Thy  face  in  righteous- 
ness: when  I awake,  I shall  be  satisfied  with  Thy  like- 
ness.” And  now  that  his  conflicts  are  about  to  cease  for 
ever,  and  his  sorrows  have  an  end,  he  lifteth  up  his  head, 
because  the  day  of  his  redemption  draweth  nigh. 


1 108  Nothing  more  sure  than  death,  and  nothing  more 
uncertain  than  life:  therefore  know  the  Lord,  turn  from 
your  sins,  lay  hold  on  the  Lord,  and  make  peace  with 
Him,  that  you  may  never  say  as  Caesar  Borgeas  said,  when 
he  was  sick  to  death : When  I lived,  I provided  for  every- 
thing but  death ; now  I must  die,  and  am  unprovided  to 
die. 
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Lord,  at  my  dissolution, 

Do  not  from  me  depart; 

Support,  at  the  conclusion 
Of  life,  my  fainting  heart; 

And  when  I pine  and  languish, 

Seized  with  death’s  agony, 

Oh,  by  Thy  pain  and  anguish, 

Set  me  at  liberty. 

ST.  BERNARD.  12 th  Century. 

* 

1 1 IO 

When  in  dust  and  ashes 
To  the  grave  I sink, 

While  Heaven’s  glory  flashes 
O’er  the  shelving  brink; 

On  Thy  truth  relying, 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 

Lord  receive  me  dying 
To  eternal  life. 

ANON. 

4 

1 1 1 1 The  assured  soul  knows  that  death  will  be  the 
funeral  of  all  his  sins  and  sorrows,  of  all  afflictions  and 
temptations,  of  all  desertions  and  oppositions:  he  knows 
that  death  will  be  the  resurrection  of  his  joys : he  knows 
that  death  is  both  an  outlet  and  an  inlet;  an  outlet  to 
sin,  and  an  inlet  to  the  soul’s  clear,  full,  and  constant 
enjoyment  of  God : and  this  makes  the  assured  soul  sing 
sweetly  out,  O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 0 death,  where 

is  thy  victory  ? I desire  to  be  dissolved.  Make  haste,  my 
beloved.  Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly. 

BROOKES. 

* 

1112 

Be  wise  then,  Christian,  while  you  may, 

For  swiftly  time  is  flying : 

The  thoughtless  man  that  laughs  to-day, 
To-morrow  will  be  dying. 

HERBERT. 
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1 1 1 3  I am  on  the  borders  of  an  unknown  world,  (may 
the  believer  say),  but  I have  a hope  that  maketh  not 
ashamed,  which  at  this  moment  of  peril  is  as  an  anchor 
of  the  soul,  sure  and  stedfast,  and  in  the  strength  of  which 
I do  not  fear  to  plunge  into  eternity.  I know  whom 
I have  believed,  and  am  persuaded  that  He  is  able  to 
keep  that  which  I have  committed  to  Him  against  that 
day. 


1 1 14  The  flowers  of  Spring  may  wither,  the  hope  of 
Summer  fade; 

The  Autumn  droop  in  Winter,  the  birds  forsake  the 
shade ; 

The  wind  be  lulled,  the  sun  and  moon  forget  their 
old  decree  : 

But  we  in  nature’s  latest  hour,  O Lord,  will  cling 
to  Thee. 


1 1 15  Fear  not  that  He  will  e’er  forsake, 
Or  leave  His  work  undone; 

He ’s  faithful  to  His  promises, 

And  faithful  to  His  Son. 

Fear  not  the  terrors  of  the  grave, 

Or  Death’s  tremendous  sting : 

He  will  from  endless  wrath  preserve, 
To  endless  glory  bring. 


BEDDOME. 


1 1 16  He  that  dreads  Death  is  either  afraid  that  his 
senses  will  be  extinguished  or  altered.  Now  if  the  powers 
are  lost,  the  pain  must  be  so  too  ; for  if  he  has  no  faculties, 
he  will  have  no  feeling.  But  if  he  has  new  perceptions  and 
another  set  of  senses,  he  will  be  another  creature,  and  then 
he  will  live  still,  as  I take  it 

MARCUS  ANTONINUSs  MEDITATIONS. 
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1 1 17  Who  dreams  of  God  when  passionate  youth  is  nigh, 
When  first  life’s  weary  waste  his  feet  have  trod, — 

Who  seeth  angels’  footfalls  in  the  sky, 

Working  the  works  of  God  ; 

His  sun  shall  fade  as  gently  as  it  rose, 

Thro’  the  dark  woof  of  death’s  approaching  night ; 

His  faith  shall  shoot,  at  life’s  prophetic  close, 

Some  threads  of  golden  light. 

For  him  the  silver  ladder  shall  be  set, — 

His  Saviour  shall  receive  his  latest  breath, — 

He  walketh  to  a fadeless  coronet, 

Up  through  the  gate  of  death  ! 

REV.  W.  ALEXANDER. 

* 

1 1 18  It  is  this  daily  confidence  of  faith  that  can  alone 
prepare  us  for  the  hour  of  special  need  that  is  approaching 
to  us  all.  Those  who  have  never  realized  the  nearness  of 
eternity,  can  have  but  a faint  idea  of  the  needful  support, 
in  the  hour  when  flesh  and  heart  fail,  to  keep  the  soul  in 
simple  dependence  upon  the  Rock  of  Ages.  Watch  there- 
fore : for  ye  know  not  how  soon  you  may  be  ready  to  say, 
My  soul  is  in  my  hand,  quivering  on  the  eve  of  departure 
to  the  Judge. 

BRYDGES. 

* 

1 1 19  Wouldest  Thou  that  I should  tarry  here? 

I live  because  Thou  wiliest  it ; 

Or  Death  should  suddenly  appear, 

I shall  not  fear  him,  Lord,  one  whit, 

If  but  Thy  life  still  in  me  live, 

If  but  Thy  death  my  strength  shall  give, 

When  earthly  life  draws  near  its  end. 

To  Thee  I give  away  my  will, 

In  life  and  death  remembering  still, 

Thou  wilt  my  good,  O truest  Friend. 

SINOLD.  1710. 
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1120  Death  comes  on  with  reckless  footsteps 
To  the  hall  and  hut : 

Think  you  Death  will  tarry,  knocking, 

When  the  door  is  shut? 

Jesus  waiteth,  waiteth,  waiteth, 

But  the  door  is  fast : 

Grieved,  away  thy  Saviour  goeth, 

Death  breaks  in  at  last. 

a.  c.  COXE. 

* 

1 12 1 Be  not  afraid,  therefore,  when  ye  come  even  to 
the  black  and  swelling  river  of  Death,  to  put  in  your  foot 
and  wade  after  him.  The  current,  how  strong  soever, 
cannot  carry  you  down  the  water  to  hell.  The  death  and 
resurrection  of  the  Son  of  God  are  stepping-stones  and  a 
stay  to  you  : set  down  your  feet  by  faith  upon  these  stones, 
and  go  through  as  though  on  dry  land. 

RUTHERFORD’S  LETTERS.  (For  Marion  Macknaugkt.) 

* 

U22  How  peaceful  is  death  to  a man  familiarized  to 
it,  and  who  has  been  expecting  its  approach  for  years.  It 
is  sweet,  like  the  evening  of  a long  summer  day,  when  a 
solemn  stillness  is  gathering  over  the  world,  when  the 
clouds  are  gilded  by  the  departing  sun,  and  the  air  is  cooled 
by  falling  dew. 

BELFRAGE. 

* 


1123  Order  according  to  Thy  mind 
Our  life  from  day  to  day; 

And  when  this  life  must  be  resigned, 

And  death  hath  seized  his  prey, 

When  all  our  days  have  flitted  by, 

Help  us  to  die  with  fearless  spirit, 

And  let  us  after  death  inherit 
Eternal  life  on  high. 

PAUL  GERHARDT. 
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How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies, 

When  sinks  a weary  soul  to  rest; 

How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes, 

How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

So  fades  a summer  cloud  away, 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o’er; 

So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day, 

So  dies  a wave  along  the  shore. 

A holy  quiet  reigns  around, 

A calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys; 

Nothing  disturbs  that  peace  profound, 

Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 

Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ; 

How  bright  the  unchanging  morn  appears — 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell. 


Life’s  duty  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 

Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies. 

MRS.  BARBAULD. 


* 


1125  We  die  with  Thee;  O let  us  live 
Henceforth  to  Thee  aright ; 

The  blessings  Thou  hast  died  to  give, 

Be  daily  in  Thy  sight. 

Fearless  we  lay  us  in  the  tomb, 

And  sleep  the  night  away, 

If  Thou  art  there  to  break  the  gloom, 

And  call  us  back  to-day. 

Death  hurts  us  not;  his  power  is  gone, 

And  pointless  all  his  darts: 

Now  hath  God’s  favour  on  us  shone, 

And  joy  fills  all  our  hearts. 

SCHMOLCK. 
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1126  In  those  whose  contemplations  have  long  been 
directed  to  the  closing  event  of  life ; in  whom  a profound 
and  deep  acquaintance  with  the  thought  of  eternity  and 
the  sublime  enlightenment  of  a confiding  faith  have  taken 
the  place  of  a dark  uncertainty,  and  who  also,  between  the 
last  struggle  of  organic  life  and  the  final  pang  of  dissolu- 
tion, enjoy  for  a brief  interval  the  last  quickening  breath 
of  the  departing  energy  of  nature : there  death  is  seen  in 
its  bright  aspect. 


SCHLEGEL. 


1127  When  the  time  shall  come  that  your  eye-strings 
shall  break,  your  face  wax  pale,  your  breath  grow  cold, 
and  this  house  of  clay  shall  totter,  and  your  one  foot  shall 
be  over  the  march  in  eternity ; it  will  be  your  comfort  and 
joy  that  ye  gave  your  name  to  Christ. 

RUTHERFORD’S  LETTERS.  (To  John  Eivart  ) 


1128  The  day  of  life  is  very  short,  and  the  art  of 
Christianity  long  and  difficult.  Is  it  not  a grievous  thing 
that  men  never  consider  why  they  came  into  the  world  till 
they  be  on  the  point  of  going  out  again,  nor  think  how  to 
live  till  they  be  summoned  to  die  ? 

LEIGHTON. 


1129  Death  smiles  in  ghastly  contempt  on  all  human 
aggrandisement.  He  meddles  not  with  the  things  that  are 
occupied,  but  he  lays  hold  of  the  occupier : and  this  to  him 
is  as  entire  a deprivation  as  if  he  trampled  all  that  belonged 
to  him  into  powder.  He  does  not  seize  upon  the  wealth, 
but  he  lays  his  arrest  upon  the  owner ; he  forces  away  his 
body  to  the  grave,  where  it  moulders  into  dust;  and  in 
turning  the  soul  out  of  its  warm  and  well-beloved  tenement, 
he  turns  it  adrift  on  the  cheerless  waste  of  a desolate  and 
neglected  eternity. 


CHALMERS. 
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1130  Don’t  contemn  Death,  but  take  it  handsomely 
and  willingly.  Look  upon  it  as  part  of  the  product  of 
Nature,  and  one  of  those  things  which  Providence  has  been 
pleased  to  order.  For  as  youth  and  age,  growth  and 
declension,  down  and  grey  hairs,  pregnancy  and  birth,  etc., 
are  all  natural  actions,  consequences  of  time  and  incidents 
of  life ; so  also  is  dying  and  dissolution  every  jot  as  much 
according  to  common  course  as  the  rest.  A wise  man 
therefore  must  neither  run  giddily  nor  stalk  haughtily  into 
his  grave : he  must  look  upon  Death  as  Nature’s  business, 
and  wait  her  leisure,  as  he  does  for  the  progress  and 
maturity  of  other  things. 

M.  ANTONINUS. 

* 

1 13 1 Oh!  come  it  first,  or  come  it  last, 

The  shadow  o’er  my  passage  cast, 

Grant  it  may  find  me  on  my  guard, 

And  at  Thy  will,  O God,  prepared 
To  welcome  the  approaching  gloom 
The  deep  dark  stillness  of  the  tomb ! 

’Tis  but  a transitory  night; 

The  sun  shall  rise,  and  all  be  bright. 

BISHOP  MANT. 


1132  Think,  O Christian,  when  Christ  comes  to  call 
you  away  by  death,  He  comes  to  set  you  at  liberty  from 
your  present  sorrows,  to  deliver  you  from  your  struggles 
with  remaining  corruption,  and  to  receive  you  to  dwell 
with  Himself  in  complete  holiness  and  joy.  You  shall 
be  absent  from  the  body,  and  be  present  with  the  Lord. 

DODDRIDGE. 


1133  O happy  and  blessed  death  ! that  golden  bridge 
laid  over  by  Christ  my  Lord,  between  time’s  claybanks 
and  Heaven’s  shore. 

RUTHERFORD. 
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1134  Come,  O Death,  thou  twin  of  Sleep! 

Lead  me  hence — I pray  thee  come, 

Loose  my  rudder,  through  the  deep 
Guide  my  vessel  safely  home. 

Thy  approach  who  will  may  fly, 

’Twere  a joy  to  me  to  die ; 

Death  but  opes  the  gates  to  Thee, 

Jesus,  dearest  Friend  to  me  ! 

J.  FRANCK.  1653. 


1135  The  soul  that  is  in  Christ,  when  other  things  are 
pulled  away,  feels  little  or  nothing;  he  cleaves  to  Christ, 
and  these  separations  pain  him  not : yea,  when  that  great 
separatist,  Death,  comes,  that  breaks  all  other  unions,  even 
that  of  the  soul  and  body,  yet  so  far  is  it  from  separating 
the  believers  soul  from  its  beloved  Lord  Jesus,  that,  on 
the  contrary,  it  carries  it  into  the  nearest  union  with  Him, 
and  the  fullest  enjoyment  of  Him  for  ever. 

LEIGHTON. 


1136  What  is  this  life  but  a smoke,  a vapour,  a shadow, 
a warfare,  a bubble  of  water,  a word,  grass,  a flower  ? That 
ye  shall  die  it  is  most  certain,  but  of  the  time  no  man  can 
tell  when.  Hereto  remember  the  good  things  that  after 
this  life  shall  ensue  without  wavering,  in  certainty  of  faith  ; 
and  so  shall  the  passage  of  death  be  more  desired. 

BISHOP  BULL. 


1137  Amongst  men,  some  are  great  and  mighty,  some 
learned  and  rich,  and  other  some  are  poor,  abject,  and 
miserable;  but  in  what  state  soever  they  be,  they  die 
without  any  exception,  one  after  another : so  that,  as  the 
prophet  saith,  although  we  come  to  threescore  and  ten  or 
fourscore  years,  yet  the  passage  of  our  life  is  swift,  and  we 
fly  away. 

BISHOP  WOOLTON. 
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1138  Lord,  in  Thee  I place  my  trust, 

Thou  art  my  defence  and  tower; 

Death  Thou  treadest  in  the  dust, 

O’er  my  soul  he  hath  no  power. 

That  I may  have  part  in  Thee, 

Help  and  save  and  comfort  me ; 

Give  me  of  Thy  grace  and  might, 
Resurrection,  life,  and  light. 

Fount  of  Good,  within  me  dwell, 

For  the  peace  Thy  presence  sheds 
Keeps  us  safe  in  conflict  fell, 

Charms  the  pain  from  dying  beds. 

Hide  me  close  within  Thine  arm, 

Where  no  foe  can  hurt  or  harm : 

Whoso  Lord  in  Thee  can  rest, 

He  hath  conquered,  he  is  blest. 

HEERMANN.  1644. 


1139  Yes,  when  I must  depart, 

Depart  Thou  not  from  me; 

When  Death  is  creeping  to  my  heart, 

Bear  Thou  mine  agony. 

When  faith  and  courage  sink, 
O’erwhelmed  with  dread  dismay, 

Come  Thou  who  ne’er  from  pain  didst  shrink. 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 


Come  to  me  ere  I die, 

My  comfort  and  my  shield; 

Then  gazing  on  Thy  cross  can  I 
Calmly  my  spirit  yield. 

On  Thee,  when  life  is  past, 

My  darkening  eyes  shall  dwell, 

My  heart  in  faith  shall  hold  Thee  fast: 

Who  dieth  thus,  dies  well. 

PAUL  GERHARDT. 
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1140  Great  and  good  God ! Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death, 
In  whom  the  creature  hath  its  being,  breath; 
Teach  me  to  underprize  this  life,  and  I 
Shall  feel  my  loss  the  easier  when  I die. 

So  raise  my  feeble  thoughts  and  dull  desire, 

That  when  these  vain  and  weary  days  expire, 

I may  discard  my  flesh  with  joy,  and  quit 
My  better  part  of  this  false  earth,  and  it 
Of  some  more  sin  ; and  for  this  transitory 
And  tedious  life  enjoy  a life  of  glory. 

QUARLES. 

* 

1141  Let  your  petitions  be  all  for  right  sentiments  of 
the  approach  and  importance  of  death;  and  beg  of  God 
that  your  mind  may  be  possessed  with  such  a sense  of  its 
nearness,  that  you  may  have  it  always  in  your  thoughts, 
do  every  thing  as  in  sight  of  it,  and  make  every  day  a day 
of  preparation  for  it. 

LAW. 


1142  Early  set  forth  on  your  eternal  race; 

The  ascent  is  steep  and  craggy,  you  must  climb : 
God,  at  all  times,  has  promised  sinners  grace 
If  they  repent ; but  He  ne’er  promised  time. 
Cheat  not  yourselves  as  most,  who  then  prepare 
For  Death,  when  life  is  almost  turned  to  fume. 
One  thief  was  saved,  that  no  man  man  might  despair, 
And  but  one  thief,  that  no  man  might  presume. 

DELAUNE. 


1143  Whatever  may  be  the  fortune  of  our  lives,  one 
great  extremity  at  least,  the  hour  of  approaching  death,  is 
certain  to  be  passed  through.  What  ought  then  to  occupy 
us  ? What  can  then  support  us  ? Prayer : prayer  for  de- 
liverance, prayer  for  strength,  above  all,  prayer  for  resigna- 
tion. 

PALEY. 
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1144  Eternity  depends  upon  death,  death  upon  life, 
and  life  upon  a thread,  which  may  be  either  broken  or  cut, 
and  that  even  when  I most  hope  and  most  endeavour  to 
prolong  it.  My  life  is  never  secure ; I will  therefore  ever 
fear  that  instant  which  gives  an  end  to  time,  and  beginning 
to  eternity. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


1145  Both  young  and  old  are  to  consider  this,  that 
though  man  may  provide  for  his  security  as  to  other  things, 
yet  against  death  there  is  no  security;  the  youngest  nor 
strongest  cannot  promise  themselves  immunity  from  it  for 
so  much  as  one  hour ; all  men  living  as  it  were  in  a city 
without  walls,  without  gates,  to  keep  out  that  common 
enemy. 

EPICURUS. 

* 


1146  The  loss  of  life  is  gain  to  you.  If  Christ  Jesus 
be  the  period,  the  end  and  lodging-home  at  the  end  of 
your  j'ourney,  there  is  no  fear,  ye  go  to  a friend.  And  since 
ye  have  had  a communion  with  Him  in  this  life,  and  He 
hath  a pawn  or  pledge  of  yours,  even  the  largest  share  of 
your  love  and  heart,  ye  may  look  death  in  the  face  with 
joy. 

RUTHERFORD.  To  a Christian  GmtUwoman. 


* 


1147  Were  I to  adopt  the  figurative  language  of 
Bunyan,  I might  date  this  letter  from  the  land  Beulah,  of 
which  I have  been  for  some  weeks  a happy  inhabitant. 
The  Celestial  city  is  full  in  my  view.  Its  glories  have 
been  upon  me,  its  breezes  fan  me,  its  odours  are  wafted 
to  me,  its  sounds  strike  upon  my  ears,  and  its  spirit  is 
breathed  into  my  heart.  Nothing  separates  me  from  it 
but  the  river  of  Death,  which  now  appears  but  an  insignifi- 
cant rill,  that  may  be  crossed  at  a single  step,  whenever 


God  shall  give  permission. 


DR.  PAYSON. 
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1148  Let  Death  all  gently  come 
At  last  to  take  us  home, 

And  let  us  meet  him  fearlessly: 

And  when  these  bonds  are  riven, 

O take  us  to  Thy  heaven, 

Our  Lord  and  God,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 


CLAUDIUS. 


1149  We  must  die,  and  die  only  to  be  immortal.  If 
while  we  live,  we  live  to  the  world,  then,  when  we  come  to 
die  and  leave  the  world,  we  shall  die  to  all  blessedness. 
But  if  while  we  live,  we  die  to  the  world,  then,  when  we 
come  to  die  and  leave  the  world,  we  shall  live  to  blessed- 
ness perfect  and  eternal. 

CHEEVER. 


1150  When  comes  the  hour  of  failing  breath, 
And  I must  wrestle,  Lord,  with  death; 
When  from  my  sight  all  fades  away, 

And  when  my  tongue  no  more  can  say, 
And  when  mine  ears  no  more  can  hear, 
And  when  my  heart  is  racked  with  fear ; 

When  all  my  mind  is  darkened  o’er, 

And  human  help  can  do  no  more, 

Then  come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  with  speed, 
And  help  me  in  my  hour  of  need; 

Lead  me  from  this  dark  vale  beneath, 
And  shorten  then  the  pangs  of  death. 


All  evil  spirits  drive  away, 

But  let  Thy  Spirit  with  me  stay, 

Until  my  soul  the  body  leave ; 

Then  in  Thy  hands  my  soul  receive, 

And  let  the  earth  my  body  keep 
Till  the  last  day  shall  break  its  sleep. 

PAUL  EBER.  1557. 
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1 15 1 Pray  that  when  thy  life  is  closing, 

Calm  reposing 

Thou  mayst  die,  and  not  in  pain; 

That,  the  night  of  death  departed, 

Thou,  glad-hearted, 

Mayst  behold  the  Sun  again. 

VON  CANITZ.  1654—1699. 

* 

1152  The  serious  and  fixed  thoughts  of  the  parting 
hour  is  preventive  of  much  guilt.  Nothing  more  recals  a 
man  from  sin  than  the  frequent  meditation  of  death.  I 
dare  not  say  it  is  the  strongest  of  all  curbs  to  keep  us  back 
from  sin,  but  I am  sure  it  is  a very  strong  one. 

FLAVEL. 

* 


1153  If  that  which  is  immortal  is  incorruptible,  though 
death  approach  to  the  soul,  it  shall  never  fall  in  the  attack. 
For,  as  we  said  but  now,  the  soul  will  never  receive  death, 
and  will  never  die. 

PLATO. 

* 

1154  When  you  are  as  near  death  as  I am,  you  will 
know  that  all  the  different  states  of  life,  whether  of  youth 
or  age,  riches  or  poverty,  greatness  or  meanness,  signify  no 
more  to  you  than  whether  you  die  in  a poor  or  stately 
apartment.  The  greatness  of  those  things  which  follow 
death  makes  all  that  goes  before  it  sink  into  nothing. 

LAW. 


1155  Death  certainly  is  the  best  physician,  next  and 
under  Jesus  Christ,  that  ever  was  employed,  for  it  cures 
radically  and  perfectly,  so  that  the  soul  never  relapses 
more  into  any  distemper.  Other  medicines  are  but 
anodynes,  or  at  best  they  relieve  us  but  in  part,  and  for 
a time ; but  this  goes  through  the  work,  and  perfects  the 
cure  at  once.  More  particularly  at  death  the  saints  depart. 

FLAVEL. 
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1156  To  others  Death  seems  dark  and  grim, 

But  not  thou,  Life  of  life,  to  me : 

I know  Thou  ne’er  forsakest  him 
Whose  heart  and  spirit  rest  in  Thee. 

Oh,  who  would  fear  his  journey’s  close. 

If  from  dark  woods  and  lurking  foes 
He  then  found  safety  and  release  ? 

Nay,  rather  with  a joyful  heart 
From  this  dark  region  I depart, 

To  Thy  eternal  light  and  peace. 

DESZLER.  169*. 

* 

1157  When  the  last  agony  draws  nigh, 

My  spirit  sinks  in  bitter  fear; 

Courage  ! I conquer  though  I die, 

For  Christ  with  Death  once  wrestled  here. 

Thy  strife,  O Christ,  with  Death’s  dark  power 
Upholds  me  in  this  fearful  hour. 

In  faith  I hide  myself  in  Thee, 

I shall  not  perish  in  the  strife; 

I share  Thy  war,  Thy  victory, 

And  Death  is  swallowed  up  in  Life. 

Thy  strife,  O Christ,  with  Death  of  yore 
Hath  conquered,  and  I fear  no  more. 

ANON.  From  the  German. 

* 

1158  Why  quiverest  thou,  my  soul,  within  my  breast, 
Thine  angels  come  to  lead  thee  to  thy  rest: 
Quit  cheerfully  this  drooping  house  of  clay; 

God  will  restore  it  in  the  appointed  day. 

MUSCULUS. 


1159  To  those  who  live  by  the  grace  of  Christ  during 
life,  dying  grace  will  be  vouchsafed  in  a dying  hour:  for 
He  hath  said,  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee. 


CHEEVER. 
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1160  I am  sure  that  many  ells  and  inches  of  the  short 
thread  of  your  life  are  by-hand  since  I saw  you : and  that 
thread  hath  an  end ; and  ye  have  no  hands  to  cast  a knot, 
and  add  one  day  or  a finger-breadth  to  the  end  of  it 
When  hearing  and  seeing,  and  the  outer  walls  of  the  clay- 
house  shall  fall  down,  and  life  shall  render  the  besieged 
castle  of  clay  to  death  and  judgment,  and  ye  find  your 
time  worn  ebb  and  run  out,  what  thoughts  will  you  then 
have  of  idol  pleasures  that  possibly  are  now  sweet ; what 
bud  or  hire  would  you  then  give  for  the  Lord’s  favour,  and 
what  a price  would  you  then  give  for  pardon ! 

RUTHERFORD.  To  John  Gordon. 

* 

1161  Jesus  my  Redeemer  lives, 

Christ  my  trust  is  dead  no  more; 

In  the  strength  this  knowledge  gives, 

Shall  not  all  my  fears  be  o’er. 

Though  the  night  of  Death  be  fraught 
Still  with  many  an  anxious  thought  ? 

Body,  be  thou  of  good  cheer, 

In  thy  Saviour’s  care  rejoice  ; 

Give  not  place  to  gloom  and  fear, 

Dead,  thou  yet  shalt  know  His  voice 
When  the  final  trump  is  heard, 

And  the  deaf  cold  grave  is  stirred. 

Laugh  to  scorn  then  death  and  hell, 

Laugh  to  scorn  the  gloomy  grave : 

Caught  into  the  air  to  dwell 
With  the  Lord  who  comes  to  save, 

We  shall  trample  on  our  foes, 

Mortal  weakness,  fear  and  woes. 

LOUISA  HENRIETTA,  Electress  of  Brandcnburgh.  1653. 

* 

1162  A man  is  not  completely  born  till  he  is  dead. 

FRANKLIN. 
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1163  Is  it  not  a ridiculous  fancy,  that  a man  that  has 
lived  in  the  expectation  of  death,  and  during  his  whole  life- 
time has  been  preparing  to  die,  upon  his  arrival  at  the 
point  of  desired  death  should  think  to  retire  and  be  afraid 
of  it  ? Would  that  not  be  a very  scandalous  apostacy  ? 


1 164  Death  is  the  great  enlightener,  in  whose  presence 
we  see  things  as  they  really  are,  all  delusions  being  with- 
drawn, all  dreams  having  vanished,  and  an  overpowering 
flood  of  light  being  thrown  back  upon  the  vanities  through 
which  we  have  been  treading.  Let  us  flee  to  Christ,  and 
by  His  grace  live  the  life  of  the  righteous,  and  so  our  last 
end  shall  be  like  his. 


1165  And  let  Thy  sorrows  cheer 
My  soul  when  I depart; 

Give  strength  to  cast  away  all  fear, 

And  tell  my  heart 

That  since  my  trust  is  in  Thy  grace, 

Thou  wilt  accept  me  yonder, 

Where  I shall  see  Thy  face. 

GESENIUS.  1646. 

* 

1166  Death  often  steals  upon  men  unobserved,  and 
sometimes  unfelt.  Since  time  is  so  short  and  slippery, 
and  life  is  dying  every  day,  how  astonishing  is  it  that  so 
many  are  careless  of  securing  future  blessedness. 


1167  The  Christian  is  not  so  careful  to  keep  his  soul 
within  his  teeth,  as  to  send  it  forth  well  addressed  for 
happiness : as  knowing,  therefore,  the  last  brunt  to  be 
most  violent,  he  rouseth  up  his  holy  fortitude  to  encounter 
that  king  of  fear,  his  last  enemy,  Death. 

BISHOP  HALL. 
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1 1 68  That  philosopher  was  very  ridiculous,  who  ad- 
monished the  young  man  to  live  honestly,  and  the  old  to 
die  honestly,  because  a good  life  and  a good  death  are  not 
things  to  be  parted,  and  the  meditation  of  living  honestly 
and  dying  honestly  is  one  and  the  same : and  this  in 
respect  that  a young  man  may  die  immaturely ; and  to 
the  old  man  something  of  life  is  remaining,  and  the  last 
act  of  his  life  is  a part,  yea,  and  the  crown  of  his  whole  life. 

EPICURUS. 


1169  I am  sure  my  departure  will  be  the  fulfilling  of 
that  Will  which  is  love  itself,  which  I am  bound  above  all 
things  to  love  and  please,  and  which  is  the  beginning,  rule, 
and  end  of  all.  Antonine  could  hence  fetch  good  thoughts 
of  death. 

BAXTER. 


1170  Whenever  the  arrest  of  death  seizes  us,  unless 
before  that  notice  we  had  oil  in  our  vessels,  that  is,  grace 
In  our  hearts,  habitual  grace  (for  nothing  else  can  reside  or 
dwell  there,  an  act  cannot  inhabit  or  be  in  a vessel),  it  is 
too  late  to  make  preparation. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


1 1 71  If  we  want  our  dying  hour  to  have  the  radiance 
of  Heaven’s  gate  thrown  over  it ; if  we  want,  amid  the 
failure  of  expiring  nature,  to  have  some  firm  footing  on 
which  we  might  strongly  and  securely  rest ; there  is  posi- 
tively none  other  but  that  to  which  the  consideration  of  our 
latter  end  should  now  be  urging  us  forward ; and  there- 
fore should  we  call  upon  ourselves  now  to  take  up  with 
Christ  as  our  foundation,  and  to  associate  all  our  confidence 
in  God  with  the  obedience  which  He  has  wrought,  with  the 
ransom  which  He  has  rendered. 

CHALMERS. 
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1172  Which  way  soever  we  turn  our  thoughts,  we  still 
see  that  man’s  mortality  and  liableness  to  an  unavoidable 
death,  abstracted  from  the  thoughts  of  another  state,  carry 
that  constant  aspect,  as  if  all  men  were  made  in  vain. 

HOWE. 

* 

1173  In  the  midst  of  life,  behold, 

Death  has  girt  us  round : 

Whom  for  help  then  shall  we  pray, 

Where  shall  grace  be  found  ? 

In  Thee,  O Lord,  alone ! 

We  rue  the  evil  we  have  done, 

That  Thy  wrath  on  us  hath  drawn. 

Holy  Lord  and  God  ! 

Strong  and  Holy  God ! 

Merciful  and  Holy  Saviour! 

Eternal  God ! 

Leave  us  not  to  sink  beneath 
These  dark  pains  of  bitter  death ; 

Kyrie  eleison  ! 


1174  I will  meet  distress  and  pain, 

I will  greet  e’en  Death’s  dark  reign, 

I will  lay  me  in  the  grave 
With  a heart  still  glad  and  brave. 

Whom  the  Strongest  doth  defend, 

Whom  the  Highest  counts  His  friend, 
Cannot  perish  in  the  end. 

PAUL  GERHARDT.  1659. 


1175  The  grave,  indeed,  is  a bed  that  nature  doth 
abhor,  yet  there  the  weary  be  at  rest : but  souls  new  born 
have  a double  nature  that  is  immortal,  and  go  to  the  place 
that  is  agreeable  to  their  nature,  even  to  the  region  of 
spirits  and  the  region  of  Holy  Love. 
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1176  This  span-length  of  your  days,  whereof  the 
Spirit  of  God  speaketh  (Psalm  39),  shall,  within  a short 
time,  come  to  a finger-breadth,  and  at  length  to  nothing. 
Oh,  how  sweet  and  comfortable  will  be  the  feast  of  a good 
conscience  to  you,  when  your  eye-strings  shall  break,  and 
your  face  wax  pale,  and  the  breath  turn  cold,  and  your 
poor  soul  come  sighing  to  the  windows  of  the  house  of 
clay  of  your  dying  body,  and  shall  long  to  be  out,  and  to 
have  the  jailer  to  open  the  door  that  the  prisoner  may  be 
set  at  liberty. 

RUTHERFORD.  Letter  to  the  Lady  Cardoness. 


1 1 77  O’er  earth  when  shades  of  evening  steal, 

To  Death  and  Thee  my  thoughts  I give: 
To  Death,  whose  power  I soon  must  feel; 
To  Thee,  with  whom  I trust  to  live. 


GISBORNE. 


1 1 78  As  I believe  my  body  shall  be  raised  from  the 
grave,  so  I believe  the  other  part  of  me,  my  soul,  shall 
never  be  carried  to  it ; I mean  it  shall  never  die,  but  shall 
be  as  much,  yea,  more  alive,  when  I am  dying,  than  it  is 
now  : so  much  my  soul  shall  be  the  more  active  in  itself, 
by  how  much  it  is  less  tied  and  subjected  to  the  body. 

BEVERIDGE. 


1179  Lo,  thousands  to  their  endless  home 
Are  swiftly  borne  away; 

And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 
And  soon  must  launch  as  they. 


Lord  Jesus,  be  our  constant  guide; 

Then,  when  the  word  is  given, 

Bid  death’s  cold  flood  its  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  safe  in  Heaven. 

c.  WESLEY. 
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1180  What  is  Death?  Tis  a resting  from  sensation 
and  desire ; a stop  upon  the  rambling  of  thought,  and 
a release  from  the  drudgery  about  your  carcase. 

M.  ANTONINUS. 

* 

1181  We  die  and  are  not  foiled;  yea,  we  are  con- 
querors in  dying ; we  could  not  overcome  death  if  we  died 
not.  That  dissolution  is  well  bestowed  that  parts  the  soul 
from  the  body,  that  it  may  unite  both  to  God.  All  our 
life  here,  as  that  heavenly  doctor  Augustine  well  terms  it, 
is  but  a vital  death.  How  advantageous  is  that  death  that 
determines  this  false  and  dying  life,  and  begins  a true  one 
above  all  the  titles  of  happiness. 

BISHOP  HALL. 


1182  Father  of  mercies,  hear  my  call, 

Ere  yet  arrives  the  fatal  hour ; 

Repair  my  loss,  retrieve  my  fall, 

And  raise  me  by  Thy  quickening  power. 

My  nature  re-exchange  for  Thine; 

Be  Thou  my  life,  my  hope,  my  gain; 
Arm  me  in  panoply  divine, 

And  Death  shall  shake  his  dart  in  vain. 

When  I Thy  promised  Christ  have  seen, 
And  clasped  Him  in  my  soul's  embrace, 
Possessed  of  my  salvation,  then, 

Then  let  me,  Lord,  depart  in  peace. 


ANON. 


1183  Heavenward  Death  shall  lead  at  last 
To  the  home  where  I would  be; 

All  my  sorrows  overpast, 

I shall  triumph  there  with  Thee, 

Jesus,  who  hast  gone  before, 

That  we  too  might  Heavenward  soar. 

SCHMOLCK.  1731. 
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1184  When  the  cold  damps  of  death  bedew 
This  body  wrung  with  agony, 

Christ  shall  my  fainting  soul  renew. 


PRICE. 


1185  Since  it  is  not  determined  by  a natural  cause 
which  way  we  shall  go,  or  at  what  age ; a wise  man  will 
suppose  himself  always  upon  his  death-bed : and  such 
supposition  is  like  making  of  his  will ; he  is  not  the  nearer 
death  for  doing  it,  but  he  is  the  readier  for  it  when  it 
comes. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

* 

1186  I know  this  body,  which  for  the  present  I am 
tied  to,  is  nothing  else  but  a piece  of  clay  made  up  into 
the  frame  and  fashion  of  man;  and  therefore,  as  it  was 
first  taken  from  the  dust,  so  shall  it  return  to  dust  again. 
But  then  I believe,  on  the  other  hand,  that  it  shall  be  as 
really  raised  from  the  earth,  as  ever  it  shall  be  carried  to 
it ; yea,  though  perhaps  it  may  go  through  a hundred  or 
a thousand  changes  before  that  day  come. 

BEVERIDGE. 


1187  Twas  a wondrous  war,  I trow, 

When  Life  and  Death  together  fought; 
But  Life  has  triumphed  o’er  his  foe, 

Death  is  mocked  and  set  at  nought: 
Yea,  ’tis  as  the  Scripture  saith, 

Christ  through  death  has  conquered  death, 

Hallelujah. 


LUTHER. 


1 18 8  It  concerns  us  to  push  forward  and  make  the 
most  of  our  matters,  for  death  is  continually  advancing : 
and  besides  that,  our  understanding  sometimes  dies  before 
us,  and  then  the  true  purposes  and  significancy  of  Life  are 
at  an  end. 

M.  ANTONINUS. 
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1189  You  shall  bask  in  His  sunshine  for  ever.  Yes, 
for  ever — an  eternity  of  uninterrupted  communion  with 
Christ.  Will  Death  usher  your  emancipated  spirit  into 
that,  and  can  you  shrink  from  its  approach  ? Should  you 
not  rather  welcome  it  as  a messenger  of  glad  and  glorious 
tidings  ? 

HUGH  WHITE. 

* 

1190  O Jesus,  may  everything  in  this  life  fade  away 
and  disappear  before  the  happiness  of  loving  Thee!  To 
Thee  this  heart  belongs  ; may  it  beat  for  Thee  alone ! 
And  when  it  has  but  one  last  breath  to  breathe  into  Thy 
bosom,  may  that  breath  bear  to  the  foot  of  Thine  eternal 
throne  this  cry  of  hope : Christ,  Christ  is  my  life  ; death 
is  gain  to  me.  Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  Amen. 

FAMILY  OF  BETHANY. 


1 191  Since  death  is  certain,  and  not  to  be  avoided, 
and  that  there  is  nothing  so  uncertain  as  the  hour  of  its 
arrival,  we  ought  so  to  live  as  if  we  were  to  breathe  forth 
the  last  gasp  at  any  moment.  We  should  behave  ourselves 
as  if  we  had  always  our  souls  upon  our  lips,  ready  to  yield 
them  into  the  hands  of  our  great  Creator,  and,  to  speak 
in  Job’s  language,  “ having  our  flesh  between  our  teeth  and 
our  souls  in  our  hands.”  In  regard  we  know  not  at  what 
time  nor  in  what  place  Death  intends  to  come  upon  us, 
let  us  expect  it  at  every  moment  and  in  every  place : and 
as  we  lodge  in  this  earthly  tabernacle  without  any  term 
prefixed,  let  us  be  ready  to  depart  at  the  first  warning ; for 
it  will  be  far  better  for  us  to  go  out  willingly,  than  to  be 
dragged  out  against  our  will. 

DRELINCOURT. 


1192  The  practical  habit  of  our  souls  ought  to  be 
a habit  of  anticipation,  and  of  anticipation  reaching  even 
unto  death,  and  to  the  immortality  which  lies  beyond  it. 

CHALMERS. 
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1193  Swift  as  the  arrow  cuts  its  way 
Through  the  soft  yielding  air ; 

Or  as  the  sun’s  more  subtle  ray, 

Or  lightning’s  sudden  glare  ; 

Or  as  an  eagle  to  the  prey, 

Or  shuttle  through  the  loom, 

So  haste  our  fleeting  lives  away, 

So  pass  we  to  the  tomb. 

Like  airy  bubbles,  lo,  we  rise, 

And  dance  upon  life’s  stream, 

Till  soon  the  air  that  caused,  destroys 
Th’  attenuated  frame. 

Down  the  swift  stream  we  glide  apace, 

And  carry  death  within; 

Then  break,  and  scarcely  leave  a trace 
To  shew  that  we  have  been. 

CLARKE. 

+ 

1194  I feel  the  decays  that  attend  old  age  creep  so 
fast  on  me,  that  although  I may  yet  get  over  some  more 
years,  however,  I ought  to  make  it  my  frequent  meditation, 
that  the  day  is  near  when  this  earthly  tabernacle  shall  be 
dissolved,  and  my  immortal  spirit  be  received  into  that 
place  of  purity,  where  no  unclean  thing  can  enter ; there  to 
sing  eternal  praises  to  the  great  Creator  of  all  things. 

LADY  RUSSELL. 

* 


1195  How  many  things  are  there  that  now  give  us 
pleasure  or  pain,  and  assume  a mighty  importance  in  our 
view,  which  in  a dying  hour  will  be  no  more  to  us  than  the 
clouds  which  fly  unnoticed  over  our  heads.  Then  the  truth 
of  our  Lord’s  aphorism  will  be  seen,  felt,  and  acknowledged, 
“ One  thing  is  needful and  we  shall  be  ready  to  apply 
Grotius’s  dying  confession  to  (alas)  a great  part  of  our 
lives,  Ah,  vitatn  perdidi  nihil  agendo  laboriose. 

REV.  JOHN  NEWTON. 
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1196  To  be  able  to  say  at  night  when  I go  to  rest, 
If  I die  before  morning  I shall  be  with  my  gracious  Lord 
to  enjoy  His  love  for  ever — this  is  my  happiness : and  what 
is  there  in  the  world  worth  comparing  with  it  ? 

REV.  THOS.  SCOTT. 


1197  I would  say  (I  hope)  with  comfort,  that  it  is  yet 
well  I am  so  near  my  journey’s  end,  and  am  hastening  to 
the  place  where  the  weary  are  at  rest,  and  where  the 
wicked  cease  to  trouble.  Be  it  that  the  passage  is  rough 
and  the  day  stormy,  by  what  way  soever  He  please  to 
bring  me  to  the  end  of  it,  I desire  to  finish  life  with  this 
temper  of  soul  in  all  cases : Te  Deum  laudatnus. 

DE  FOE. 


1198  Thy  arising,  Lord,  shall  fill 

All  my  thoughts  in  sorrow’s  hour; 

Thy  arising,  Lord,  shall  still 

All  my  dread  of  Death’s  dark  power: 
Through  my  smiles  and  through  my  tears, 
Still  Thy  light,  O Lord,  appears. 


RIST.  1655. 


1199  As  a flood  carried  back  to  the  sea,  so  doth  the 
Lord’s  swift  post,  time,  carry  you  and  your  life  with  wings 
to  the  grave.  Ye  eat  and  drink,  but  time  standeth  not 
still;  ye  laugh,  but  your  day  fleeth  away;  ye  sleep,  but 
your  hours  are  reckoned  and  put  by-hand.  Oh,  how  soon 
will  time  shut  you  out  of  the  poor  and  cold  and  hungry 
inn  of  this  life,  and  then  what  will  yesterday’s  short-bom 
pleasures  do  to  you,  but  be  as  a snowball  melted  away 
many  years  since,  or  worse  ? for  the  memory  of  these 
pleasures  useth  to  fill  the  soul  with  bitterness.  Time  and 
experience  will  prove  this  to  be  true ; and  dying  men,  if 
they  could  speak,  would  make  this  good. 

RUTHERFORD.  Letter  to  Carslutk. 
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We  know  for  us  a rest  remains, 

When  God  will  give  us  sweet  release 
From  earth  and  all  our  mortal  chains, 

And  turn  our  sufferings  into  peace. 

Sooner  or  later  Death  will  surely  come, 

To  end  our  sorrows,  and  to  take  us  home: 

Be  thou  content. 

PAUL  GERHARDT. 


201  O Prince  of  Life!  I know 
That  when  I too  lie  low, 

Thou  wilt  at  last  my  soul  from  death  awaken ; 

And  thus  I will  not  shrink 
From  the  grave’s  awful  brink: 

The  heart  that  trusts  in  Thee  shall  ne’er  be  shaken. 

To  me  the  darksome  tomb 
Is  but  a narrow  room, 

Where  I may  rest  in  peace  from  sorrow  free : 

Thy  death  shall  give  me  power 
To  cry  in  that  dark  hour, 

O Death,  O Grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 

The  grave  can  nought  destroy, 

Only  the  flesh  can  die, 

And  e’en  the  body  triumphs  o’er  decay: 

Clothed  by  Thy  wondrous  might 
In  robes  of  dazzling  light, 

This  flesh  shall  burst  the  grave  at  that  last  Day. 

My  Jesus,  day  by  day 
Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

Beside  the  tomb  where  in  my  heart  Thou  ’rt  laid : 
Thy  bitter  death  shall  be 
My  constant  memory, 

My  guide  at  last  into  Death’s  awful  shade. 

S.  FRANCK.  1711. 
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1202  Men  do  not  die  at  random,  or  by  some  accidental 
uncertain  by-stroke,  that  as  by  a slip  of  the  hand  cuts  off 
the  thread  of  life ; but  by  an  act  of  divine  determination 
and  judgment  that  passes  in  reference  to  each  one’s  death. 

HOWE. 

* 

1203  Since  all  our  life  we  are  dying,  and  this  minute 
in  which  I now  write,  death  divides  with  me,  and  hath  got 
the  surer  part  and  more  certain  possession,  it  is  but  reason- 
able that  we  should  always  be  doing  the  offices  of  prepara- 
tion. If  to-day  we  were  not  dying  and  passing  on  to  our 
grave,  then  we  might  with  more  safety  defer  our  work  till 
the  morrow. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

* 

1204  When  Death  hath  opened  the  cage  wherein  the 
soul  is  penned  up,  whither  it  flies  or  how  it  subsists,  I 
think  it  not  easy  to  determine,  or  indeed  to  conceive. 
Only  this  I am  sure  of,  that  according  to  the  distinction 
of  lives  here  into  good  or  bad,  and  the  sentence  passed 
upon  all  hereafter,  of  absolution  or  condemnation,  there 
will  be  a twofold  receptacle  for  the  souls  of  men,  the  one 
of  happiness,  and  the  other  of  misery. 

BEVERIDGE. 


1205  O that  men  were  wise  to  consider  their  latter 
end ; that  they  would  call  Death  to  their  counsel ! With 
what  evidence  and  efficacy  would  it  convince  them  of  the 
necessity  of  a timely  preparation  for  eternity!  It  is  too 
late  to  go  to  buy  oil  when  the  bridegroom  is  coming. 

BATES. 


1206  If  it  be  certain  we  must  die,  the  very  first  thing 
we  ought  to  do  in  this  world,  after  we  come  to  years  of 
understanding,  should  be  to  prepare  for  death,  that  when- 
ever death  comes,  we  may  be  ready  for  it. 

SHERLOCK. 
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120 7 The  Christian  laid  upon  his  last  bed,  when 
this  grim  messenger  comes  to  fetch  him  to  heaven,  looks 
not  so  much  to  his  dreadful  visage  as  at  his  happy  errand ; 
and  is  willing  not  to  remember  what  death  is  in  itself,  but 
what  it  is  to  us  in  Christ ; by  whom  it  is  made  so  useful 
and  beneficial,  that  we  could  not  be  happy  without  it. 

BISHOP  HALL. 

* 

1208  If  we  desire  to  die  with  a peaceable  and  quiet 
mind,  we  must  always  meditate  upon  the  death  and 
sufferings  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  rest  upon  the 
merits  of  His  cross.  For  the  death  of  this  Prince  of  Life 
is  the  model  of  ours,  and  the  fountain  of  comforts  and  joys 
of  a believing  soul.  By  looking  upon  this  perfect  Example, 
the  wonder  of  men  and  angels,  we  learn  to  endure  with  an 
holy  resolution  and  patience  all  the  evils  and  pains  that 
attend  upon  death. 

DRELINCOURT. 


1209  Dear  Lord,  forgive  us  all  our  guilt, 

Help  us  to  wait  until  Thou  wilt 
That  we  depart;  and  let  our  faith 
Be  brave  and  conquer  e’en  in  death, 

Firm  resting  on  Thy  sacred  word, 

Until  we  sleep  in  Thee  our  Lord. 

PAUL  EBER. 


1210  Let  us  be  ready  for  shipping  against  the  time 
our  Lord’s  wind  and  tide  call  for  us.  Death  is  the  last 
thief,  that  will  come  without  the  least  din  or  noise  of  feet 
and  take  our  souls  away,  and  we  shall  take  our  leave  of 
time  and  face  eternity : and  our  Lord  will  lay  together  the 
two  sides  of  this  earthly  tabernacle,  and  fold  us,  and  lay 
us  by,  as  a man  layeth  by  clothes  at  night,  and  put  the 
one  half  of  us  in  a house  of  clay,  the  dark  grave,  and  the 
other  half  of  us  in  heaven  or  hell. 

RUTHERFORD. 
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12 1 1  There  is  no  happy  death  but  that  which  conducts 
to  a happy  immortality ; no  joy  in  putting  off  the  body,  if 
we  have  not  put  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  no  consolation 
in  escaping  from  the  miseries  of  time,  till  we  have  obtained 
a well-grounded  hope  of  a blessed  eternity. 


* 


HANNAH  MORE. 


1212  Like  pilgrims  to  th’  appointed  place  we  tend; 

The  world’s  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey’s  end : 
E’en  kings  but  play,  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  others,  worse  or  better,  mount  the  throne. 


1213  Life’s  a dream,  and  man’s  a bubble, 

Compass’d  round  with  care  and  trouble, 
Like  a ship  in  tempest  tost, 

Soon  o’erwhelm’d,  for  ever  lost ; 

Like  the  short-lived  passion-flower, 
Blooming,  dying  in  an  hour; 

Like  the  tuneful  bird  that  sings, 
Fluttering  high  on  sportive  wings, 

Till  the  fowler’s  subtle  art 
Drives  Death’s  message  to  its  heart ; 
While  perhaps  Death  arms  his  blow 
For  to  lay  the  wretch  as  low. 


1214  I am  dying;  but,  O Saviour,  Thou  art  the  resur- 
rection and  the  life : he  that  believeth  in  Thee,  though  he 
be  dead,  yet  shall  he  live. 

BISHOP  HALL. 


* 


1215  Death  stalks  behind  thee,  and  each  flying  hour 
Does  some  loose  remnant  of  thy  life  devour; 

Live  while  thou  liv’st,  for  death  will  make  us  all 
A name,  a nothing  but  an  old  wife’s  tale. 

DRYDEN. 
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1216  Do  not  regret  or  dread  to  pass  out  of  the  one 
world  into  the  other  at  His  call  and  under  His  conduct, 
though  through  the  dark  passage  of  death ; remembering 
the  keys  are  in  so  great  and  so  kind  a hand,  and  that  His 
good  pleasure  herein  is  no  more  to  be  distrusted  than  to 
be  disputed  or  withstood. 

HOWE. 

* 

1217  That  world  through  which  we  are  all  journeying 
abounds  in  the  sign-posts  of  mortality ; and  many  is  the 
passing  funeral  which  obtrudes  this  lesson  on  our  eyes,  and 
many  are  the  notes  of  that  funeral  bell  which  tolls  it  upon  our 
hearing.  And  well  may  the  old,  when  they  think  of  a former 
generation,  levelled  and  taken  off  by  the  hand  of  death, 
learn  how  sure  it  is  that  the  living  and  busy  society  around 
them  will  at  length  be  swept  away : and  even  to  the  young, 
and  those  the  likeliest  of  us  all,  does  death  hang  out  its 
memorials,  and  gives  them  to  know  that  it  wields  an  in- 
discriminating  arm;  and  even  from  those  whom  it  spares 
the  longest  and  comes  to  the  last,  may  we  learn  how  short 
a process  of  arithmetic  it  is  which  conducts  every  one  of  us 
to  our  latter  end  : and  thus,  through  all  the  possible  avenues 
of  sense  and  experience  and  feeling,  do  such  intimations 
multiply  on  us,  and  these  so  plain  and  powerful,  and  ever 
and  anon  recurring  with  such  pathos  and  in  such  frequency, 
that,  but  to  those  who  are  sunk  in  idiotism,  is  it  a lesson 
read  and  recognised  of  all  men.  Nor  is  there  a living  man 
who  does  not  know  that  the  march  of  our  actual  genera- 
tion is  but  one  vast  progressive  movement  to  the  grave. 

CHALMERS. 

* 


1218  He  that  will  die  well  and  happily,  must  dress  his 
soul  by  a diligent  and  frequent  scrutiny  ; he  must  perfectly 
understand  and  watch  the  state  of  his  soul,  he  must  set  his 
house  in  order  before  he  be  fit  to  die,  and  for  this  there  is 
great  reason  and  great  necessity. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 
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1219  True  philosophers  make  it  the  whole  business  of 
their  lifetime  to  learn  to  die.  Now  it  is  extremely  ridicu- 
lous for  them,  after  they  run  out  a whole  course  incessantly, 
in  order  to  compass  that  one  end,  to  flinch  and  be  afraid 
when  it  comes  up  to  them,  when  they  are  just  in  a capacity 
of  obtaining  it  after  a long  and  painful  search. 

PLATO. 

* 

1220  La  mort  est  une  lettre  de  change,  que  Ton  signe 
en  naissant  et  qu’on  ne  laisse  jamais  protester  le  jour  de 
T 6ch6ance. 

ANON. 

* 

1221  Seeing  we  have  but  a breath  in  our  nostrils,  and 
that  we  are  clothed  with  a mortal  body,  let  us  not  entertain 
vast  designs,  nor  suffer  our  longings  to  be  perpetual.  Let 
us  always,  in  every  place,  be  ready  to  end  our  life,  to  put 
the  last  stone  to  the  building ; or  rather  let  us  be  always 
in  a disposition  of  dissolving  this  earthly  tabernacle.  Let 
us  willingly  break  all  the  bands  and  ties  that  fasten  us  to 
this  miserable  earth,  that  when  Death  shall  come,  it  may 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  cut  the  last  string  by  which  our 
soul  is  naturally  joined  to  this  languishing  body. 

DRELINCOURT. 

* 

1222  No  man  can  live  happily,  if  he  lives  like  a man 
with  his  thoughts  and  reason  and  consideration  about  him, 
but  he  who  takes  care  betimes  to  prepare  himself  for  death 
and  another  world.  Till  this  be  done,  a wise  man  will  see 
himself  always  in  danger,  and  then  he  must  always  fear. 
But  he  is  a happy  man  who  knows  and  considers  himself 
to  be  mortal,  and  is  not  afraid  to  die. 

SHERLOCK. 

* 

1223  The  Saviour  has  passed  through  the  portals  before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  His  love  is  thy  guide  through  the 
gloom. 
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1224  Go  and  dig  my  grave  to-day! 

Weary  of  my  wanderings  all, 

Now  from  earth  I pass  away, 

For  the  heavenly  peace  doth  call; 

Angel  voices  from  above 
Call  me  to  their  rest  and  love. 

Go  and  dig  my  grave  to-day! 

Homeward  doth  my  journey  tend, 

And  I lay  my  staff  away 

Here  where  all  things  earthly  end, 

And  I lay  my  weary  head 
In  the  only  painless  bed. 

Weep  not,  my  Redeemer  lives : 

Heavenward  springing  from  the  dust, 
Clear-eyed  Hope  her  comfort  gives; 

Faith,  Heaven’s  champion,  bids  us  trust, 
Love  eternal  whispers  nigh, 

" Child  of  God,  fear  not  to  die !” 

E.  M ARNDT. 


1225  Thou  my  Deliverer  wast  of  yore, 

From  sin  Thou  mad’st  me  free; 

Now,  faithful  God,  dost  Thou  once  more 
In  death  deliver  me. 

Thou  livst  and  lovest  without  end, 

And  dost  perform  Thy  word ; 

My  passing  soul  I now  commend 
To  Thee  my  God  and  Lord. 


HILLER.  1765. 


1226  Wings  like  a dove  to  flie! 

The  spirit  is  faint  with  its  feverish  strife ; 
O for  its  home  in  the  upper  life! 

When,  when  will  Death  draw  nigh  ? 


THATCHER. 
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1227  If  death  puts  a final  end  to  our  work  and  labour, 
and  shuts  up  our  accounts,  then  it  concerns  us  to  do  all 
the  good  we  can  while  we  live.  Whatever  our  hand  findeth 
to  do,  we  should  do  it  with  all  our  might,  seeing  there  is 
no  wisdom,  nor  knowledge,  nor  working  in  the  grave 
where  we  are  hasting. 

SHERLOCK. 

* 

1228  Though  I know  not  what  it  is  to  die  ; though  the 
grave  and  hell  import  a state  wherewith  I am  utterly  un- 
acquainted ; yet  will  I cheerfully  enter  the  unexperienced 
regions  of  the  dead,  and  fear  no  evil  from  a state  of  being 
which  my  Saviour,  by  His  presence  therein,  has  vindicated 
from  possibility  of  misery. 


1229  When  long  I the  burden  of  life  shall  have  borne, 
And  Death  with  his  sickle  shall  cut  the  ripe  corn, 
Resigned  to  my  fate,  without  murmur  or  sigh, 

HI  bless  the  kind  summons,  and  lie  down  and  die. 

HANNAH  MORE. 

* 

1230  It  is  a pleasing  thought,  let  death  come  when  it 
may,  it  will  soon  be  past,  and  the  Lord  will  be  with  us. 
It  is  only  the  death  of  the  body;  it  can  do  no  injury  to 
the  mind.  When  past,  it  is  past  for  ever,  Jesus  will  take 
His  hand  and  hold  it  forth,  and  hold  us  by  the  right  hand, 
saying,  Fear  not,  I will  help  thee ; and  this  is  all  we  shall 
need  in  a dying  moment.  Let  us  therefore  be  of  good 
courage;  we  have  His  own  word  for  it,  Blessed  are  the 
dead  who  die  in  the  Lord.  You  and  I,  my  dear  reader, 
need  not  make  so  much  of  death ; it  is  only  the  sinkings 
of  nature.  When  the  shock  is  felt,  and  the  whole  of  our 
animal  life  for  ever  expires,  we  have  Jesus  Christ  to  receive 
our  souls ; we  need  no  more,  we  can  say  no  more  to  suit  us, 
than,  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit. 
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1231  Death  is  but  an  awsome  step  over  time  and  sin 
to  sweet  Jesus  Christ,  who  knew  and  felt  the  worst  of 
death,  for  death’s  teeth  hurt  Him.  We  know  Death  hath 
no  teeth  now,  no  jaws,  for  they  are  broken.  It  is  a free 
prison ; citizens  pay  nothing  for  the  grave ; the  jailer  who 
had  the  power  of  death  is  destroyed : praise  and  glory  be 
to  the  First-begotten  of  the  dead. 

RUTHERFORD. 

* 

1232  O that  we  would  make  sure  of  our  union  with 
Christ ! and  then  let  us  believe  that  He  will  come  with 
death  to  translate  our  souls  out  of  these  earthly  tabernacles, 
these  prison-houses,  these  houses  of  bondage  (wherein  our 
poor  souls  have  been  fettered  and  chained,  cloyed  and 
clogged  with  corruptions  and  temptations,  kept  at  a 
distance  and  absent  from  the  Lord,  and  in  which  they 
have  been  groaning  for  deliverance,)  into  the  glorious 
liberty  of  the  sons  of  God,  in  their  Father’s  house,  and 
we  shall  ever  be  with  the  Lord. 


1233  The  body  rests,  its  labours  over, 

And  sleeps  till  Christ  shall  bid  it  wake; 
The  dust  that  earth  and  darkness  cover, 

Then  as  a sun  its  tomb  shall  break. 

Ah,  with  what  joy  it  rises  then 
To  meet  the  perfect  soul  again ! 

Redeemed  from  death,  no  more  to  sever, 

At  that  great  marriage-feast  shall  they 
With  all  the  saints  their  homage  pay, 

And  worship  there  the  Lamb  for  ever. 

ALLENDORF.  17*5 


1234  When  death  appears  as  an  evil,  we  ought  im- 
mediately to  remember  that  evils  may  be  avoided,  but 
death  is  a necessity. 


EPICTETUS. 
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1235  It  is  a great  art  to  die  well,  and  to  be  learned  by 
men  in  health,  by  them  that  can  discourse  and  consider, 
by  those  whose  understanding  and  acts  of  reason  are  not 
abated  with  fear  or  pains.  And  as  the  greatest  part  of 
death  is  passed  by  the  preceding  years  of  our  life,  so  also 
in  those  years  are  the  greatest  preparations  to  it : and  he 
that  prepares  not  for  death  before  his  last  sickness,  is  like 
him  that  begins  to  study  philosophy  when  he  is  going  to 
dispute  publicly  in  the  faculty. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

* 

1236  Death  and  eternity  are  awful  scenes;  they  strike 
the  mind  with  horror.  The  soul  shrinks  at  the  thought  of 
removing  to  an  unseen  and  eternal  state.  But  familiarity 
with  these  scenes,  if  attended  with  serious  reflections  upon 
them,  will  gradually  abate  their  terror,  as  it  will  promote 
those  dispositions  of  the  heart  which  are  a good  prepara- 
tive for  entering  upon  them. 

JOB  ORTON. 

* 

1237  Live  as  you  would  wish  to  have  lived  when  your 
anxious  head  is  laid  upon  the  dying  pillow;  live  as  the 
gospel  of  that  Saviour  directs,  through  whom  alone  you 
expect  salvation ; live  as  you  are  assured  He  will  approve. 
The  prospect  of  death  will  then  animate  your  soul  with 
fortitude  and  delight;  and  you  will  have  a desire  to  be 
dissolved  and  to  be  with  Christ,  which  is  best  of  all. 


1238  Where  shall  I fly  from  death?  Shew  me  the 
place ; shew  me  the  people  to  whom  I may  have  recourse, 
whom  death  doth  not  overtake.  Shew  me  the  charm  to 
avoid  it.  If  there  be  none,  what  would  you  have  me  to 
do  ? I cannot  escape  death : but  cannot  I escape  the 
dread  of  it  ? 

EPICTETUS. 
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1239  I commend  to  Thee  my  life, 

And  my  body  to  the  cross: 

Never  let  me  think  it  loss 
That  I thus  am  freed  from  strife. 

Wholly  Thine,  my  faith  is  sure; 

Whether  life  or  death  be  mine, 

I am  safe  if  I am  Thine : 

For  ’tis  love  that  makes  me  pure. 

RICHTER.  17x3 

* 

1240  Every  one  that  during  his  lifetime  renounced 
the  pleasures  of  the  body,  that  looked  upon  the  appurte- 
nances of  the  body  as  foreign  ornaments,  and  siding  with 
the  contrary  party  pursued  only  the  pleasures  of  true 
knowledge,  and  beautified  his  soul  not  with  foreign  orna- 
ments but  with  ornaments  suitable  to  its  nature,  such  as 
temperance,  justice,  fortitude,  liberty,  and  truth:  such  a 
one,  being  firmly  confident  of  the  happiness  of  his  soul, 
ought  to  wait  peaceably  for  the  hour  of  his  removal,  as 
being  always  ready  for  the  voyage  whenever  his  fate  calls 
him. 


1241  Why  should  I shrink  from  pain  or  woe, 
Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 

I’ve  Canaan’s  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 
Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  Thee: 

When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  Thee  ? 


c WESLEY 
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1242  Think  often  upon  death;  let  it  be  the  most 
familiar  and  most  pleasant  subject  of  your  discourse ; ex- 
pect it  at  every  moment,  and  lead  such  a life  as  if  death 
were  ready  upon  your  lips.  Fear  not  the  many  troubles  of 
this  human  life ; doubt  not  but  that  God  hath  determined 
the  time  and  manner  of  your  going  out  of  the  world,  and 
that  every  kind  of  death  of  the  children  of  God  is  precious 
in  His  sight.  Since  you  are  to  live  but  a short  time  upon 
earth,  settle  not  your  hearts,  but  possess  your  riches  and 
advantages  not  as  possessing  them,  remembering  that  the 
fashion  of  this  world  passeth  away. 


1243  What  ye  do  amiss  in  your  life  to-day,  you  may 
amend  it  to-morrow ; for  as  many  suns  as  God  maketh  to 
arise  upon  you,  ye  have  so  many  new  lives : but  ye  can 
die  but  once,  and  if  ye  mar  or  spill  that  business,  ye  cannot 
come  back  to  mend  that  piece  of  work  again.  No  man 
sinneth  twice  in  dying  ill;  as  we  die  but  once,  so  we  die 
but  ill  or  well  once. 

RUTHERFORD.  Letter  to  John  Kennedy. 

* 

1244  We  should  be  ready  to  depart,  if  we  must  stand 
at  that  awful  bar:  and  if  we  may  be  summoned  there  any 
moment,  assuredly  we  should  lose  no  time  in  being  ready 
to  go.  It  is  our  great  business  in  life,  and  it  should  claim 
our  first  attention,  and  all  other  things  should  be  postponed 
that  we  may  be  ready  to  die. 

BARNES.  Notes  2nd  Corinthians. 

* 

1245  In  the  judgment  I form  of  another  man's  life, 
I always  observe  how  he  behaves  at  the  end  of  it : and  the 
chief  study  of  my  own  is,  that  my  latter  end  may  be  decent, 
calm,  and  silent. 

MONTAIGNE. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


390 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


1246  Since  death  puts  an  end  to  our  day  of  grace, 
and  determines  our  final  state  for  ever,  and  this  death 
comes  but  once;  all  men  must  confess  of  what  mighty 
consequence  it  is  to  die  well,  that  death  may  find  us  well 
disposed,  and  well  prepared  for  another  world. 

SHERLOCK. 

* 

1247  He  that  would  die  well  must  always  look  for 
death,  every  day  knocking  at  the  gates  of  the  grave ; and 
then  the  gates  of  the  grave  shall  never  prevail  upon  him  to 
do  him  mischief. 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 


1248  If  nature  should  begin  to  speak, 

And  thus  with  loud  complaints  our  folly  check ; 
Fond  mortal,  what’s  the  matter  thou  dost  sigh? 
Why  all  those  fears  because  thou  once  must  die, 
And  once  submit  to  strong  mortality? 

For  if  the  race  thou  hast  already  run 

Was  pleasant,  if  with  joy  thou  saw’st  the  sun  ; 

If  all  thy  pleasures  did  not  pass  thy  mind 
As  through  a sieve,  but  left  some  sweets  behind  ; 
Why  dost  thou  not  then,  like  a thankful  guest, 
Rise  cheerfully  from  life’s  abundant  feast, 

And  with  a quiet  mind  go  take  thy  rest? 

LUCRETIUS. 


1249  A soul  ever  on  the  watch,  fervent  in  prayer, 
diligent  in  self-inspection,  frequent  in  meditation,  fortified 
against  the  vanities  of  time  by  repeated  views  of  eternity  ; 
all  the  avenues  to  such  a heart  will  be  in  a good  measure 
shut  against  temptation.  To  a mind  so  prepared  the 
thought  of  sickness  will  not  be  new,  for  he  knows  it  is  the 
condition  of  the  battle : the  prospect  of  death  will  not  be 
surprising,  for  he  knows  it  is  its  termination. 

HANNAH  MORE 
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1250  Fear  not  death  nor  Satan’s  thrusts, 

God  defends  who  in  Him  trusts; 

Soul,  remember  in  thy  pains, 

God  o’er  all  for  ever  reigns. 

ZIHN.  168a. 

* 

1251  Oh  how  blessed,  faithful  souls,  are  ye, 

Who  have  pass’d  through  death : your  God  ye  see, 
Escaped  at  last 

From  all  the  sorrows  that  yet  hold  us  fast ! 

Christ  doth  wipe  away  your  every  tear, 

Ye  possess  what  we  but  long  for  here, 

To  you  is  sung 

The  song  that  ne’er  through  mortal  ears  hath  rung. 

Who  is  there  that  would  not  gladly  die, 

Changing  earth  for  such  a home  on  high, 

Or  who  would  stay 

To  toil  amidst  these  sorrows  night  and  day? 

Come,  O Christ,  release  us  from  our  post, 

Lead  us  quickly  hence  to  yonder  host, 

Whose  battle  won, 

Now  drink  in  joy  and  bliss  from  Thee  our  Sun. 

SIMON  DACH.  1650 

* 


1252  Death  in  nature  is  more  a privilege  than  an  evil 
to  the  Lord’s  people,  for  the  sting  of  death  is  sin ; and  the 
Lord  hath  taken  it  out  when  He  put  away  sin  by  the 
sacrifice  of  Himself:  and  neither  the  serpent,  no  more 
than  the  bee  deprived  of  its  sting,  can  injure.  Nay,  sin 
being  removed,  it  ceaseth  to  be  death ; for  it  is  but  a sleep, 
where,  after  the  example  of  our  dear  Lord,  the  dead  in 
Christ  retire,  as  into  the  chambers  of  repose,  until  the 
resurrection  morning. 

HAWKER 
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1253  Where  death  awaits  us  is  very  uncertain,  and 
therefore  we  should  expect  to  meet  it  everywhere,  and 
every  moment ; and  make  such  constant  and  sure  provision 
against  its  coming,  that,  let  it  steal  upon  us  never  so 
cunningly,  never  so  suddenly,  it  may  always  find  us  in 
readiness. 

CHARRON 

* 

1254  If  death  did  come  alone  to  us,  it  would  be  terrible 
to  us  indeed,  its  ghastly  countenance  would  affright  us: 
but  here  is  the  comfort,  that  Christ,  our  dearest  Lord,  will 
come  with  death,  to  sweeten  it  to  us,  and  support  us  under 
it.  This  prevented  David's  fear:  “When  I walk  through 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I will  fear  no  evil,  for 
Thou  art  with  me."  O welcome  death  when  Christ  comes 
with  it ! This  bitter  cup,  of  which  we  must  all  drink,  is 
brought  to  us  by  the  hand  of  our  dearest  Lord  ; this  last 
stroke  is  given  by  the  hand  of  love ; it  is  a taking  us  home 
to  our  Father’s  house : this  last  enemy  hath  Christ  con- 
quered for  us  ; because  His  children  are  partakers  of  flesh 
and  blood,  He  likewise  took  part  of  the  same,  that  through 
death  (that  is,  His  own  death)  He  might  destroy  him  that 
had  the  power  of  death,  that  is,  the  devil,  and  deliver  them 
who,  through  fear  of  death,  were  all  their  lifetime  subject 
to  bondage. 


1255  I will  not  let  Thee  go,  my  God,  my  Life,  my  Lord! 
Not  death  can  tear 
Me  from  His  care, 

Who  for  my  sake  His  soul  in  death  outpoured. 
Thou  diedst  for  love  to  me: 

I say  in  love  to  Thee, 

E’en  when  my  heart  shall  break,  my  God,  my  Life, 
my  Lord, 

I will  not  let  Thee  go! 

DESZLER.  1692. 
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1256  We  are  beset  with  mortality  all  around  us;  the 
seeds  of  disease  and  dissolution  are  working  within  us 
from  our  very  birth  and  cradle,  ever  since  sin  entered  into 
our  natures ; and  we  should  ever  be  in  readiness  to  remove 
hence,  since  we  are  never  secure  from  the  summons  of 
heaven,  the  stroke  of  death,  and  the  demands  of  the  grave. 

WATTS. 

* 

1257  The  day  of  death  is  the  master-day  and  judge 
of  all  other  days  ; it  is  the  trial  and  touchstone  of  our  life. 
If  you  die  a good  death,  it  honoureth  all  your  actions ; if 
an  evil,  it  defameth  them  all : it  is  the  last  act  of  the 
world’s  comedy,  and  most  difficult. 

ROBERT  HILL,  D.D. 

* 

1258  There’s  a lean  fellow  beats  all  conquerors: 

The  greatest  strength  expires  with  loss  of  breath ; 
The  mightiest  in  one  minute  stoop  to  death. 

THOS.  DECKER. 


1259  When  the  heart’s  above,  the  body  walks  here 
But  like  an  idle  serving-man  below, 

Gaping  and  waiting  for  his  master’s  coming. 

He  that  lives  fourscore  years  is  but  like  one 
That  stays  here  for  a friend  : when  death  comes,  then 
Away  he  goes,  and  is  ne’er  seen  again. 

THOS.  MIDDLETON. 


1260  Looking  at  and  regarding  eternity  will  restrain 
our  fondness  for  the  world,  increase  our  hatred  of  sin,  and 
love  to  God  and  the  Redeemer ; it  will  make  us  careful  to 
redeem  the  time,  promote  our  patience  under  afflictions, 
make  us  serious  and  lively  in  all  the  duties  of  religion, 
dispose  us  to  do  good  to  others,  and  make  us  willing  to 
die. 

JOB  ORTON 
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1261  Death  is  an  eternal  sleep,  the  dissolution  of  our 
bodies,  the  fear  of  rich  men,  the  desire  of  poor  men,  an 
inevitable  event,  an  uncertain  pilgrimage,  a robber  of 
mankind,  the  mother  of  sleep,  the  passage  of  life,  the 
departure  of  the  living,  and  a dissolution  of  all. 

SECUNDUS. 

* 

1262  I enquire  after  the  day  of  my  death  in  this  sort : 
first,  I set  it  before  my  eye;  next,  I examine  whether 
I be  fit,  prepared,  ready,  willing  to  die;  thirdly,  my 
cowardly  soul  I encourage  and  teach  it  to  look  death  in 
the  face  ; lastly,  I end  this  point  with  flying  to  my  Saviour 
for  help,  till  I become  more  than  a conqueror. 

DR.  WHITE. 

* 

1263  Far  better  is  a happy  death, 

Than  worldly  life,  I trow; 

The  weakness  once  I sank  beneath, 

I nevermore  shall  know. 

SACER.  1665 

* 

1264  Do  not  you  know,  then,  that  the  origin  of  all 
human  evils,  and  of  mean-spiritedness  and  cowardice,  is 
not  death,  but  rather  the  fear  of  death  ? Fortify  yourself 
therefore  against  this.  Hither  let  all  your  discourses, 
readings,  exercises  tend,  and  then  you  will  know  that  thus 
alone  are  men  made  free. 

EPICTETUS. 


O let  us,  Lord,  prevail 
With  Simeon  at  the  last; 

May  we  take  up  his  dying  song 
When  life  is  waning  fast! 

“Let  me  depart  in  peace, 

Since  that  mine  aged  eyes 
Have  seen  the  Saviour  here  on  earth, 
Have  seen  His  day  arise.” 


FRANCK.  1653. 
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1266  It  would  be  well  if  we  were  now  and  then  to 
represent  to  our  minds  while  in  sound  health,  the  solemn 
certainties  of  a dying  bed ; if  we  w’ere  sometimes  to  image 
to  ourselves  this  awful  scene,  not  only  as  inevitable,  but  as 
near ; if  we  accustomed  ourselves  to  see  things  now,  as  we 
shall  then  wish  we  had  seen  them.  Surely  the  most  sluggish 
insensibility  must  be  roused  by  figuring  to  itself  the  rapid 
approach  of  death,  the  nearness  of  our  unalterable  doom, 
our  instant  transition  to  that  state  of  unutterable  bliss 
or  unimaginable  woe,  to  which  death  will  in  a moment 
consign  us. 

HANNAH  MORE. 

* 

1267  To  prevent  and  cure  all  our  heart  trouble,  let 
us  labour  to  believe  what  Christ  hath  promised,  (“  I will 
come  again  and  receive  you  to  Myself,  that  where  I am 
ye  may  be  also.”)  Most  sweet  and  comfortable  promises. 
I will  come  again,  I will  not  stay  long  from  you,  My  heart 
is  still  towards  you  while  I am  absent,  therefore  I will 
come  quickly.  I will  come  to  you  with  My  messenger 
Death:  though  it  be  the  King  of  terrors  in  itself  and  a 
grim  porter,  yet  by  My  coming  with  it,  it  shall  be  to  you 
the  King  of  comforts.  I will  come  with  it,  by  My  Spirit  to 
strengthen  you,  to  look  it  in  the  face,  to  apply  to  you  the 
virtue  of  My  death,  and  thereby  to  take  out  the  sting  of 
it : and  I will  come  to  you  by  My  angels,  to  secure  your 
souls  through  the  regions  of  devils  into  My  Father’s  house. 


1268  I have  a sinne  of  feare,  that  when  I have  spunne 
My  last  thred,  I shall  perish  on  the  shore: 

But  sweare  by  Thyselfe  that  at  my  deathe  Thy  Sonne 
Shall  shine  as  He  shines  now  and  heretofore ; 
And  having  done  that  Thou  hast  done, 

I feare  no  more. 
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1269  Come  wander  on  with  joy, 

For  shorter  grows  the  way; 

The  hour  that  frees  us  from  the  flesh 
Draws  nearer  day  by  day. 

A little  truth  and  love, 

A little  courage  yet; 

More  free  from  earth,  more  apt  to  set 
Your  hopes  on  things  above. 

It  will  not  last  for  long, 

A little  farther  roam  ; 

It  will  not  last  much  longer  now 
Ere  we  shall,  reach  our  home : 

There  shall  we  ever  rest, 

There  with  our  Father  dwell, 

With  ail  the  saints  who  served  Him  well, 
There  truly,  deeply  blest 

TERSTEGAN.  1731. 


1270  Neither  death,  nor  the  state  that  will  follow 
thereon,  will  make  any  alteration  in  our  dear  Lord,  nor 
in  any  one  article  of  the  everlasting  gospel.  We  are  not 
going  to  glory  without  Christ;  we  shall  need  Him,  and  to 
our  last  moments.  All  we  want  in  death  is  such  views  of 
Him  in  a way  of  believing  and  spiritual  apprehension,  as 
may  carry  us  above  ourselves  to  rest  in  Him  alone. 

HAWKER. 


1271  Consider  what  an  excellent  thing  it  is  to  end 
your  life  before  your  death ; and  in  such  sort,  that  at  that 
hour  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die;  that  then  you 
have  no  more  need  of  anything,  not  of  time,  not  of  yourself, 
but  sweetly  and  comfortably  to  depart  this  life,  so  that 
you  may  say  in  the  testimony  of  a good  conscience:  I 
was  not  ashamed  to  live,  and  I am  not  afraid  to  die, 
because  I know  my  Redeemer  liveth. 

DR.  HILL 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


397 


1272  Our  pious  friends  cannot  attend  us  far  in  the 
dark  valley.  They  may  pray  and  commend  us  to  God, 
but  even  they  must  leave  us  to  die  alone.  None  but  God 
can  sustain  us  in  the  pain,  the  anguish,  the  feebleness,  the 
sinkings  of  the  body  and  mind  in  that  distressing  hour. 
He  can  uphold  us  then  ; and  it  is  an  unspeakable  privilege 
to  be  permitted  then,  “ when  heart  and  flesh  faint/'  to  say 
of  Him,  God  is  the  strength  of  our  heart,  and  our  portion 
for  ever. 

BARNES.  Notes  2nd  Corinthians. 

* 

1273  Saviour,  apply  the  merit 

And  comfort  of  Thy  blood, 

When  I give  up  my  spirit 
To  Thee  my  Judge  and  God. 

If  with  me  in  the  passage 
Thou  art,  how  glad  and  bold 
Shall  I receive  the  message, 

And  let  my  limbs  grow  cold. 

The  soul  on  Thee  believing, 

Goes  safe  to  Paradise ; 

The  body  too  retrieving, 

A purer  frame  shall  rise : 

In  spite  of  death's  corruption, 

Thy  glory  I shall  see ; 

And  sing  of  my  adoption 
To  all  eternity. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 

* 


1274  Why  shouldst  thou  be  afraid  to  lay  thy  head  in 
the  dust  ? It  is  but  entering  into  God's  hiding-place,  into 
His  chamber  of  rest  and  repose ; it  is  but  committing  thy 
flesh,  the  meaner  part  of  thy  composition,  to  His  care  in 
the  dark  for  a short  season : He  will  hide  thee  there,  and 
keep  thee  in  safety  from  the  dreadful  trials  which  perhaps 
would  overwhelm  thy  spirit. 

WATTS 
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1275  To  fear  and  flee  death  when  summoned  to  it,  is 
an  offence  against  Nature,  Justice,  Reason,  and  every 
branch  of  our  duty ; since  dying  is  natural,  necessary  and 
unavoidable,  reasonable  and  just. 

CHARRON. 

* 

1276  Remember,  when  the  race  is  ended,  and  the  play 
either  won  or  lost,  and  ye  are  in  the  utmost  circle  and 
border  of  time,  and  shall  put  your  foot  within  the  march 
of  eternity,  and  all  your  good  things  of  this  short  night- 
dream  shall  seem  to  you  like  the  ashes  of  a bleeze  of 
thorns  or  straw,  and  your  poor  soul  shall  be  crying, 
Lodging,  lodging  for  God’s  sake ; then  shall  your  soul  be 
more  glad  at  one  of  your  Lord’s  lovely  and  homely  smiles 
than  if  ye  had  the  charters  of  three  worlds  for  all  eternity. 

RUTHERFORD.  Letter  to  Cardoness. 

* 

1277  Be  coward  fears  no  longer  mine, 

Faith  trembles  not  at  pain  or  death  ; 

Clothed  with  its  panoply  divine, 

In  peace  shall  I resign  my  breath. 

Saviour!  in  my  expiring  hour 

Shew  that  Thou  art  indeed  my  life; 

And  make  me,  by  that  glorious  power, 

A conqueror  in  that  awful  strife. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 

* 

1278  As  I am  a man  that  am  continually  brooding 
over  my  own  thoughts,  and  keep  them  close  to  myself, 
I am  prepared  at  all  hours  for  what  may  happen,  and  the 
approach  of  death  will  be  no  novelty  to  me.  We  should 
always,  as  far  as  possible,  be  booted  and  ready  to  depart ; 
and  be  careful  above  all  things  to  have  no  business  to  do 
then  but  our  own ; for  we  shall  find  work  enough  to  do 
there  without  any  addition. 

MONTAIGNE. 
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1279  Why  shouldst  thou  fear  to  die,  when  death 
Is  but  to  yield  thy  mortal  breath, 

And  lay  this  frame  aside, 

Fearfully,  wonderfully  made, 

Yet  now  enfeebled,  worn,  decayed, 

And  oft  with  suffering  tried  ? 

Death  must  dissolve  it;  flesh  and  blood 
Can  enter  not  that  pure  abode 
Where  Christ  His  face  unveils: 

Then,  since  by  death,  and  death  alone, 

Can  be  attained  that  bliss  unknown, 

Shrink  not  when  death  assails. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 

* 

1280  What  means  my  trembling  heart 

To  be  thus  shy  of  death  ? 

My  life  and  I shan’t  part 
When  I resign  my  breath : 

Sweet  truth  to  me!  I shall  arise, 

And  see  my  Saviour  with  these  eyes. 

Then  welcome,  harmless  grave ! 

By  thee  to  heaven  I’ll  go: 

My  Lord,  His  death  shall  save 
Me  from  the  flames  below : 

Sweet  truth  to  me!  I shall  arise, 

And  see  my  Saviour  with  these  eyes. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK 

* 

1281  Lay  out  of  view,  as  we  may,  the  momentary 
pang,  the  chilliness  and  the  darkness  of  the  grave,  and 
think  of  that  which  will  be  the  moment  after  death,  the 
view  of  the  Redeemer,  the  sight  of  the  splendours  of  the 
heavenly  world,  the  angels,  the  spirits  of  the  just  made 
perfect,  the  river  of  the  paradise  of  God,  and  the  harps  of 
praise ; and  what  has  man  to  fear  in  the  prospect  of  dying  ? 

BARNES.  Notts  srui  Corinthians. 
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When  fled  is  our  youth,  and  death  is  in  sight, 
The  word  of  His  truth  shall  still  be  our  light: 
Though  tempests  may  lower,  with  Christ  on  our  side, 
In  death’s  darkest  hour  the  Lord  shall  provide. 


1283  Who  would  not  wish  to  die  like  those 

Whom  God’s  own  Spirit  deigns  to  bless; 

To  sink  into  that  soft  repose, 

Then  wake  to  perfect  happiness  ? 

O Lord,  that  we  may  thus  depart, 

Thy  joys  to  share,  Thy  face  to  see, 

Impress  Thine  image  on  our  heart, 

And  teach  us  now  to  walk  with  Thee. 

BATHURST. 

* 

1284  Ye  know  not  how  soon  death  will  cause  you  cast 
your  bloom,  and  wither  root  and  branch  and  leaves ; and 
therefore  write  up  what  ye  have  to  do  for  Christ,  and  make 
a treasure  of  good  works,  and  begin  in  time. 

RUTHERFORD.  Lrtttr  to  Lord  Boyd. 

* 

1285  If  thou  embracest  not  Death,  at  least  thou  shakest 
hands  with  it  once  a month;  by  which  thou  hast  more 
cause  to  hope  that  it  will  one  day  surprise  thee  without 
warning;  and  that  being  so  oft  conducted  to  the  water- 
side, and  thinking  thyself  to  be  still  upon  the  accustomed 
terms,  thou  and  thy  confidence  will  at  one  time  or  other 
be  unexpectedly  wafted  over. 

MONTAIGNE. 

* 

1286  ’Tis  not  death  I fear,  but  ’tis  the  way  to  it ; ’tis 
the  struggles,  the  last  convulsions  that  I dread : for  when 
once  they  are  over,  I don’t  question  but  to  rise  to  a new 
and  better  life. 

MARY  LEPEI.,  LADY  HERVEY 
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1287  When  we  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  our  anxious  fears  subside ; 

Bear  us  through  the  swelling  torrent, 

Land  us  safe  on  Canaan’s  side. 

Songs  of  praises,  we  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

ROBINSON. 

* 

1288  Fear  not  the  separation  of  the  soul  from  the 
body,  since  death,  which  shall  separate  you  from  yourselves, 
is  not  able  to  separate  you  from  the  spirit  of  the  Lord 
Jesus,  the  soul  of  our  souls,  the  seal  of  the  promises  of 
God,  and  the  earnest  of  our  future  inheritance. 

DRELINCOURT. 


1289  Death  is  equally  certain  to  all,  and  therefore 
it  cannot  be  unreasonable  nor  unjust  with  respect  to  you ; 
for  equality  is  the  first  constituent  part  of  equity,  and  no 
man  will  be  forgotten  or  overlooked  in  this  distribution. 

CHARRON. 

* 

1290  Our  good  or  evil  estate  after  death  dependeth 
most  upon  the  quality  of  our  lives.  Yet  somewhat  there 
is,  why  a virtuous  mind  should  rather  wish  to  depart  this 
world  with  a kind  of  treatable  dissolution,  than  to  be 
suddenly  cut  off  in  a moment ; rather  to  be  taken,  than 
snatched  away  from  the  face  of  the  earth.  Death  is  that 
which  all  men  suffer,  not  all  men  with  one  mind,  neither 
all  men  in  one  manner;  for  being  of  necessity  a thing 
common,  it  is,  through  the  manifold  persuasions,  disposi- 
tions, and  occasions  of  men,  with  equal  desert  both  of 
praise  and  dispraise,  shunned  by  some,  by  others  desired. 


1291  The  ancients  dreaded  death.  The  Christian  can 
only  fear  dying. 
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1292  Death  viewed  with  a hasty  and  trembling  eye 
appears  in  formidable  terror  as  the  cruel  blaster  of  all 
human  hopes  and  joys ; but  Death  viewed  with  an  eye 
of  faith,  and  contemplated  with  the  coolness  of  rational 
deliberation,  loses  much  of  its  terror,  and  is  approached 
with  no  small  degree  of  complacency  and  peace. 

DODD. 

* 


1293  When  we  see  our  enemies  and  friends  gliding 
away  before  us,  let  us  not  forget  that  we  are  subject  to 
the  general  law  of  mortality,  and  shall  soon  be  where  our 
doom  will  be  fixed  for  ever. 


♦ 


JOHNSON. 


1294  O Thou  whose  arm  omnipotent  did  vanquish 

Both  death  and  him  that  had  the  power  of  death, 
Who  on  the  cross  ’mid  shame  and  bitterest  anguish 
Cried,  It  is  finished,  with  the  latest  breath; 
That  blessed  sentence,  fraught  with  heavenly  power, 
Shall  bear  me  up  in  my  expiring  hour. 

I fasten  on  that  finished  work  my  hope; 

Saviour,  on  Thee  my  trembling  soul  I cast: 
Death’s  dark  and  shadowy  vale  for  me  will  ope 
A way  to  that  bright  portal  Thou  hast  passed, 
Hast  thrown  it  open,  and  hast  left  it  wide, 

E’en  for  the  feeblest  who  in  Thee  confide. 

INVALID’S  HYMN  BOOK. 

* 

1295  They  who  can  calmly  linger  at  the  last, 

Survey  the  future,  and  recal  the  past ; 

And  with  that  hope  which  triumphs  over  pain, 
Feel  well  assured  they  have  not  lived  in  vain, 
Then  wait  in  peace  their  hour  of  final  rest; 

These  are  the  only  blest. 

PRINCE. 
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1296  The  influence  of  religion  outlives  all  earthly  en- 
joyments, and  becomes  stronger  as  the  organs  decay  and 
the  frame  dissolves : it  appears  as  that  evening  star  of  light, 
in  the  horizon  of  life,  which  we  are  sure  is  to  become,  in 
another  season,  a morning  star ; and  it  throws  its  radiance 
through  the  gloom  and  shadow  of  death. 

SIR  HUMPHREY  DAVY. 

* 

1297  We  walk  here,  as  it  were,  in  the  crypts  of  life. 
At  times,  from  the  great  cathedral  above  us,  we  can  hear 
the  organ  and  the  chanting  of  the  choir ; we  see  the  light 
stream  through  the  open  door  when  some  friend  goes 
up  before  us ; and  shall  we  fear  to  mount  the  narrow 
staircase  of  the  grave,  that  leads  us  out  of  this  uncertain 
twilight  into  the  serene  mansions  of  the  life  eternal  ? 

LONGFELLOW. 

* 

1298  The  king  and  the  beggar  lie  down  together,  and 
the  worm  makes  his  supper  on  that  body  which  was 
attended  by  dukes  at  dinner.  O the  despicable  figure 
that  is  made  by  worldly  grandeur,  under  the  hand  of 
death ! Man  lays  out  all  his  thoughts  and  his  very  soul 
on  a scheme,  and  death  removes  him  in  the  midst  of  it, 
and  then  all  his  thoughts  perish  ; he  himself  passes  away 
like  a shadow,  and  his  designs  like  dreams. 


1299  Christ  suffers,  and  in  this  His  tears  begin, 

Suffers  for  us,  and  our  joy  springs  in  this ; 

Suffers  to  death,  here  is  His  manhood  seen; 
Suffers  to  rise,  and  here  His  Godhead  is. 

For  man,  that  could  not  by  himself  have  risen 
Out  of  the  grave,  doth  by  the  Godhead  rise, 
And  God,  that  could  not  die,  in  manhood  dies, 
That  we  in  both  might  live  by  that  sweet  sacrifice. 

GILES  FLETCHER 
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1300  Time  past  is  gone  like  a shadow:  make  times  to 
come  present ; conceive  that  near  which  may  be  far  off ; 
approximate  thy  last  times  by  present  apprehensions  of 
them ; live  like  a neighbour  unto  death,  and  think  there 
is  but  little  to  come. 

SIR  THOS.  BROWNE. 

* 

1301  Who  lives  with  death,  by  death  in  death  is  lying; 
But  he  who  living  dies,  best  lives  by  dying : 

Who  life  to  truth,  who  death  to  error  gives, 

In  life  may  die,  by  death  more  surely  lives. 

PHINEAS  FLETCHER. 

* 

1302  Death  is  daily  and  hourly  hastening  upon  us. 
Death  is  the  king  of  terrors,  and  will  fulfil  all  his  name 
to  every  soul  that  is  unprepared.  It  is  a piece  of  wisdom 
therefore  for  every  one  of  us,  since  we  must  die,  to  search 
and  feel  whether  death  has  lost  its  sting  or  no  ; whether  it 
be  taken  away  by  the  blood  of  Christ. 


1303  Though  we  must  pass  through  the  dark  valley, 
(for  the  decree  for  your  death  and  mine  is  past  and  cannot 
be  reversed,  “ Dust  thou  art,  and  unto  dust  shall  thou 
return”),  still  our  dear  Lord  He  will  be  with  us,  and  make 
death  very  easy  to  us,  and  fill  our  minds  with  joy  unspeak- 
able and  full  of  glory. 

HAWKER. 

* 


1304  And  when  I come  to  die, 

Saviour,  ever  near, 

Receive  my  parting  sigh; 

And  in  the  hour  of  fear, 

Be  to  my  Spirit  nigh, 

Saviour,  ever  dear! 

BONAR. 
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1305  Then  seeing  we  cannot  eschew  death,  why  do 
we  fear  death  ? It  is  a foolishness  to  fear  that  thing,  which 
through  fear  cannot  be  avoided.  Therefore  there  is  no 
cause  why  we  should  fear  death.  But  this  is  to  be  feared, 
that  we  do  not  provide  for  death  as  we  should  do;  that 
we  do  not  prepare  us  to  die  as  we  should  do;  that  the 
death  of  the  body  might  bring  unto  us  no  hurt  nor  damage, 
but  much  profit,  joy,  and  bliss. 

RIDLEY. 

* 

1306  Whosoever  dieth  in  the  peace  of  conscience,  he 
may  say,  “ I will  lie  down  and  take  my  rest.”  Thus  doth 
the  man  of  God  repose  himself,  for  Christ  is  unto  him, 
both  in  life  and  death,  advantage.  He  saith  with  the 
apostle,  “ Whether  we  live,  we  live  unto  the  Lord  ; or 
whether  we  die,  we  die  unto  the  Lord : whether  we  live 
therefore  or  die,  we  are  the  Lord’s.”  He  goeth  into  his 
grave  as  into  a bed ; he  forsaketh  this  life  as  if  he  lay 
down  to  sleep ; he  shall  shake  off  his  sleep,  rouse  himself, 
and  rise  again. 

JEWELL. 


1307  What  desireth  he  that  would  long  live,  but  daily 
to  heap  sin  upon  sin  ? and  therefore  should  we  have  a will 
to  die,  because  that  in  death  our  sin  is  finished,  and  then 
shall  we  no  more  displease  God  our  Father. 


FRITH. 


1308  To  a virtuous  man  the  sweetest  pillow  is  that  of 
death : cheerfully  he  approaches  its  proffered  rest,  as  a 
peasant  wearied  with  his  daily  toil  retires  to  his  bed  at 
night.  Though  storms  may  frown  upon  his  morn  of  life, 
and  blacken  his  meridian  with  increasing  gloom,  his  even- 
ing is  ever  cloudless  and  serene,  his  sun  gently  sinks  to 
rise  in  a better  world,  and  nothing  can  obscure  the  last 
glimmer  of  his  day. 

ST.  GREGORY. 
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1309  I fancy  there  is  a certain  way  of  making  death 
familiar  to  us,  and  of  trying  in  some  measure  what  it  is. 
We  may  have  some  experience  of  it,  if  not  such  as  is 
entire  and  perfect,  yet  at  least  such  as  will  not  be  quite 
useless  to  us,  but  may  render  us  more  firm  and  fearless. 
If  we  cannot  come  close  to  it,  we  may  approach  it  and 
reconnoitre  it ; and  if  we  cannot  advance  so  far  as  to  its 
castle,  we  may  at  least  discover  it,  and  be  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  its  avenues. 


MONTAIGNE. 


1310  By  Christ’s  death  it  is  come  to  pass,  that  to  the 
faithful,  death  is  not  now  a destruction,  but  as  it  were 
a removing  and  changing  of  life,  and  a very  short  and  sure 
passage  to  heaven,  whither  we  ought  to  follow  our  guide 
without  fear,  which  as  He  was  not  destroyed  by  death, 
so  will  He  also  not  suffer  us  to  perish.  Wherefore  the 
godly  ought  now  no  more  to  shrink  or  quake  for  fear  of 
death,  which  is  to  them  the  refuge  from  all  the  labours, 
cares,  and  evils  of  this  life,  and  their  leader  to  heaven. 


1 3 1 1  Then  welcome  change  and  death,  since  these  alone 
Can  break  life’s  fetters,  and  dissolve  its  spell ; 
Welcome  all  present  change,  which  speeds  us  on 
So  swift  to  that  which  is  unchangeable. 


1312  Alas!  what  a folly,  that  wealth  and  domain 
We  heap  up  in  sin  and  in  sorrow; 

Immense  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain ; 

Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow? 

Then  glide  on,  my  moments,  the  few  that  I have, 
Sweet  shaded,  and  quiet,  and  even  ; 

While  gently  the  body  descends  to  the  grave, 

And  the  spirit  arises  to  Heaven. 
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1313  Let  death  be  premeditated,  not  only  because  he 
cometh  uncertainly  (I  mean  for  the  time,  for  else  he  is 
most  certain),  but  also  because  he  helpeth  much  to  the 
contempt  of  this  world,  out  of  the  which  as  nothing  will 
go  with  thee,  so  nothing  canst  thou  take  with  thee ; because 
it  helpeth  to  the  mortifying  of  the  flesh,  which  when  thou 
feedest  thou  dost  nothing  else  but  feed  worms;  because 
it  helpeth  to  the  well  disposing  and  due  ordering  of  the 
things  thou  hast  in  this  life ; because  it  helpeth  to  re- 
pentance, to  bring  thee  to  the  knowledge  of  thyself,  that 
thou  art  but  earth  and  ashes,  and  to  bring  thee  the  better 
to  know  God. 

BRADFORD. 


1314  Deep,  dark  the  deathly  river  is, 

But  on  before  still  walketh  Christ ; 
His  brightness  over  that  abyss 
Is  moving  in  the  mist : 

If  they  who  pass  the  bridge  of  dread 
Look  up,  He  goeth  overhead. 


GERALD  MASSEY. 


1315  The  moment  in  which  the  spirit  meets  death  is 
perhaps  like  the  moment  in  which  it  is  embraced  by  sleep. 
It  never,  I suppose,  happened  to  any  one  to  be  conscious 
of  the  immediate  transition  from  the  waking  to  the  sleeping 
state. 

MRS.  JAMIESON. 


1316  If  we  be  careful  to  make  the  best  preparation 
we  can  for  death  and  eternity,  whatever  brings  us  nearer  to 
our  end,  brings  us  nearer  to  our  happiness;  and  how 
rugged  soever  the  way  be,  the  comfort  is  that  it  leads  to 
our  Father’s  house,  where  we  shall  want  nothing  that  we 
can  wish  for. 

TILLOTSON. 
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1317  This  last  stage  of  my  life  is  a very  tedious  one, 
and  the  roads  very  bad ; the  end  of  it  cannot  be  very  far 
off,  and  I cannot  be  sorry  for  it.  I wait  for  it,  imploring 
the  mercy  of  my  Creator,  and  deprecating  His  justice. 
The  best  of  us  must  trust  to  the  former,  and  dread  the 
latter. 

LORD  CHESTERFIELD. 

* 

1318  For  me,  whene’er  all-conqu’ring  Death  shall  spread 
His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head, 

I care  not:  though  this  face  be  seen  no  more, 

The  world  will  pass  as  cheerful  as  before; 

Bright  as  before  the  daystar  will  appear, 

The  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  skies  as  clear. 


1319  Who  well  improves  life’s  shortest  day 
Will  scarce  regret  its  setting  ray; 

Contented  with  his  share  of  light, 

Nor  fear,  nor  wish  th’  approach  of  night : 

And  when  disease  assaults  the  heart, 

When  sickness  triumphs  over  art, 

Reflection  on  a life  well  past 
Shall  prove  a cordial  to  the  last: 

This  medicine  shall  the  soul  sustain, 

And  soften  or  suspend  the  pain  ; 

Shall  break  death’s  fell  terrific  power, 

And  calm  the  troubled  dying  hour. 

COTTON. 

* 


1320  I fancy  it  is  the  best  time  to  die  when  one  is  in 
the  best  humour  and  so  excessively  weak  as  I now  am. 
I may  say  with  conscience  that  I am  not  at  all  uneasy  at 
the  thought,  that  many  a man  whom  I never  had  any 
esteem  for  is  likely  to  enjoy  this  world  after  me. 

POPE  S LETTERS. 
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1321  Death  cannot  be  considered  as  an  evil:  because 
if  any  consciousness  remains  after  our  dissolution,  it  is 
rather  an  entrance  into  immortality,  than  an  extinction  of 
life;  and  if  none  remains,  there  can  be  no  misery  where 
there  is  no  sensibility. 


* 


CICERO. 


1322  I have  lived  to  see  that  this  world  is  made  up 
of  perturbations,  and  I have  been  long  preparing  to  leave 
it,  and  gathering  comfort  for  the  dreadful  hour  of  making 
my  account  with  God,  which  I now  apprehend  to  be  near : 
and  though  I have  by  His  grace  loved  Him  in  my  youth, 
and  feared  Him  in  mine  age,  and  laboured  to  have  a con- 
science void  of  offence  towards  Him  and  towards  all  men, 
yet  if  Thou  Lord  shouldst  be  extreme  to  mark  what  I 
have  done  amiss,  who  can  abide  it  ? 


HOOKER. 


1323  Thrice  happy  who  the  blameless  road  along 

Of  honest  praise  hath  reached  the  vale  of  death ; 
Around  him,  like  ministrant  cherubs,  throng 
His  better  actions,  to  the  parting  breath 
Singing  their  blessed  requiems : he  the  while 
Gently  reposing  on  some  friendly  breast, 
Breathes  out  his  benisons;  then  with  a smile 
Of  soft  complacence  lays  him  down  to  rest 
Calm  as  the  slumb’ring  infant : from  the  goal 
Free  and  unbounded  flies  the  disembodied  soul. 

CHARLES  EMILY. 


1324  In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rise 
Than  man’s  presumption  on  to-morrow’s  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow?  In  another  world: 

For  numbers  this  is  certain  ; the  reverse 
Is  sure  to  none. 

YOUNG. 
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1325  The  world  dares  say  no  more  for  its  device  than 
Dutn  spiro  spero  (whilst  I breathe  I hope) ; but  the  children 
of  God  can  add,  by  virtue  of  this  living  hope,  Dutn  expiro 
spero,  whilst  I expire  I hope. 


LEIGHTON. 


Soon  may  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Forsake  its  languid  melancholy  frame; 

Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close, 
Welcome  the  dreamless  night  of  long  repose ; 
Soon  may  this  woe-worn  spirit  seek  the  bourne 
Where,  lulled  to  slumber,  Grief  forgets  to  mourn. 

CAMPBELL. 


Help  with  Thy  grace  through  life’s  short  day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 

And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 

When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest. 

WORDSWORTH. 


1328  Unto  His  chosen,  as  unto  them  that  love  Him, 
He  causeth  all  things  to  work  for  the  best : so  that  with 
Him,  by  the  heavenly  light  of  stedfast  faith,  they  see 
light  even  in  death. 


COVERDALE. 


1329  Let  us  remember  we  are  still  borderers  on  the 
grave  and  the  external  world,  and  we  are  always  within 
a moment’s  reach  of  the  invisible  state  and  the  region  of 
spirits.  It  is  but  the  wink  of  an  eye,  the  cessation  of 
the  pulse,  the  stoppage  of  our  breath,  and  we  are  gone 
beyond  the  power  of  medicine  and  the  art  of  man  to  recal 
us.  Who  would  venture  on  a journey  without  having  his 
soul  insured  in  the  hands  of  Jesus  the  Saviour? 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


1330  If  you  would  not  be  surprised  by  death,  engage 
in  no  action  in  the  doing  of  which  you  would  be  afraid 
to  die ; harbour  no  inclination  which  you  would  be  ashamed 
of,  should  it  be  found  in  your  heart  when  you  appear 
before  God;  and  do  all  the  business  of  life  with  that 
circumspection,  and  all  the  duties  of  religion  and  morality 
with  that  fervour  of  spirit  and  willingness  of  heart,  which 
ye  would  do  if  ye  knew  that  it  was  the  last  action  in  which 
ye  were  to  be  engaged  in  life.  This  is  the  only  way 
to  be  always  ready ; for  if  ye  be  off  your  guard,  in  such 
an  hour  as  ye  think  not  the  Son  of  Man  cometh. 


1331  The  comfort  which  is  to  be  had  in  death,  must 
be  the  comfort  of  righteousness,  the  comfort  of  a godly 
life ; for  these  riches  alone  are  profitable  to  deliver  from 
God’s  wrath ; their  profit  never  dieth. 


JERMIN. 


1332  If  in  the  whole  course  of  our  lives  we  give  up 
ourselves  to  the  laws  of  Christ ; if  we  exercise  ourselves  to 
patience  and  self-denial,  to  meekness  and  long-suffering,  to 
temperance  and  chastity,  to  contempt  of  the  world  and  an 
heavenly  mind,  we  shall  find  it  a very  easy  task,  when  we 
shall  be  required,  to  resign  up  our  mortal  life  into  the 
hands  of  the  Lord  Jesus. 


1333  Nature  startles  at  the  sight  of  death:  faith  out- 
faces and  overcomes  it.  So  then  I,  who  at  the  first  could 
say,  “ O death,  how  bitter  is  thy  remembrance,”  can  now, 
upon  my  deliberate  thoughts,  say,  “ I desire  to  depart  and 
be  with  Christ.”  So  feeling  and  frequent  remembrances 
will  make  death  familiar  ; and  who  can  startle  at  a familiar 
acquaintance  ? 

BISHOP  HALL 
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1334  To  consider  death  as  a passage  to  heaven  and 
the  way  to  the  Father,  will  help  a Christian  cheerfully  to 
pass  through  the  world,  and  willingly  to  leave  it. 

PARKHURST. 


1335  Death  is  one  of  the  enemies  with  whom  the 
Christian  and  the  whole  human  race  have  to  contend, 
and  an  enemy  to  whom  all  men,  soon  or  late,  become 
captives. 


DR.  ROBT.  VAUGHAN. 


1336  If  you  would  have  support  under  bereaving  pro- 
vidences, or  comfort  when  you  yourselves  are  departing, 
or  leave  the  highest  consolation  to  your  friends,  let  your 
religion  now  be  the  religion  of  the  heart,  a persevering, 
living  faith  in  Christ.  With  that  faith  let  death  approach, 
it  hath  lost  its  sting ; let  the  grave  open,  it  has  lost  its 
victory;  let  the  last  trumpet  sound,  it  has  no  alarms,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  it  shall  be  as  the  jubilee  trumpet  which 
restores  the  Israel  of  God  to  liberty  and  peace  and  joy. 

w.  MARSH. 


1337  The  best  moment  of  a Christian’s  life  is  his  last 
one,  because  it  is  the  one  nearest  heaven ; and  then  it  is 
that  he  begins  to  strike  the  key-note  of  the  song  which  he 
shall  sing  to  all  eternity. 


SPURGEON. 


1338  Let  others  trembling  bow, 

Angel  of  Death,  before  thee:  not  to  those 
Whose  spirits  with  eternal  truth  repose, 

Art  thou  a fearful  shape.  And  oh  for  me, 

How  full  of  welcome  would  thy  aspect  shine, 

Did  not  the  cords  of  strong  affection  twine 
So  fast  around  my  soul — it  cannot  spring  to  thee. 

MRS.  HEMANS. 
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1339  Infinite  and  unspeakable  are  the  treasures,  O 
Lord,  which  Thou  hast  laid  up  for  them  who  die  in  the 
faith. 

BECON. 


1340  It  is  optional  with  all  of  us  whether  we  will  live 
alone,  but  in  the  matter  of  dying  there  is  no  choice  at  all. 
Far  along  the  road  to  the  grave  friends  may  accompany 
us,  all  the  dreary  way  from  health  to  sickness,  loving  voices 
may  comfort  us ; strong  hands  sustain  down  to  death’s  very 
portals ; down  the  steep  descent  leading  to  the  valley  of  the 
shadow,  affection  can  bear  us  company,  but  even  affection 
must  turn  back  at  last.  In  the  sad  journey  there  comes 
a point,  beyond  which  the  best  loved  and  the  most  sorrow- 
ing can  proceed  no  farther ; from  which,  with  the  sobs  of 
sorrowing  humanity  still  floating  round  it,  the  soul  must 
continue  its  course  alone. 

F.  G.  TRAFFORD. 


1341  Death  is  the  limit  and  end  of  all  mere  conven- 
tionalities; the  fictitious  assortments  of  the  earthly  state 
never  pass  that  limit.  Rank,  caste,  fashion,  disgust,  fas- 
tidiousness, delicacy  of  sin — these  are  able  to  draw  their 
social  lines  no  longer.  Proximity  now  is  held  to  the  stern 
impartial  principle  of  inward  demerit,  “ That  all  may  re- 
ceive according  to  the  deeds  done  in  the  body.”  This  is 
the  level  of  adjustment,  and  there  appears  to  be  no  other. 

HORACE  BUSHNELL. 


1342  Why  should  we  Christians  fear  death?  Can 
death  deprive  us  of  Christ,  which  is  all  our  comfort,  our 
joy,  and  our  life  ? Nay,  forsooth.  But  contrary,  death 
shall  deliver  us  from  this  mortal  body,  which  loadeth  and 
beareth  down  the  spirit,  that  it  cannot  so  well  perceive 
heavenly  things,  in  the  which,  so  long  as  we  dwell,  we  are 
absent  from  God. 

RIDLEY. 
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1343  Death  is  nothing  but  the  interruption  of  the 
interchange  between  the  soul  and  the  world. 


NOVALIS. 


1344  What  is  this  life,  but  a smoke,  a vapour,  a 
shadow,  a warfare,  a bubble  of  water,  a word,  grass,  a 
flower?  Thou  shalt  die  is  most  certain,  but  of  the  time 
no  man  can  tell  when.  The  longer  in  this  life  thou  dost 
remain,  the  more  thou  sinnest,  which  will  turn  to  thy  more 
pain.  By  cogitation  of  death,  our  minds  be  often  in 
manner  oppressed  with  darkness,  because  we  do  but  re- 
member the  night  of  the  body,  forgetting  the  light  of  the 
mind  and  of  the  resurrection.  Thereto  remember  the 
good  things  that  after  this  life  shall  ensue,  without  waver- 
ing, in  certainty  of  faith,  and  so  shall  the  passage  of  death 
be  more  desired. 


* 


BRADFORD 


1345  I testify  unto  you,  that  the  comfort  of  my  sweet 
Christ  doth  drive  from  my  phantasy  the  fear  of  death. 

SAUNDERS. 


1346  The  period  at  which  thou,  O God,  hast  chosen 
that  I shall  breathe  my  expiring  sigh  is  for  me  the  fittest. 
The  place  too  where  I shall  die  has  been  ordained  by 
Thee.  But  whether  I die  under  the  open  sky  or  in  my 
own  dwelling,  in  my  native  country  or  in  a foreign  land, 
is  to  me  indifferent : I can  die  in  that  place,  wherever  it 
be,  which  is  fixed  for  my  dissolution,  tranquilly  and 
blessedly,  if  I die  as  a Christian. 

STURM. 


1347  The  dead  in  Christ  are  blessed  when  they  die. 
The  charter  of  their  happiness  is  dated  at  the  moment  of 
departure. 

ARNOT. 
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1 348  There  is  one  moment  in  life  which  must  come  to 
every  man,  and  which  generally  comes  with  signs  suffi- 
ciently significant  of  its  importance : I mean  the  last 
moment  which  closes  our  life  on  earth.  Come  it  must ; 
and  as  an  old  writer  remarks,  “ The  day  we  die,  though  of 
no  importance  to  the  world,  is  to  ourselves  of  more  im- 
portance than  is  all  the  world.”  That  moment  in  life  ends 
time  to  us,  and  begins  eternity ; it  ends  our  day  of  grace, 
and  begins  the  day  of  judgment;  it  separates  us  from  the 
world  in  which  we  have  lived  since  we  were  born,  and 
introduces  us  to  the  unseen,  unknown  world  of  things  and 
persons,  in  which  we  must  live  for  ever  during  the  life  of 
God.  What  a moment  is  this ! It  may  come  in  the  quiet 
of  our  own  chamber,  or  amidst  the  confusion  and  excite- 
ment of  some  dread  accident  by  land  or  sea : it  may  be 
heralded  by  long  sickness  or  old  age,  and  accompanied  by 
much  weakness  and  bodily  suffering.  But  if  that  moment, 
when  it  comes,  is  to  bring  us  peace,  let  our  present 
moments,  as  they  come,  find  us  watchful,  conscientious, 
believing,  and  prayerful. 


* 


MACLEOD. 


1349  The  death  of  a godly  man  is  nothing  else  but 
a sleep. 


JEWELL. 


1350  Death  to  the  Christian  is  always  honourable,  for 
the  promise  declareth  to  him,  Thou  shalt  go  to  thy  grave 
in  full  age,  like  as  a shock  of  corn  cometh  in  his  season. 

SPURGEON. 


1351  The  thought  of  death  is  most  dreadful  to  those 
who  refuse  to  think  of  death.  The  sound  of  death’s  foot- 
steps behind  the  fugitive  is  far  more  terrible  than  the  sight 
of  his  face  to  those  who  in  faith  confront  the  coming  mes- 
senger. 

ARNOT 
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1352  The  period  is  not  far  distant  when  all  our  sorrows 
and  privations  shall  come  to  an  end,  when  death  shall 
bring  us  to  that  house  where  “the  wicked  cease  from 
troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest”;  and  when  once  the 
grave  has  opened  its  peaceful  bosom  to  receive  us,  the 
world,  with  all  its  changes  and  sorrows,  can  affect  our 
comfort  no  more.  The  storm  may  rage  above  us,  and  the 
whirlwind  sweep  the  solitary  churchyard;  the  din  of  civil 
tumult  may  arise  in  the  streets;  the  war-cry  may  be 
raised,  and  the  shock  of  battle  succeed ; the  voice  of 
famine  may  wail  around  us ; yet  no  note  disturbs  the 
peaceful  slumbers  of  the  dead.  But  affliction  will  not 
terminate  merely  in  the  stillness  of  the  tomb ; it  will  be 
succeeded  by  the  bliss  of  heaven,  for  which  it  is  even  now 
preparing  us,  and  where  finally  and  for  ever  the  broken 
heart  shall  be  bound  up,  the  mourner  comforted,  beauty 
shall  be  appointed  for  ashes,  and  the  garment  of  praise  for 
the  spirit  of  heaviness;  and  God  Himself  shall  wipe  away 
all  tears  from  our  eyes. 

BUCHANAN. 

* 

1353  Death  is  a new  acquaintance  and  a terrible  one, 
except  as  Christ  giveth  us  the  victory  and  the  assurance 
of  it. 

REV.  THOS.  SCOTT. 

* 

1354  Why  should  I fear  dying  the  death  of  the 
righteous,  and  finding  my  last  end  and  blessed  eternity 
like  his  ? One  thing  is  certain ; having  once  passed  the 
boundary  of  death,  I have  nothing  to  fear,  having  not  a 
doubt  of  a blissful  immortality : surely,  then,  He  who  now 
enables  me  to  look  on  the  other  side  the  grave  with  hope, 
cannot  want  power  to  keep  me  on  this  side  devoid  of  fear. 

c.  GLOVER. 

* 

1355  The  necessity  of  dying  is  so  bitter,  that  divine 
^race  is  requisite  to  induce  us  to  consent  to  it. 
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1356  He  who  shakes  at  the  idea  of  death,  has  no 
mastery  over  either  his  feelings  or  his  determinations : and 
thus,  the  first  step  to  be  taken  in  the  pursuit  of  wisdom,  in 
the  acquisition  of  virtuous  habits,  is  to  overcome  the  dread 
of  death. 

STEBBING. 

* 

1 357  What  harm  can  death  do  to  him  that  hath  God 
the  author  of  all  life  with  him  ? 

j.  COOPER. 


1358  Let  us  not  sorrow  for  death,  where-through  the 
soul  and  body  do  part  asunder,  for  they  shall  eftsoon 
return,  and  come  together  again. 


BRADFORD. 


1359  With  the  triumph  of  a Saviour  to  contemplate, 
how  can  the  soul  droop  or  languish  at  the  thought  of 
death  ? how  can  it  remain  unwilling  to  tread  that  passage 
to  immortality,  which  He  Himself  made  straight  ? or  how 
be  backward  to  depart,  when  it  knows  that  to  leave  the 
world  is  to  be  with  the  Lord  ? 

STEBBING. 


1360  To  the  bed  of  death  you  must  surely  and  shortly 
come ; at  this  moment  time  is  shorter  with  you,  the  grave 
nearer  to  you  than  ever.  Then  when  the  body  is  oppressed 
with  langour  and  tormented  with  suffering ; when  the  cold 
sweat  stands  on  your  forehead ; when  the  shadows  of 
death  spread  themselves  over  your  countenance  ; when  the 
earth  trembles  and  shakes  and  recedes  beneath  you  ; when 
the  spirit  shudders  at  the  presence  of  an  opening  unknown 
eternity ; when  the  dying  wandering  eye  asks  an  assistance 
from  weeping  friends  which  they  cannot  afford  : then  what 
will  you  do  without  the  supports,  the  consolations  of  re- 
ligion ? 


DR.  ANDREW  REED. 
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1361  I neither  wish  death,  nor  yet  fear  his  might. 
God  have  the  praise  thereof  with  thanks. 


ANNE  ASKEWE. 


1362  When  we  retire  to  rest,  our  slumbers  may  prove 
to  be  the  sleep  of  death,  and  our  bed  may  become  our 
tomb ; and  when  we  go  forth  from  our  habitation  in  the 
morning,  we  may  only  visit  it  again  to  be  dressed  for  our 
last  narrow  house.  How  important  then  is  habitual  pre- 
paration for  death.  It  is  of  little  consequence  where  we 
die ; but  how  inconceivably  desirable  that  the  soul  should 
be  fitted  for  the  enjoyment  of  a blessed  immortality,  and 
that  the  body  should  slumber  in  the  grave  in  sure  and 
certain  hope  of  a resurrection  to  eternal  life. 


BRUCE. 


1363  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  every  sincere  believer 
who  reposes  his  trust  in  the  Saviour,  is,  in  all  essential 
respects,  prepared  for  death  and  its  issues. 


BUCHANAN. 


1364  Ghastly  and  weak,  O dreadful  monarch  Death, 
With  failing  feet  I near  thy  silent  realm, 

Upon  my  brain  strikes  chill  thine  icy  breath, 

My  fluttering  heart  thy  terrors  overwhelm. 

Thou  sullen  pilot  of  life’s  crazy  bark, 

How  treacherously  thou  puttest  down  the  helm 
Just  where  smooth  eddies  hide  the  sunken  rock; 
While  close  behind  follows  the  hungry  shark, 
Snuffing  his  meal  from  far,  swift  with  black  fin 
The  foam  dividing.  Ha ! that  sudden  shock 
Splits  my  frail  skiff : upon  the  billows  dark 
A drowning  wretch  awhile  struggling  I float, 

Till  just  as  I had  hoped  the  wreck  to  win, 

I feel  thy  bony  fingers  clutch  my  throat. 

TUPPER. 
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1365  Death  is  sanctified  to  the  holy  soul,  and  by  the 

covenant  of  grace,  this  curse  of  nature  is  changed  into  a 
blessing.  The  grave  is  a safe  retiring  place  from  all  the 
attacks  of  diseases  and  anguish.  Neither  maladies  nor 
tyrants  can  stretch  their  terrors  beyond  this  life : and  if  we 
can  but  look  upon  death  as  a conquered  enemy,  and  its 
sting  taken  away  by  the  death  of  Christ,  we  may  easily 
venture  into  this  last  combat,  and  obtain  an  everlasting 
victory.  watts. 

* 

1366  Think  you  that  when  the  last,  the  final,  the 
parting  hour  comes  that  severs  you  from  the  home  you 
have  loved,  from  the  being  to  whom  so  fondly,  so  in- 
seperably  you  have  clung,  or  from  your  life,  now  ebbing 
fast  away,  the  deathless  soul  pluming  her  wing,  and  poised 
for  her  awful,  mysterious  flight;  think  you  that  Jesus  will 
not  be  there  to  clasp  you  in  the  arms  of  a sympathy  that 
shall  solace  that  grief,  sustain  that  hour,  and  enable  you  to 
say  farewell  without  a sigh,  and  meet  death  without  a 
quiver  ? Oh,  yes,  Jesus  will  be  there : for  He  has  promised. 
Lo,  I am  with  you  always,  even  unto  the  end. 

WINSLOW. 

* 

1367  The  deliberate  desire  of  death,  that  we  may 
arrive  at  the  state  of  perfect  holiness,  is  the  effect  of 
excellent  grace.  There  is  no  desire  more  natural  and 
strong,  than  of  the  enjoyment  and  continuance  of  life ; 
there  is  no  fear  more  insuperable  than  of  certain  and 
inevitable  death.  Those  who  do  not  fear  it  at  a distance, 
are  struck  with  terrors  at  the  aspects  and  approaches  of  it. 
Carnal  men,  whose  heaven  is  upon  earth,  at  the  fearful 
foresight  of  death  are  ready  to  sink  into  despair,  nay,  holy 
men,  who  have  the  prospect  of  celestial  happiness  beyond 
death,  and  believe  that  the  pangs  of  death  are  the  throes 
of  their  deliverance  to  eternal  life,  are  apt  to  shrink  at  the 
thought  of  their  dissolution. 

HATES. 


EK2 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


420  WORDS  OF  COMFORT 

1368  Death  is  a disease  which  art  cannot  cure;  and 
the  grave  a prison  which  delivers  back  its  captives  upon 
no  human  summons. 


1369  Death  is  our  Father’s  pale  horse  which  He  sends 
to  fetch  home  His  tender  children,  and  carry  them  out  of 
harm’s  way. 

FLAVEL. 

* 

1370  Certainly  there  is  no  happiness  within  this  circle 
of  flesh,  nor  is  it  in  optics  of  these  eyes  to  behold  felicity  ; 
the  first  day  of  our  jubilee  is  death ; the  devil  hath  there- 
fore failed  of  his  desires  ; we  are  happier  with  death  than 
we  should  have  been  without  it. 

SIR  THOS.  BROWNE.  Religio  Medici. 

* 

1371  Real  alleviation  of  the  loss  of  friends,  and 
rational  tranquillity  in  the  prospect  of  our  own  dissolu- 
tion, can  be  received  only  from  the  promises  of  Him,  in 
whose  hands  are  life  and  death;  and  from  the  assurances 
of  another  and  better  state,  in  which  all  tears  shall  be 
wiped  from  the  eyes,  and  the  whole  soul  shall  be  filled 
with  joy.  Philosophy  may  infuse  stubbornness,  but  Religion 
only  can  give  patience. 

DR.  JOHNSON. 


1372  If  I shall  then  go  to  my  departed  friends,  and  to 
my  exalted  Saviour  at  death,  why  should  I be  afraid  of 
death  ? why  should  I be  reluctant  to  die  ? Is  it  not 
desirable  to  be  restored  to  the  friends  we  have  lost  ? Is  it 
not  infinitely  to  be  wished  for,  to  be  brought  into  the 
immediate  presence  of  the  Saviour  ? To  die  in  the  case  of 
a saint,  is  to  go  home,  to  return  from  the  land  of  strangers 
and  enemies  to  the  land  of  his  better  birth,  to  the  house  of 
his  heavenly  Father. 

DR.  JOHN  BROWN. 
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1373  Dark  river  of  death,  that  is  flowing 
Between  the  bright  city  and  me, 

Thou  boundest  the  path  I am  going, 

Oh,  how  shall  I pass  over  thee! 

O death,  thou  last  portion  of  sorrow, 

The  prospect  of  Heaven  is  bright, 

And  fair  is  the  dawn  of  its  morrow, 

But  stormy  and  dreadful  thy  night! 

O Thou  who  hast  broken  the  power 
Of  this,  the  last  victor  of  men, 

Be  with  me  in  that  solemn  hour, 

O grant  me  deliverance  then ! 

The  glory  from  Calvary  streaming, 

May  shine  o’er  the  cold  sable  wave; 

And  the  faith  that  is  oftentimes  beaming, 

May  burst  through  the  gloom  of  the  grave. 

And  peace  may  shine  cloudless  above  me, 

When  I think  what  my  Saviour  has  said  ; 

The  Father  Himself  deigns  to  love  me, 

And  Jesus  has  died  in  my  stead. 

ANON. 

* 

1374  Some  things  belonging  to  our  important  change 
are  wisely  hid  from  us;  nothing  however  is  more  plain 
than  that  it  is  near,  and  therefore  demands  our  most  serious 
attention ; that  it  is  finally  decisive,  and  therefore  warns  us 
to  watch  against  those  errors  which  eternity  cannot  rectify; 
and  that  the  hour  is  uncertain,  and  therefore  calls  us  to 
stand  prepared.  With  our  loins  girded  and  our  lights 
burning,  may  we  thus  wait  for  our  Lord. 

REV.  R.  CECIL. 

* 


1 375  When  death  comes,  I shall  smile  upon  death 
if  God  smiles  on  me. 


GROSVENOR. 
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1376  Death  is  the  robing  room  where  the  ragged 
pilgrims  garment  is  thrown  off,  and  where,  as  glorified 
guests,  we  shall  receive  our  wedding  attire. 


MACDUFF. 


1377  We  are  only  truly  prepared  for  death,  when  we 
can  enjoy  God  in  everything ; and  when  stripped  of  every- 
thing, we  can  enjoy  all  in  God. 


BRUCE 


1378  In  what  place  soever  I may  die,  the  same  will  be 
to  me  my  last  stage  to  heaven,  if  I yield  up  the  ghost  in 
union  and  fellowship  with  Jesus. 


STURM. 


1379  For  the  godly,  they  cannot  only  say,  while  there 
is  life  there  is  hope,  but  also,  I have  hope  in  death  itself. 
Death  itself  is  a door  of  hope  to  give  them  entrance  into 
the  paradise  of  God. 


BURY. 


1380  They  who  are  in  Christ  and  in  the  covenant 
never  die  unseasonably.  Whensoever  they  die,  says  Caryl, 
they  die  in  a good  old  age;  yea,  though  they  die  in  the 
spring  and  flower  of  youth,  they  die  in  a good  old  age, 
that  is,  they  are  ripe  for  death  whenever  they  die.  When- 
ever the  godly  man  dies,  it  is  harvest-time  with  him. 
Though  in  a natural  capacity  he  be  cut  down  while  he  is 
green,  and  cropt  in  the  bud  or  blossom,  yet  in  his  spiritual 
capacity  he  never  dies  before  he  is  ripe. 

FLAVEL. 


1381  If  we  can  but  look  at  death  as  a conquered 
enemy,  and  its  sting  taken  away  by  the  death  of  Christ, 
we  may  easily  venture  into  this  last  combat,  and  obtain 
an  everlasting  victory. 

WATTS 
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1382  Through  Jesus  Christ  alone  is  death  disarmed: 
when  the  Saviour  speaks  peace  and  salvation  through  His 
cross  and  righteousness,  this  last  great  enemy  is  no  more 
the  king  of  terrors.  He  gives  up  his  fearful  sting,  and 
destroys  nothing  about  the  Christian  but  sin,  and  the 
means  of  sin. 

SERLE. 

* 

1383  All  men  are  under  the  same  condition  ; to  whose 
share  it  falls  to  be  bom,  to  him  it  remains  to  die.  We  are 
indeed  distinguished  by  the  intervals,  but  equalized  in  the 
issue.  “ It  is  appointed  for  all  men  once  to  die.”  There  is 
a statute  law  of  heaven  in  the  case. 

FLAVEL. 

* 

1384  By  frequent  consideration  of  our  latter  end, 
death  becomes  to  be  of  no  surprise  unto  us.  The  great 
terror  of  death  is  when  it  surpriseth  a man  unawares : but 
anticipation  and  preparation  for  it  takes  away  all  possibility 
of  surprise  upon  him  that  is  prepared  to  receive  it. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE. 

* 

1385  Oh  how  differently  does  death  appear,  when 
standing  obscurely  at  a distance,  and  when  standing  just 
before  one,  ready  to  give  the  blow.  Truly  it  is  a serious 
thing  to  die.  Oh  that  our  lives  may  be  one  habitual 
preparation  for  this  last  conflict. 

MARTHA  REED. 

* 


1386  We  can  die  but  once ; and  from  this  we  conclude, 
as  there  are  no  means  of  repairing  by  a second  career,  the 
errors  of  the  first,  that  our  earnest  endeavours  should  be 
to  die  well,  as  each  lost  moment  will  become  a fixed  point 
in  eternity,  indelibly  marked  and  recollected,  as  we  have 
spent  it. 

MASSILLON 
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1 387  A truly  holy  and  blessed  death  is  the  consequence 
of  a holy  life. 


STURM. 


1388  Viewing  death  from  the  earthly  side,  it  seems  the 
mournful  exodus  of  life,  the  fatal  extinguisher,  the  dread 
annihilator  of  fondest  hopes  and  purest  happiness.  Taking 
the  heavenward  view,  it  is  what  Matthew  Henry  signifi- 
cantly calls  “the  parenthesis  of  being.”  It  is  the  bridge 
from  the  finite  to  the  infinite,  the  birthday  of  immortality, 
the  momentary  rasping  of  the  shallows  in  entering  the 
quiet  haven : the  day,  which,  while  it  terminates  the  joys 
of  the  worldling,  only  truly  begins  those  of  the  believer. 

MACDUFF. 


1389  Lord,  when  I shall  quit  this  clay,  I know  not, 
nor  do  I desire  to  know.  It  will  be  sufficient  for  me  if 
Thou  sustain  me  by  Thy  grace  now,  and  if  I am  divinely 
assured  that  I shall  be  for  ever  with  Thee  in  the  world 
to  come.  O that  this  invincible  joy  of  the  Lord  may 
indeed  be  my  strength  when  I lie  down  upon  the  bed 
of  death,  waiting  from  moment  to  moment  for  Christ,  and 
for  my  own  dismission  hence  to  be  with  Him. 

SERLE. 


1390  Death  always  appears  to  us  like  the  horizon 
which  bounds  our  view,  retiring  in  proportion  to  our  ap- 
proach. We  never  see  it  but  from  afar,  and  never  believe 
that  we  shall  reach  it.  Each  promises  himself  a kind  of 
earthly  immortality.  All  fall  beside  us.  God  strikes  our 
relations,  friends,  and  masters : surrounded  by  so  many 
heads  and  fortunes  laid  low,  we  remain  firm,  as  if  we  should 
always  escape  the  blow,  or  as  if  we  could  here  strike  root 
eternally,  thinking  there  is  still  time  for  salvation.  But 
this  is  the  day  of  salvation,  and  at  the  hour  of  death  our 
only  wish  will  be  that  we  were  better  prepared  for  it. 

MASSILLON. 
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1391  Why  then  should  Death  be  so  terrible,  which 
comes  only  to  ease  us  of  our  burden,  to  stroke  the  sweat 
from  our  brows,  and  to  give  us  a profound  rest  from  all 
our  labours  in  the  bed  of  the  grave  ? There,  as  Job  saith, 
the  weary  be  at  rest ; and  all  cares  and  troubles  vanish 
as  soon  as  our  heads  touch  that  pillow.  There  is  no  work 
nor  device  in  the  grave  whither  we  are  going,  but  a deep 
repose,  a secure  retirement,  where  none  of  the  vexations  of 
this  life  shall  ever  find  us. 

BISHOP  HOPKINS.  1685. 

* 

1392  A wise  and  due  consideration  of  our  latter  end 
is  neither  to  render  us  a sad,  melancholy,  disconsolate 
people,  nor  to  render  us  unfit  for  the  businesses  and  offices 
of  our  life,  but  to  make  us  more  watchful,  vigilant,  indus- 
trious, soberly  cheerful,  and  thankful  to  that  God  that 
hath  pleased  thus  to  make  ourselves  serviceable  to  Him  ; 
comfortable  to  ourselves,  profitable  to  others;  and  after 
all  this,  to  take  away  the  bitterness  and  sting  of  death, 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE. 

* 

1393  What  is  there  formidable  in  death  which  our 
ever-blessed  Redeemer  has  not  taken  away  ? Do  the 
pangs  of  dissolution  alarm  us  ? Should  they  be  sharp, 
they  cannot  be  very  long:  and  our  exalted  Lord,  with 
whom  are  the  issues  of  death,  knows  what  dying  agonies 
mean.  He  has  said,  in  the  multitude  of  His  tender  mercies  : 
“ Fear  thou  not,  for  I am  with  thee : be  not  dismayed,  for 
I am  thy  God : I will  strengthen  thee,  yea,  I will  help 
thee,  yea,  I will  uphold  thee  with  the  right  hand  of  my 
righteousness.”  This  promise  authorizes  us  to  say  boldly, 
“ Yea,  though  I walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  I will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me,  Thy  rod 
and  Thy  staff  comfort  me. 

REV.  JAS.  HERVEY. 
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1394  As  an  eloquent  writer  has  remarked,  “Death 
is  often  at  once  the  close  and  the  epitome  of  existence.  It 
is  the  index  at  the  end  of  a volume.  All  a man’s  pro- 
perties seem  to  gather  round  him  as  he  is  about  to  leave 
the  world.”  There  is  often,  moreover,  a mellowed  glory 
surrounding  the  hour  of  dissolution.  God’s  saints  are  like 
forest  trees  in  their  golden  autumn  tints,  grandest  in  decay, 
when  the  hand  of  death  is  on  them.  They  often  hear, 
like  Bunyan’s  hero,  distant  bells  from  the  land  of  Beulah. 
Ministering  angels  seem  to  bring  down  draughts — pre- 
libations— from  the  river  of  life,  to  refresh  their  spirits  in 
the  closing  conflict. 

MACDUFF 

* 

1395  Death,  in  the  simple  idea,  is  no  more  than  a 
ceasing  to  breathe;  to  a believer  it  is  still  better,  the 
moment  of  his  Saviour’s  approach  to  take  him  to  Himself. 

j.  NEWTON. 

1396  How  precious  is  the  gospel  which  animates  in 
life,  emboldens  at  death,  and  imparts  its  influence  to  the 
departing  spirit!  How  rapid  is  time,  how  awfully  im- 
portant is  death ! and  how  tremendously  interesting  is 
eternity.  O that  men  were  wise,  that  they  understood  this, 
and  would  consider  their  latter  end ! 

GILFILLAN. 

* 

1397  The  light  in  which  death  is  described  in  the 
Scriptures,  is  such  as  to  extinguish  all  hope  except 
as  founded  on  the  work  of  the  Divine  Mediator,  who 
“through  death  destroyed  him  that  had  the  power  of 
death.” 

VAUGHAN. 


1398  What  we  call  death,  may,  to  a good  man,  be 
more  properly  styled  the  beginning  of  life. 


DR.  DRYSDADE 
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1 399  What  though  my  body  run  to  dust  ? 
Faith  cleaves  unto  it,  counting  every  grain, 
With  an  exact  and  most  particular  trust, 
Reserving  all  for  flesh  again. 


HERBERT. 


1400  Be  calm  in  the  contemplation  of  your  departure  ; 
the  hour  of  death  intervenes  between  the  scenes  of  time 
and  the  immortal  realms  of  celestial  joy.  It  is  like  the 
stream  which  Moses  beheld  before  him  dividing  the  wilder- 
ness from  the  promised  land.  Look  upon  it,  O believer, 
as  it  rolls  in  rapid  floods,  bearing  upon  its  waves  the  wrecks 
and  ruins  of  mortality.  Its  waters  perhaps  are  chilling, 
and  it  may  be  overflowing  its  banks  as  if  to  inspire  greater 
terror  at  its  approach.  But  the  High  Priest  of  the  gospel 
is  there,  the  ark  of  the  covenant  is  there  ; and  He,  holding 
that  ark,  pronounces,  Fear  not,  when  thou  passest  through 
the  waters,  I will  be  with  thee. 

PATHWAY  OF  PROMISE. 

* 

1401  Leaning  on  Thee,  no  fear  alarms, 

Calmly  I stand  on  death’s  dark  brink  ; 

I feel  the  everlasting  arms, 

I cannot  sink. 

ANON. 


1402  Was  the  dominion  acquired  through  Adam  by 
death  universal  ? So  also  is  the  redemption  from  death 
purchased  by  Jesus  Christ. 


REV.  T.  GISBORNE. 


1403  It  is  as  certain  that  we  shall  die,  as  if  an  express 
messenger  should  come  to  every  one  of  us  from  the  other 
world  to  tell  us  so.  Why  should  we  not  then  always  live 
as  those  that  must  die,  and  as  those  that  hope  to  be  happy 
after  death  ? 

TILLOTSON. 
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1404  We  all  stand  at  the  door  of  eternity  : if  death 
but  once  open  it,  naturally  or  violently,  or  by  any  of  his 
thousand  thousand  ways,  we  are  presently  stript  of  all, 
and  immediately  enter  upon  it,  either  that  of  everlasting 
pleasures,  or  the  other,  of  everlasting  pains.  And  therefore 
it  will  be  our  wisdom,  in  the  meantime,  to  value  worldly 
vanities  at  no  more  than  their  own  price,  and  industriously 
to  ply  all  means  which  may  enrich  us  with  heavenly 
treasures,  of  that  divine  stamp  and  lasting  temper  which 
may  attend  us  through  all  eternity. 

BOLTON. 

* 

1405  There  was  a soul  on  eve  autumnal  sailing, 
Beyond  the  earth’s  dark  bars, 

Toward  the  land  of  sunsets  never  paling, 

Toward  heaven’s  sea  of  stars; 

Behind  there  was  a wake  of  billows  tossing, 
Before,  a glory  lay. 

O happy  soul ! with  all  sail  set,  just  crossing 
Into  the  far  away. 

The  glooms  and  gleams,  the  calmness  and  the  strife, 

Were  death  behind  thee,  and  before  thee  life. 

ALEXANDER 

* 

1406  Why  shouldst  thou  be  afraid  of  dying  ? yea 
rather,  why  shouldst  thou  not,  when  death  calls  thee  to  it, 
willingly  and  cheerfully  die,  desiring  to  depart  and  to  be 
with  Christ,  which  is  far  better  ? 

BISHOP  BULL 

* 

1407  The  religious  man  is  delivered  from  the  fear  of 
the  last  enemy,  death.  Through  fear  of  death  ungodly 
men  are  all  their  lifetime  subject  to  bondage.  From  this 
thraldom,  thraldom  which  renders  life  itself  a burden,  the 
servant  of  God  has  been  rescued ; his  fetters  are  broken  ; 
before  him  death  stands  disarmed  of  his  terrors. 

REV  T GISBORNE 
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1408  The  world  is  a vain  and  useless  thing  at  the 
hour  of  death.  Possibly  many  of  us  may  never  conflict 
with  the  terrors  of  conscience,  nor  have  that  conviction 
of  the  world’s  vanity.  But  yet  we  must  all  conflict  with 
death,  that  king  of  terrors.  Suppose  therefore  (what 
must  certainly  once  be)  that  we  were  now  gasping  our 
last,  our  tongues  faltering,  our  eye-strings  breaking,  our 
limbs  quivering,  a dead  cold  and  stillness  invading  us ; were 
our  souls  tost  to  and  fro  upon  our  expiring  breath,  and 
life  wrecks  at  sea,  sometimes  cast  up,  and  by-and-bye 
sucked  back  again ; what  could  stand  us  in  stead,  and 
make  our  passage  happy  at  such  a time  as  this  ? Now 
the  soul  requires  the  strongest,  the  richest  cordials.  Pre- 
pare it  one  mingled  of  the  best  ingredients  the  whole 
world  can  afford.  Cast  into  the  cup,  riches,  honour, 
pleasure,  the  quintessence  of  all  that  is  here  desirable ; 
yet,  alas ! what  is  all  this  world  to  a dying  man  who  is 
just  leaving  it  ? 

BISHOP  HOPKINS. 

* 

1409  Here  in  an  inn  a stranger  dwelt, 

Here  joy  and  grief  by  turns  he  felt ; 

Poor  dwelling,  now  we  close  thy  door, 

The  task  is  o’er, 

The  sojourner  returns  no  more. 

Now  of  a lasting  Home  possest, 

He  goes  to  seek  a deeper  rest. 

The  Lord  brought  here:  He  calls  away, 

Make  no  delay, 

This  home  was  for  a passing  day. 


1410  In  order  to  die  safely,  it  is  necessary  that  we 
should  be  raised  from  a death  in  sin  to  a life  in  righteous- 
ness. 

BRUCE. 
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141 1 The  grave  is  continually  multiplying  its  tri- 
umphs; and  with  how  many  of  its  affecting  trophies  are 
we  here  surrounded  ? We  die  by  the  righteous  sentence 
of  God  against  sin,  against  the  first  sin  of  the  common 
founder  of  our  race.  But  as  by  man  came  death,  by  man 
came  also  the  resurrection  of  the  dead ; and  as  we  are 
bearing  the  image  of  the  earthly  Adam,  and  shall,  ere 
long,  like  him  return  to  the  dust,  we  shall  also  bear  the 
image  of  the  heavenly. 

DODDRIDGE. 

* 

1412  Religion  disarms  even  death.  It  disarms  it  of 
that  which  is  its  bitterness  and  sting,  the  power  of  dividing 
those  who  are  dear  to  one  another.  But  this  blessing,  like 
every  blessing  which  it  promises,  is  only  to  the  just  and 
good,  to  the  penitent  and  reformed,  to  those  who  are 
touched  at  the  heart  with  a sense  of  its  importance ; who 
know  thoroughly  and  experimentally,  who  feel  in  their 
inward  mind  and  consciences,  that  religion  is  the  only 
course  that  can  end  well ; that  can  bring  either  them  or 
theirs,  to  the  presence  of  God,  blessed  for  evermore;  that 
can  cause  them,  after  the  toils  of  life  and  struggle  of  death 
are  over,  to  meet  again  in  a joyful  deliverance  from  the 
grave ; in  a new  and  never-ceasing  happiness  in  the  pre- 
sence and  society  of  one  another. 


1413  Death  will  at  last  overtake  me;  and  as  all  my 
riches  and  pleasures  and  honours  and  worldly  accommoda- 
tions cannot  prevent  or  buy  it  off,  so  neither  will  they  be 
of  any  comfort  or  value  to  me  in  that  hour.  Indeed,  they 
may  make  death  more  troublesome  and  unwelcome  to  me, 
but  they  cannot  at  all  secure  me  against  it.  The  plain 
truth  is,  Death  doth  undeceive  and  open  the  eyes  of  the 
children  of  men : it  teacheth  us  to  put  the  true  value  upon 
everything  as  it  deserves. 

SIR  MATTHEW  HALE. 
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1414  We  Christians  close  our  eyes  upon  this  world, 
but  we  close  them  in  hope.  Only  that  which  is  imperfect, 
as  the  apostle  speaks,  is  done  away.  The  soul  perishes 
not  at  death,  doth  not  suffer  one  common  extinction  with 
our  ashes;  it  will  live  to  God,  to  Jesus,  and  to  happiness. 
The  farewell  we  bid  to  life  is  not  an  eternal  and  everlasting 
adieu.  We  part  with  a temporary  existence  only  to  resume 
an  eternal  one. 

REV.  DR.  HARWOOD. 

* 

1415  Lay  down  the  shield  and  quit  the  sword, 

For  now  thy  work  is  done, 

And  swiftly  towards  the  glowing  east 
Ascends  the  rising  sun : 

Angelic  guards  wait  with  the  day 
Thy  crown  of  light  to  bring: 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

Bravely  hast  thou  upheld  the  shield, 

The  path  of  conquest  trod ; 

And  followed  in  the  battle-field, 

The  banner  of  thy  God  : 

The  hour  of  rest  approaches  nigh, 

And  waiting  heralds  sing — 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

They  come,  they  come,  and  high  in  air 
Is  borne  the  victor's  wreath, 

Who  overthrew,  in  glorious  war, 

The  world,  the  grave,  and  death: 

There,  there,  they  wait  to  welcome  thee, 

And  high  their  triumphs  ring — 

O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

ANON. 
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1416  Why  should  we  be  so  terrified  at  the  appre- 
hensions of  death  ? We  may  truly  say,  the  bitterness  of 
it  is  past,  its  sting  is  taken  out.  We  may  safely  take  this 
serpent  into  our  bosoms ; though  it  hiss  against  us,  it 
cannot  wound  us.  Yea,  instead  of  wounding  us,  ’tis  re- 
conciled to  us,  and  become  one  of  our  party  ; and  there- 
fore when  the  Apostle  is  drawing  up  a Christian's  in- 
ventory, he  reckons  death  as  part  of  his  goods : “ Whether 
life  or  death,  or  things  present  or  things  to  come ; all  are 
yours;”  and,  “To  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain.” 
And  well  may  a Christian  count  death  among  his  gains, 
since  it  is  the  hand  of  death  that  draws  the  curtain  of  the 
great  tabernacle,  and  lets  us  in  to  see  God  face  to  face 
in  that  palace  of  inestimable  majesty,  where  we  shall  have 
the  strong  rays  of  His  glory  beat  full  upon  us,  and  be 
ourselves  made  strong  enough  to  bear  them. 

BISHOP  HOPKINS. 

* 

1417  Death,  which  dissolves  the  union  of  soul  and 
body,  cannot  dissolve  the  inviolable  union  of  virtuous 
hearts  joined  together  in  pure  unsullied  friendship.  Those 
who  were  lovely  and  loving  in  their  lives,  shall  not  even 
by  their  deaths  be  divided  for  ever.  Separated  for  a 
while,  they  shall  meet  again  where  there  shall  be  no 
second  separation ; where  they  shall  continue  to  be  of  one 
heart  and  one  mind. 

SEED. 

* 

1418  Whatever  stoicism  others  may  pretend  or  ex- 
perience, I feel  the  lying  in  the  cold  grave  unheeded  and 
unknown  to  be  a thing  from  which  my  nature  revolts.  It 
is  only  religion  that  can  enable  me  to  face  it,  and  even 
then  I do  it  with  trembling,  and  look  with  awe  and  dread 
upon 

“That  gulf  from  which  no  mortal  e’er  repassed 
To  tell  what’s  doing  on  the  other  side.” 

DREW. 
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1419  The  dying  strife,  the  ties  which  are  burst  asunder 
by  dissolution,  its  consequences  in  relation  to  the  body, 
the  foreboding  shadows  which  it  seems  to  throw  on  the 
path  beyond  it,  the  doctrine  of  Scripture  as  to  its  true 
source  and  intention,  and  its  momentous  influence  as  the 
stroke  which  fixes  our  lot  in  weal  or  woe  for  ever;  all 
concur  to  render  this  event  the  most  solemn  of  all  solemn 
occurrences.  But  is  there  no  balm  in  Gilead,  no  physician 
there  ? The  answer  supplied  by  the  Son  of  God  is : “ He 
that  believeth  in  Me  shall  never  die.” 

VAUGHAN. 

* 

1420  Death  is  a solemn  teacher;  but  who  of  us  can 
dispense  with  its  lessons?  What  other  teacher  can  so 
disenchant  the  world,  so  expand  our  views,  give  such 
convictions  of  immortality,  so  spiritualize  our  minds,  so 
prostrate  us  with  a sense  of  dependence  and  unworthiness 
before  God  ? 

CHANNING. 


1421  The  divine  religion  of  the  ever-loving  and  ever- 
lovely  Jesus  is  the  one  thing  needful ; the  only  thing  that 
will  yield  satisfaction  on  a dying  day. 


MACGOWAN. 


1422  The  sick  Christian  may  take  comfort  that  the 
business  of  life  was  accomplished  before  the  sickness 
began.  He  will  not  be  terrified  if  duties  are  superseded, 
if  means  are  at  an  end ; for  he  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  die. 
This  is  the  act  for  which  all  other  acts,  all  other  duties,  all 
other  means,  will  have  been  preparing  him.  He  who  has 
long  been  habituated  to  look  death  in  the  face ; who  has 
often  anticipated  the  agonies  of  dissolving  nature;  who 
has  accustomed  himsplf  to  pray  for  support  under  them, 
will  now  feel  the  blessed  effect  of  those  petitions,  which 
have  long  been  treasured  up  in  Heaven. 

HANNAH  MORE 
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1423  The  gate  of  death  and  the  gate  of  Heaven  is 


1424  I know  no  privilege  so  great  as  that  of  dying  ; 
but  it  is  a privilege  only  to  those  in  whom  evil  is  more 
and  more  subdued,  and  who  go  more  and  more  beyond 
themselves. 

CHANNING. 

* 

1425  Men  by  all  means  this  blast  of  breath  prolong; 
Men  should  strive  to  live  well,  not  to  live  long. 

EARL  OF  STERLINE. 


1426  Her  days  are  peace,  and  so  she  ends  her  breath ; 
True  life,  that  knows  not  what’s  to  die,  till  death. 


1427  You’ll  tell  me,  man  ne’er  dies,  but  changeth  life  ; 
and  happ’ly  for  a better.  He’s  happiest  that  goes  the 
right  way  soonest. 


RICHARD  BROME 


1428  He  for  whom  poor  men’s  curses  dig  no  grave  ; 

He  that  is  neither  lord’s  nor  lawyer’s  slave ; 

He  that  makes  this  his  sea  and  that  his  shore ; 

He  that’s  in  coffin  richer  than  before; 

He  that  counts  youth  his  sword  and  age  his  staff ; 
He  whose  right  hand  carves  his  own  epitaph; 

He  that  upon  his  death-bed  is  a swan; 

And  dead,  no  crow  ; he  is  a happy  man. 


1429  If  we  have  carefully  prepared  ourselves  for  death, 
it  will  be  to  us  a repose  instead  of  a terror. 

BISHOP  HOPKINS. 
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1430  Me  voici  done,  0 Dieu  resign^  et  soumis  k ta 
volont&  Je  te  prie  seulement  de  m’accorder  une  fin 
douce,  et  qu*  assure  de  ta  grfice  je  puisse  remettre 
paisiblement  mon  esprit  entre  tes  mains.  Ta  grace  vaut 
mieux  que  la  vie.  Je  ne  cesserai  pas  de  la  rechercher, 
et  de  la  demander  jusqu’i  mon  dernier  soupir,  au  nom 
de  J6sus  Christ  notre  Seigneur.  Amen. 


1431  Death  ushers  into  an  untravelled  country.  The 
soul  mounts  in  its  arrowy  flight  into  a region  which  eye 
hath  not  seen  nor  ear  heard ; but  Christ  is  there,  and  that 
assurance  invests  it  with  a home-like  aspect.  I need  not 
fear  the  fords  of  Jordan,  when  there  is  a well-known  voice 
heard  on  the  farther  shores,  “Fear  not,  it  is  I,  be  not 
afraid.” 


1432  This  brittle  glass  of  life,  already  broken 
With  misery,  the  long  and  quiet  sleep 
Of  death  would  be  most  welcome.  Yet  before 
We  end  our  pilgrimage,  *tis  fit  that  we 
Should  leave  corruption  and  foul  sins  behind  us. 
But  with  washed  feet  and  hands  the  heathens  dared 


Enter  their  profane  temples;  and  for  me, 

To  hope  my  passage  to  eternity 
Can  be  made  easy,  till  I have  shook  off 
The  burthen  of  my  sins  in  free  confession, 
Aided  with  sorrow  and  repentance  for  them, 
Is  against  reason. 


MASSINGER. 


1433  The  hope  of  future  happiness  tends  most  effect- 
ually to  arm  our  minds  against  the  approach  of  death,  and 
to  extinguish  all  its  terrors. 


DR.  DRYSDALE. 
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1434  Thus  having  traversed  the  fond  world  in  brief, 

The  lust  of  the  eyes,  the  flesh,  and  pride  of  life ; 
Unbiassed  and  impartially  we  see, 

’Tis  lighter  in  the  scale  than  vanity. 

What  then  remains  ? but  that  we  still  should  strive 
Not  to  be  bom  to  die,  but  die  to  live. 

CLEVELAND. 


1435  For  deere  the  price  that  for  a soule  must  paie, 
And  death  his  prisoner  never  will  forgoe. 

Naie,  tell  mee  whome,  but  longer  time  he  leaves 
Respited  from  the  tombe  for  treasure’s  meed. 

Sure  at  his  summons  wise  and  fooles  appeare, 
And  others  spend  the  riches  they  did  hoard. 

SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 


If,  O my  soul,  to  die 
Call  you  to  heaven  to  hie, 

Why  should’st  thou  shrink  from  death 
When  it  grows  nigher? 

’Tis  but  the  master  saith, 

Go  thou  up  higher. 

If,  O my  soul,  to  thee 
Life  full  of  suffering  be, 

Why  would’st  thou  more  prolong 
Woes  that  assail  thee  ? 

Death  is  the  angels  song 
'Mongst  them  to  hail  thee. 

Life  be  thy  school  to  teach 
Death  with  content  to  reach, 

Cheer  thee  till  daylight  close, 

God’s  work  fulfilling ; 

Then  for  thy  rest,  compose, 

Wearied  and  willing. 


TIME’S  TREASURE. 
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1437  The  man  who  has  not  to  seek  a living  Saviour 
at  a dying  hour,  but  who  long  having  known  His  precious- 
ness, loved  His  word,  valued  His  ordinances,  sought  His 
presence  by  believing  prayer,  has  now  nothing  to  do  but 
to  die  (to  sleep)  and  wake  up  in  glory  everlasting!  “O 
that  all  my  brethren”  (were  among  Rutherford's  last  words) 
“ may  know  what  a Master  I have  served,  and  what  peace 
I have  this  day.  This  night  shall  close  the  door,  and  put 
my  anchor  within  the  veil.”  “ This  must  be  the  chariot,” 
said  Helen  Plumtree,  making  use  of  Elijah's  translation 
as  descriptive  of  the  believer's  death ; “ This  must  be  the 
chariot — how  easy  it  is.”  “ Almost  well,”  said  Richard 
Baxter,  when  asked  on  his  death-bed  how  he  did. 

MEMORIES  OF  BETHANY. 


1438  The  hour  of  death  is  to  the  Christian  the  birth- 
day of  endless  life. 


MEMORIES  OF  BETHANY. 


1439  Rise,  the  Master  calleth  thee ; 

Short  must  be  on  earth  thy  stay ; 

Soon  to  die,  befalleth  thee; 

Take  with  Christ  the  darksome  way: 

He  will  shew  thee 
How  He'll  change  its  night  to  day. 

TIME’S  TREASURE. 


1440  When  life’s  day  hath  fleeted  by, 

When  the  night  of  death  is  near, 

When  in  vain  the  darkened  eye 

Seeks  some  stay,  some  helper  here ; 

Thou  Thy  followers’  prayer  fulfil, 

Then  abide  Thou  with  us  still ; 

Till  Thou  give  us  peace  and  rest, 

Stay,  O stay,  Thou  noble  guest! 

L.  E.  S MULLER. 
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1441  Lean  on  the  promises  now;  they  alone  will 
support  you  in  the  hour  of  death,  and  prove  to  you  like 
Elijah’s  horses  and  chariots  of  fire.  Living  now  near  to 
Jesus,  you  will  have  nothing  to  do  when  the  last  solemn 
hour  does  arrive,  but  to  step  into  these  chariots,  and  be 
upborne  by  angels  to  your  Father  s house. 


1442  The  grave  is  but  a covered  bridge  leading  from  light 
To  light,  through  a brief  darkness. 


LONGFELLOW. 


For  me,  my  heart  that  erst  did  go 
Most  like  a tired  child  at  a show, 

That  sees  through  tears  the  juggler’s  leap, 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close; 

Would  childlike  on  His  love  repose, 

“Who  giveth  His  beloved  sleep.” 

And,  friends,  dear  friends,  when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me, 

And  round  my  bier  ye  come  to  weep, 

Let  one,  most  loving  of  you  all, 

Say,  Not  a tear  o'er  her  must  fall, 

He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep. 


E.  B.  BROWNING. 


1444  How  strange  is  death  to  life,  and  yet  how  sure 
The  law  which  dooms  all  living  things  to  die; 
Whate’er  is  outward  cannot  long  endure, 

And  all  that  lasts,  eludes  the  subtlest  eye. 


JOHN  STERLING. 


Heaven  bled  that  man 
Might  never  die. 
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1446  Why  should  we  then  fear  death  that  is  but  a 
passage  to  Christ  ? It  is  but  a grim  sergeant  that  lets  us 
into  a glorious  palace,  that  strikes  off  our  bolts,  that  takes 
off  our  rags,  that  we  may  be  clothed  with  better  robes; 
that  ends  all  our  misery  and  is  the  beginning  of  all  our 
happiness.  Why  should  we  therefore  be  afraid  of  death  ? 
it  is  but  a departure  to  a better  condition.  It  is  but  as 
Jordan  to  the  children  of  Israel,  by  which  they  passed  to 
Canaan.  It  is  but  as  the  Red  Sea,  by  which  they  were 
going  that  way.  Therefore  we  have  no  reason  to  fear 
death.  Of  itself  it  is  an  enemy  indeed,  but  now  it  is 
harmless,  nay,  now  it  is  become  a friend,  amicable  to  us,  a 
sweet  friend.  It  is  one  part  of  the  churchs  jointure,  death. 
All  things  are  yours,  saith  the  apostle ; Paul  and  Apollos, 
life  and  death.  Death  is  ours  and  for  our  good.  It  doth 
us  more  good  than  all  the  friends  we  have  in  the  world ; 
it  determines  and  ends  all  our  misery  and  sin ; and  it  is 
the  suburbs  of  heaven. 

SIBBES. 

* 

1447  Look,  Christian,  in  thy  Bible,  and  that  glass 

Which  sheds  its  sands  through  minutes  hours  and 
days, 

And  years:  it  speaks  not:  yet  methinks  it  says 
To  every  human  heart,  So  mortals  pass 
On  to  their  dark  and  silent  grave,  alas ! 

For  man,  an  exile  upon  earth  he  stays, 

Weary  and  wandering  through  benighted  ways: 
To-day  in  strength,  to-morrow  like  the  grass 
That  withers  at  his  feet.  Lift  up  thy  head, 

Poor  pilgrim,  toiling  in  this  vale  of  tears: 

That  book  declares  Whose  blood  for  thee  was  shed, 
Who  died  to  give  thee  life : and  though  thy  years 
Pass  like  a shade,  pointing  to  thy  death-bed, 

Out  of  the  deep  thy  cry  an  angel  hears, 

And  by  his  guiding  hand  thy  steps  to  heaven  are  led. 

W.  LISLE  BOWLES. 
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1448  Those  who  live  well,  and  pious  paths  pursue, 
To  man  and  to  their  Maker  true ; 

Let  them  expire  in  age  or  youth, 

Can  never  miss 

Their  way  to  everlasting  bliss ; 

But  from  a world  of  misery  and  care 
To  mansions  of  eternal  ease  repair. 

POM  FRET. 


* 


1449  And  since  *tis  certain  then  that  we  must  die, 

No  hope,  no  chance,  no  prospect  of  redress ; 

Be  it  our  constant  aim,  unswervingly, 

To  tread  God’s  narrow  path  of  holiness : 

For  He  is  first,  last,  midst.  O let  us  press 
Onwards!  and  when  death’s  monitory  glance 
Shall  summon  us  to  join  his  mortal  dance, 

Even  then  shall  hope  and  joy  our  footsteps  bless. 

DE  CARRION. 


* 


1450  Thou  dost,  O Death,  a peaceful  harbour  lie 
Upon  the  margin  of  eternity  ; 

Where  the  rough  waves  of  Time’s  impetuous  tide 
Their  motion  lose,  and  quietly  subside: 

Weary,  they  roll  their  drowsy  heads  asleep 
At  the  dark  entrance  of  durations  deep. 

Hither  our  vessels  in  their  turn  retreat: 

Here  still  they  find  a safe  untroubled  seat, 

When  worn  with  adverse  passions,  furious  strife, 
And  the  hard  passage  of  tempestuous  life. 

BLACKMORE. 


* 

1451  The  grave  is  my  cradle;  death  is  my  awaking; 
the  sunset  of  this  life  is  the  sunrise  of  existence  in  the 
regions  of  eternity. 

ZSCHOKKE. 
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1452  I know  my  end  must  surely  come, 

But  know  not  when,  or  where,  or  how; 

It  may  be  I shall  hear  my  doom 
To-night,  to-morrow,  nay,  or  now: 

Ere  yet  the  present  hour  is  fled, 

This  living  body  may  be  dead. 

Lord  Jesus,  let  me  daily  die, 

And  at  the  last  Thy  presence  give, 

Then  death  his  utmost  power  may  try, 

He  can  but  make  me  truly  live; 

Then  welcome  my  last  hour  shall  be 
When,  where,  and  how  it  pleases  Thee. 

S.  FRANCK.  17T1. 


1453  Constant  and  exaggerated  terror  of  death  is  not 
only  unworthy  of  a Christian,  but  even  of  a heathen,  for 
this  useless  self-torture  is  in  itself  more  painful  than  death 
can  ever  be. 

ZSCHOKKE. 

* 

1454  If  we  desire  to  end  our  days  in  joy  and  comfort, 
let  us  lay  the  foundation  of  a comfortable  death  now  be- 
times. To  die  well  is  not  a thing  of  that  light  moment 
as  some  imagine ; it  is  no  easy  matter.  But  to  die  well 
is  a matter  of  every  day.  Let  us  daily  do  some  good  that 
may  help  us  at  the  time  of  our  death.  Every  day  by  re- 
pentance pull  out  the  sting  of  some  sin,  that  so  when  death 
comes,  we  may  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die.  To  die 
well  is  the  action  of  the  whole  life.  He  never  dies  well 
for  the  most  part  that  dies  not  daily,  as  Paul  saith  of  him- 
self, I die  daily ; he  laboured  to  loose  his  heart  from  the 
world  and  worldly  things.  If  we  loose  our  hearts  from  the 
world,  and  die  daily,  how  easy  will  it  be  to  die  at  last.  He 
that  thinks  of  the  vanity  of  the  world  and  of  death,  and 
of  being  with  Christ  for  ever,  and  is  dying  daily,  it  will 
be  easy  for  him  to  end  his  days  with  comfort. 

SIBBES. 
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I455  One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er, — 

I'm  nearer  Home  to-day 
Than  I have  ever  been  before. 

Nearer  my  Father's  House, 

Where  the  many  mansions  be ; 

Nearer  the  great  White  Throne, 

Nearer  the  Crystal  Sea. 

Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down, 

Nearer  leaving  the  Cross, 

Nearer  gaining  the  Crown. 

But  lying  darkly  between, 

Winding  down  through  the  night, 

Is  the  dim  and  unknown  stream, 

That  leads  me  at  last  to  the  Light. 

Closer,  closer  my  feet, 

Come  to  that  dark  abysm; 

Closer  death  to  my  lips, 

Presses  the  awful  chrsym. 

Saviour,  perfect  my  trust, 

Strengthen  the  might  of  my  faith; 

Let  me  feel  as  I would  when  I stand 
On  the  rock  of  the  shore  of  death; — 

Feel  as  I would  when  my  feet 
Are  slipping  over  the  brink, 

For  it  maybe,  I’m  nearer  Home — 

Nearer  now  than  I think  ! 

CAREY. 

* 


1456  Man  but  dives  in  death ; 

Dives  from  the  sun  in  fairer  day  to  rise; 

The  grave  his  subterraneous  road  to  bliss. 

YOUNG. 
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1457  And  when  Thou  bidd’st  me  leave  this  world  of  strife 
and  pain, 

Grant  me  in  Thee  a stedfast  hope,  and  gentle  quick 
release, 

Knowing  we  rise  again 

To  dwell  where  death  and  war  are  not,  in  endless 
Joy  and  peace. 

M.  A.  VON  LOWENSTEIN. 

* 

1458  Volens,  noletis , we  must  die  at  last,  and  our  life 
is  subject  to  innumerable  casualties.  Who  knows  when 
they  may  happen  ? utrium  satius  est,  unant perpeti  moriendo, 
an  omnes  timere  vivendo  ? rather  suffer  one,  than  fear  all. 
Death  is  better  than  a bitter  life,  and  a harder  choice  to 
live  in  fear,  than  by  once  dying  to  be  freed  from  all. 

BURTON. 


1459  When  ends  life’s  transient  dream, 
When  death’s  cold  sullen  stream 
Shall  o’er  me  roll ; 

Dear  Saviour,  then  in  love, 

Fear  and  distrust  remove, 

And  bear  me  safe  above, 

A ransomed  soul. 


ANON. 


1460  To  defer  religion  till  your  last  hour,  is  guilt  of 
the  deepest  dye  : can  it  be  innocent,  then,  to  defer  the 
practice  of  one  of  its  most  important  relative  duties  till 
the  same  crisis  arrives  ? Were  you  to  direct  that  a splendid 
asylum  should  arise  over  your  dust,  it  would  still  be  the 
monument  of  a covetous  man  ; and  on  its  front  might  be 
written,  as  an  appropriate  inscription : “ The  triumph  of 
death  over  avarice.”  For  he  who  withholds  his  hands 
from  deeds  of  benevolence  till  his  last  hour,  surrenders  his 
property  to  death,  rather  than  devotes  it  to  God. 

HARRIS. 
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1461  My  God  and  Lord ! my  God  and  Lord ! 

In  death  Thy  comfort  still  afford. 

Ah,  Lord,  let  Thy  dear  angels  come 
At  my  last  end  to  bear  me  home 
To  Paradise  for  aye ; 

And  in  its  narrow  chamber  keep 
My  body  safe  in  painless  sleep 
Until  Thy  judgment-day; 

And  then  from  death  awaken  me, 

That  these  mine  eyes  with  joy  may  see, 

O Son  of  God,  Thy  glorious  face, 

My  Saviour,  and  my  Fount  of  Grace! 

Lord  Jesus  Christ! 

Receive  my  prayer,  receive  my  prayer, 

Thy  love  for  ever  I’ll  declare. 

SCHALLING.  1594 


1462  With  a glad  and  fearless  mien 
Should  a Christian  man  be  seen, 
Wheresoe’er  be  cast  his  lot ; 

Yea  though  death  seem  close  at  hand, 
Calm  and  quiet  let  him  stand, 

And  his  spirit  tremble  not. 

Him  no  death  has  power  to  kill, 

But  from  many  a dreaded  ill 
Bears  his  spirit  safe  away : 

Shuts  the  door  of  bitter  woes, 

Opens  yon  bright  path  that  glows 
With  the  light  of  perfect  day. 

PAUL  GERHARDT. 


1653. 


1463  Ah,  Lord,  if  but  Thee  I have, 

Nought  of  other  good  I crave ; 

Bright  is  even  death’s  dark  road, 

If  but  Thou  art  there,  my  God. 

C.  TITIUS.  1641,  1703. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


445 


1464  O Lord  my  God  I cry  to  Thee, 

In  my  distress  Thou  helpest  me; 

To  Thee  myself  I all  commend, 

O swiftly  now  Thine  angel  send, 

To  guide  me  home,  and  cheer  my  heart, 

Since  Thou  dost  call  me  to  depart. 

O Jesu  Christ,  Thou  Lamb  of  God, 

Once  slain  to  take  away  our  load, 

Now  let  Thy  cross,  Thine  agony, 

Avail  to  save  and  solace  me : 

Thy  death  to  open  heaven,  and  there 
Bid  me  the  joys  of  angels  share. 

O Holy  Spirit,  at  the  end, 

Sweet  Comforter,  be  Thou  my  Friend ! 

When  death  and  hell  assail  me  sore, 

Leave  me,  O leave  me,  nevermore, 

But  bear  me  safely  through  that  strife, 

As  Thou  hast  promised,  into  Life. 

NICHOLAS  SELNECKER.  1587. 

1465  We  are  never  better  or  freer  from  cares  than  when 
we  sleep ; and  yet,  which  we  so  much  avoid  and  lament,  death 
is  but  a perpetual  sleep,  and  why  should  it  (as  Epicurus 
argues)  so  much  affright  us  ? When  we  are,  death  is  not ; 
but  when  death  is,  then  we  are  not ; our  life  is  tedious  and 
troublesome  unto  him  that  lives  best,  *tis  a misery  to  be 
born,  a pain  to  live,  a trouble  to  die ; death  makes  an  end 
of  our  miseries,  and  yet  we  cannot  consider  of  it. 

BURTON. 

* 

1466  We  have  not  two  lessons  to  learn,  one  how  to 
live,  the  other  how  to  die.  One  teaching  imparts  the 
instruction  needful  for  both.  Holiness  is  the  thing  essen- 
tial to  both.  It  is  sin  that  makes  so  many  lives  unhappy, 
and  so  many  death-beds  full  of  anguish. 

GEO.  WILSON. 
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1467  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  my  life,  my  light, 

My  strength  by  day,  my  trust  by  night; 

On  earth  I’m  but  a passing  guest, 

And  sorely  with  my  sins  opprest. 

0 let  Thy  sufferings  give  me  power 
To  meet  the  last  and  darkest  hour ; 

Thy  prayer  refresh  and  comfort  me, 

Thy  bonds  and  fetters  set  me  free. 

That  thirst  and  bitter  draught  of  Thine 
Help  me  to  bear  with  patience  mine; 

Thy  piercing  cry  avail  my  soul 
When  floods  of  anguish  o’er  me  roll. 

And  when  my  lips  grow  white  and  chill, 

Thy  Spirit  cry  within  me  still, 

And  help  my  soul  Thy  heaven  to  find, 

When  these  poor  eyes  grow  dark  and  blind. 

And  when  the  spirit  flies  away, 

Thy  parting  words  shall  be  my  stay; 

Thy  cross  the  staff  whereon  I lean, 

My  couch  the  grave  where  Thou  hast  been. 

Since  Thou  hast  died,  the  pure,  the  just, 

1 take  my  homeward  way  in  trust; 

The  gates  of  Heaven,  Lord,  open  wide, 

When  here  I may  no  more  abide. 

M.  BEHEMB.  1606. 

* 

1468  Lo,  when  dangers  closer  threaten, 

And  thy  soul  draws  near  to  death; 

When  assaulted  sore  by  Satan, 

Then  present  the  shield  of  faith : 

Fiery  darts  of  fierce  temptations, 

Intercepted  by  thy  God, 

Then  shall  lose  their  force  in  patience, 

Sheathed  in  love  and  quenched  in  blood. 

HART. 
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1469  We  would  see  Jesus,  for  the  shadows  lengthen 
Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life; 

We  would  see  Jesus,  our  weak  faith  to  strengthen 
For  the  last  weariness,  the  final  strife. 

We  would  see  Jesus:  sense  is  all  too  blinding, 
And  Heaven  appears  too  dim,  too  far  away : 
We  would  see  Thee,  to  gain  a sweet  reminding 
That  Thou  hast  promised  our  great  debt  to  pay. 

We  would  see  Jesus:  this  is  all  we’re  needing; 

Strength,  joy,  and  willingness  come  with  the  sight : 
We  would  see  Jesus:  dying,  risen,  pleading, 

Then  welcome  day,  and  farewell  mortal  night. 


1470  As  Thou,  Lord,  hast  commanded  me, 

Have  I with  perfect  faith 
Embraced  my  Saviour,  and  to  Thee 
I calmly  look  in  death  ; 

With  willing  heart 
I hence  depart, 

I hope  to  stand  before  Thy  face: 

Yes,  all  on  earth  I can  resign, 

If  but  Thy  Heaven  at  last  be  mine. 

T.  KIEL.  1620. 

* 

1471  Forget  us  not!  forget  us  not 

In  that  dread  hour  when  tyrant  death 
Shall  gripe  this  form  and  stop  its  breath : 

Oh,  in  each  struggling  throe  that  clay 
Feels  when  the  soul  is  wrenched  away, 

And  it  is  left  for  earth  to  rot, 

Look  down  in  mercy,  Lord,  be  nigh, 

To  curb  the  dying  agony ; 

We  are  but  dust,  forget  us  not! 

WILLIAM  MARTIN. 
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1472  O Jesus  Christ,  Thou  Son  of  God, 
Who  once  for  me  didst  bear  the  rod, 
Ah,  hide  me  in  Thy  wounded  heart 
When  I depart ; 

My  help,  my  hope,  Thou  only  art ! 

Amen,  dear  God!  now  send  us  faith, 
And  at  the  last  a happy  death; 

And  grant  us  all  ere  long  to  be 
In  Heaven  with  Thee, 

To  praise  Thee  there  eternally. 


J.  PAPPUS.  1598. 


1473  Well  for  him  whom  death  has  landed 
Safely  on  yon  blessed  shore, 

Where,  in  joyful  worship  banded, 

Sing  the  faithful  evermore : 

For  the  world  hath  strife  and  war, 

All  her  works  and  hopes  they  mar, 

But  in  Heaven  is  no  annoy, 

Only  peace  and  love  and  joy. 

J.  G.  ALBINUS.  175a. 


1474  ’Tis  a blessing  to  live,  but  a greater  to  die, 

And  the  best  of  the  world  is  its  path  to  the  sky: 
Be  it  gloomy  or  bright,  for  the  life  that  He  gave 
Let  us  thank  Him,  but  blessed  be  God  for  the  grave  ; 
’Tis  the  end  of  our  toil,  ’tis  the  crown  of  our  bliss, 
’Tis  the  portal  of  happiness, — aye,  but  for  this, 
How  hopeless  were  sorrow,  how  narrow  were  love, 
If  they  looked  not  from  earth  to  the  rapture  above. 

J.  K.  MITCHELL. 


1475  The  pains  of  death  are  hard,  but  the  sting  of 
Icath  is  taken  out. 


SIR  PETER  WARBURTON. 
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1476  Lord,  now  let  Thy  servant 
Pass  in  peace  away  : 

I have  had  enough  of  life, 

Here  I would  not  stay : 

Let  me  go,  if  such  Thy  will, 

With  a heart  at  rest  and  still. 

All  at  last  is  ended, 

Fight  and  race  are  o’er; 

God  will  free  me  from  all  ills 
Now  for  evermore: 

To  a better  life  I go 

Than  this  tearful  earth  can  show. 

My  Redeemer  liveth, 

He  shall  bid  me  rise 
From  the  gloomy  realm  of  death, 

There  all  sorrow  lies ; 

And  I need  not  fear  to  wake, 

Since  His  voice  my  sleep  shall  break. 

He  will  change  this  body, 

Make  it  like  His  own, 

When  the  dead  arise  from  earth, 

When  the  trump  is  blown ; 

I shall  see  Him  face  to  face, 

Here  my  stedfast  hope  I place. 

Therefore  of  His  mercy 
Ever  will  I sing; 

All  my  heart  and  soul  to  Him 
Praise  and  thanks  shall  bring : 

Praise  Him  now  and  praise  Him  then, 
When  the  Heavens  shall  cry,  Amen! 

DAVID  BOHME.  1605—1657. 

* 

1477  Keep  your  minds  humble,  your  devotions  high ; 

So  shall  ye  learn  the  noblest  part,  to  die. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

G G 
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1478  It  was  remarked  to  me  once  by  my  mother,  that 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  spoken  of  in  the 
twenty-third  Psalm,  does  not  refer,  as  is  generally  supposed, 
merely  to  the  closing  days  of  our  life,  but  to  our  entire 
mortal  existence  ; and  I believe  it  is  the  true  version.  We 
are  born  into  the  valley,  which,  like  some  long  narrow 
gorge  between  two  hills,  is  widest  at  the  entrance,  and 
narrows  to  the  gate  which  opens  into  the  world  of  spirits. 
The  only  difference  between  the  passage  of  one  as  compared 
with  another  through  that  valley,  is  in  regard  to  the  swift- 
ness with  which  it  is  traversed.  An  irresistible,  all-com- 
pelling force  is  for  ever  carrying  us  onwards  into  the  in- 
creasing darkness  of  the  narrowing  path,  and  the  utter 
darkness  of  the  terminating  doorway.  We  need,  indeed, 
no  presentiment  to  assure  us  that  we  must  soon  die ; only, 
if  we  are  haunted  with  the  conviction  that  we  shall  soon 
depart,  we  ought  to  give  the  more  heed  to  preparation  for 
the  great  change. 

GEO.  WILSON. 


1479  Christian,  behold  the  typic  shade 

Of  that  dim  path  prepared  for  thee  ; 
Behold  in  Jordan’s  tide  displayed 
Death’s  overflowing  sea. 

But  if  thou  still  hast  kept  the  Ark 
Of  God  before  thee  as  a mark, 

Fear  not  the  troubled  waters  dark, 

Howe’er  they  rage,  and  chafe,  and  roar; 
On  that  mysterious  voyage  embark, 

And  God  will  guide  thee  o’er. 


j.  H.  CLINCH. 


1480  Live  that  thy  young  and  glowing  breast 
Can  think  of  death  without  a sigh ; 

And  be  assured  that  life  is  best, 

Which  finds  us  least  afraid  to  die. 

ELIZA  COOK. 
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1481  Let  the  thought  that  you  will  be  brought  to 
death  call  off  your  affections  from  things  below.  Redeem 
the  time.  Make  your  peace  with  God,  and  be  reconciled 
to  Him.  Be  frequent  in  thinking  of  your  removal.  If 
you  do  but  remove  on  earth,  you  take  care.  Be  as  useful 
and  profitable  as  you  can  ; for  when  you  are  brought  to 
death  your  work  will  be  over.  Be  careful  to  make  pre- 
parations for  it.  We  live  to  learn  to  die.  Our  business  is 
not  to  get  riches,  honours,  or  pleasures,  but  that  we  may 
depart  in  peace  with  God.  Every  corpse  is  a sermon, 
every  tomb  a teacher,  every  funeral  an  oration  to  per- 
suade you  to  learn  to  die. 


DOOLITTLE. 


1482  As  death  leaves  us,  judgment  finds  us.  The 
doom  is  irreversible,  the  sentence  irrevocable,  the  condition 
on  the  other  side  death  unchangeable.  A gulph  will  be 
fixed.  It  is  too  late  to  repent  in  the  grave.  Up  and 
bestir  yourselves,  for  you  have  only  a little  inch  of  time  in 
which  to  be  doing. 


MATTHEW  HENRY. 


1483  Death  is  a fixed  duty,  and  a debt  that  must  be 
paid.  It  is  the  end  of  man’s  earthly  career,  and  the  open- 
ing up  of  his  eternal  existence.  It  is  this  fact  that  invests 
death  with  such  an  awful  importance,  being  the  pivot  or 
turning-point  between  the  retrospect  of  life  temporal,  and 
the  prospect  of  life  eternal.  As  we  advance  to  this  fixed 
point,  so  shall  we  depart  from  it.  The  antecedents  of 
death  regulate  the  never-ending  consequences.  As  a man 
has  lived,  so  may  he  expect  to  die ; and  as  a man  dies,  so 
must  his  destiny  for  ever  be. 

REV.  ROBT.  MAGUIRE. 


1484  The  sweetest  cordial  we  receive  at  last, 

Is  conscience  of  our  virtuous  actions  past. 

DENHAM. 
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1485  Ye  dead ! where  can  your  dwelling  be  ? 

The  house  of  all  the  living:  come  and  see. 

O Life,  what  is  thy  breath? 

A vapour  lost  in  death: 

O Death,  how  ends  thy  strife  ? 

In  everlasting  life : 

O Grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 

Ask  Him  who  rose  again  for  me. 

JAS.  MONTGOMERY. 

* 

1486  Death  distant ! No,  alas,  he’s  ever  with  us, 

And  shakes  the  dart  at  us  in  all  our  actings ; 

He  lurks  within  our  cup  while  we’re  in  health; 
Sits  by  our  sick-bed,  mocks  our  medicines: 

We  cannot  walk,  or  sit,  or  ride,  or  travel, 

But  Death  is  by  to  seize  us  when  he  lists. 

sir  w.  SCOTT. 

* 

1487  Death  comes  nearer  and  nearer  to  me.  Lord, 
make  me  to  know  mine  end,  and  teach  me  to  number  my 
days.  The  Lord  prepare  me  for  a dying  hour  that  will 
come  certainly,  and  may  come  suddenly;  that  when  it 
comes,  I may  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

* 

1488  Whether  it  be  at  sea  or  land,  that  man  is  always 
in  a good  posture  of  defence  that  is  mindful  of  death ; that 
so  lives  in  this  world  as  though  he  must  shortly  leave  it ; 
that  concludes  within  himself — “ I must  die ; this  day  may 
be  my  last  day,  this  place  the  last  that  I shall  come  in, 
this  sermon  the  last  sermon  that  I shall  hear,  this  Sabbath 
the  last  Sabbath  that  I shall  enjoy  ; the  next  arrow  that  is 
shot  may  hit  me ; and  the  time  will  come  (how  soon  God 
knows !)  that  I must  lay  aside  this  clothing  of  mortality,  and 
lie  down  in  the  dust.” 

ANON. 
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1489  In  holy  vestments  may  I stand 
Prepared  to  live  or  die, 

Waiting  to  do  my  Lord’s  command 
On  earth,  or  ’bove  the  sky. 

Lord,  may  I die  in  holy  peace 
With  Thee  and  all  mankind, 

And  when  the  toils  of  life  shall  cease, 
The  rest  eternal  find. 

Alive  to  God,  and  dead  to  sin, 
Inspired  with  light  and  love, 

O be  it  mine  the  prize  to  win, 

The  crown  reserved  above. 

With  triumph  may  I ford  the  river 
That  parts  this  world  from  Heaven, 
And  spend  a long  and  blest  for-ever, 
Where  endless  bliss  is  given. 


JABEZ  BURNS. 


1490  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I tread, 

With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 

My  stedfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 

For  Thou,  O Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 

Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 

And  guide  me  through  the  friendly  shade. 

ADDISON. 


1491  Our  lives  cut  off 

In  our  young  prime  of  years,  are  like  green  herbs 
With  which  we  strew  the  hearses  of  our  friends: 
For  as  their  virtue  gathered  when  they’re  green, 
Before  they  wither  or  corrupt,  is  best, 

So  we  in  virtue  are  the  best  for  death : 

While  yet  we  have  not  lived  to  such  an  age, 

That  the  increasing  canker  of  our  sins 
Hath  spread  too  far  upon  us. 

TOURNEUR 
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1492  Such  is  the  impartiality  of  death,  that  ready 
money  will  do  nothing ; there  is  no  protection  against  the 
arrest  of  death.  Never  was  there  an  orator  so  eloquent, 
nor  monarch  so  potent,  that  could  either  persuade  or  with- 
stand the  stroke  of  death  when  it  came. 

ANON. 


1493  Thro’  these  branched  walks  will  contemplation  wind, 
And  grave  wise  Nature’s  teachings  on  his  mind. 
As  the  white  grave-stones  glimmer  to  his  eye, 

A solemn  voice  will  thrill  him : Thou  must  die. 
When  autumn’s  tints  are  glittering  in  the  air, 

That  voice  will  whisper  to  his  soul : Prepare ! 
When  winter’s  snows  are  spread  o’er  hill  and  dell, 
O this  is  death ! that  solemn  voice  will  swell : 

But  when  with  spring,  streams  leap,  and  blossoms  wave, 
Hope,  Christian,  hope ; ’twill  say,  there’s  life  beyond 
the  grave. 

ALFRED  B.  STREET. 


1494  Blaspheme  not  Heaven  with  rash  impatient  speech, 
Nor  deem,  at  thine  own  hour,  its  rest  to  reach, 
Unhappy  child!  The  full  appointed  time 
Is  His  to  choose:  and  when  the  sullen  chime 
And  deep-toned  striking  of  the  funeral-bell 
Thy  fate  to  earthly  ears  shall  sadly  tell, 

O may  the  death  thou  talk’st  of  as  a boon, 

Find  thee  prepared,  nor  come,  even  then,  too  soon ! 

MRS.  NORTON. 


1495  For  who  is  he  whom  birth  to  life  hath  brought, 
But  life  to  death,  and  death  to  grave  subjecteth? 

From  this  necessity  (let  all  be  sought) 

No  privilege  exemptes,  nor  age  protecteth. 

SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 
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1496  There  are  two  things,  my  dear  friend,  that  you 
and  I have  to  think  about.  The  one  is,  how  to  meet 
death;  the  other,  how  to  become  holy.  And  as  neither 
of  us  knows  how  soon  the  call  may  come  for  us  to  leave 
this  world,  and  as  both  of  us  are  not  stout,  healthy,  robust 
persons,  but  rather  the  opposite,  we  should  be  very  greatly 
to  blame  if  we  were  to  neglect  to  think  of  death  and  judg- 
ment as  things  awaiting  us.  Now,  is  it  not  a joyful  thought, 
that  Jesus  Christ  Himself,  our  beloved  Lord  and  Master, 
is  both  able  and  willing,  not  only  to  prepare  us  for  dying, 
and  to  be  with  us  to  comfort  and  support  us  in  the  hour 
and  the  moment  of  death ; but  is  also  equally  ready  and 
desirous  to  open  the  gates  of  heaven  for  us,  and  to  impute 
to  us,  and  clothe  us  over  with  His  own  holiness,  without 
which  we  cannot  be  admitted  into  the  presence  of  the 
most  holy  God. 

DR.  GEO.  WILSON. 


1497  The  more  we  have  of  the  foretastes  of  heaven, 
the  less  evil  shall  we  see  in  death,  which  is  not  a bar,  but 
a bridge  in  our  way  to  glory. 


MATTHEW  HENRY. 


1498  Away,  pale  fear  of  death,  away! 

Rejoice  thyself  in  death,  my  heart ; 

The  cold  corpse  will  rejoin  its  clay, 

And  grief  shall  end  and  pain’s  sharp  smart; 
And  the  well  of  tears  shall  dry, 

When  the  dust  in  dust  shall  lie. 


Thou  healest  every  wound,  O Death, 

Thy  touch  at  once  each  sorrow  charms ; 

As  departs  my  failing  breath, 

Flee  I unto  angels’  arms : 

Though  enclosed  within  the  grave, 

Light  and  freedom  shall  I have. 

0 ANON. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


456 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


1499  O Death,  thou  great  invisible, 

Pale  monarch  of  the  unending  past, 

Who  shall  thy  countless  trophies  tell, 

Or  when  shall  be  thy  last  ? 

By  thee  high  thrones  to  earth  are  flung, 

By  thee  the  sword  and  sceptre  rust, 

By  thee  the  beautiful  and  young 
Lie  mouldering  in  the  dust. 

Into  thy  cold  and  faded  reign 

All  glorious  things  of  earth  depart; 

The  fairest  forms  are  early  slain, 

And  quenched  the  fiery  heart. 

But  in  yon  world  thou  hast  not  been, 

Where  joy  can’t  fade,  nor  beauty  fall, 

Thou  mightiest  of  the  things  unseen, 

Save  One  that  ruleth  all. 

GEO.  H.  COLTON. 


1500  The  Gentiles  find  their  consolation  in  the  thought 
that  death  is  a repose  from  all  their  troubles;  but  we  who 
propose  to  ourselves  a nobler  hope,  should  have  a firmer 
patience  and  a stronger  consolation.  Our  friends  leave 
us  but  for  a while,  they  do  but  go  before ; they  are  not 
destroyed  by  death;  they  enter  into  eternity. 

ST.  AMBROSE. 


1501  We  toil  for  paltry  ore, 

And  when  we  gain  the  golden  prize, 
And  death  appears;  with  aching  eyes 
We  view  the  useless  store. 


Then  since  this  fleeting  breath 
Is  but  the  zephyr  of  a day, 

Let  conscience  make  each  minute  gay, 

And  brave  the  shafts  of  death. 

ANON. 
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1502  Nous  mourons  tous,  disait  cette  femme  dont 
l’Ecriture  a loud  la  prudence  au  second  livre  des  Rois : 
et  nous  allons  sans  cesse  au  tombeau,  ainsi  que  des  eaux 
qui  se  perdent  sans  retour.  En  effet,  nous  ressemblons  tous 
4 des  eaux  courantes,  de  quelque  superbe  distinction  que 
se  flattent  les  hommes,  ils  ont  tous  une  mdme  origine,  et 
cette  origine  est  petite.  Leurs  anndes  se  poussent  succes- 
sivement  comme  des  flots : ils  ne  cessent  de  s’dcouler  tant 
qu'enfin,  aprds  avoir  fait  un  peu  plus  de  bruit,  et  traversd 
un  peu  plus  de  pays  les  uns  que  les  autres,  ils  vont  tous 
ensemble  se  confondre  dans  un  abime  ou  Ton  ne  reconnait 
plus  ni  princes,  ni  rois,  ni  toutes  ces  autres  qualitds  su- 
perbes,  qui  distinguent  les  hommes,  de  m£me  que  ces 
fleuves  tant  vantds  demeurant  sans  nom,  et  sans  gloire, 
mdlds  dans  l’ocean  avec  les  rividres  les  plus  inconnues. 


1503  Yet  he  that  kept  his  virtues  from  decay, 

Had  that  about  him  needs  must  wear  away : 
The  daily  less  ning  of  our  life  shews  by 
A little  dying,  how  outright  to  die. 

SIR  W DAVENANT 

* 


1504  If  I live  in  the  spirit  of  Jesus,  the  grave  has  no 
terrors  for  me.  The  grave  can  only  hold  my  corpse : my 
corpse  is  dust  and  ashes:  dust  and  ashes  in  themselves 
have  no  life : but  the  soul  is  life ; therefore  my  soul  cannot 
die. 


* 


ZSCHOKKE. 


1505  O Death,  why  art  thou  feared?  Why  do  we  think 
’Tis  such  a horrid  terror  not  to  be? 

Why,  not  to  be,  is  not  to  be  a wretch ; 

Why,  not  to  be,  is  to  be  like  the  heavens, 

Not  to  be  subject  to  the  power  of  fate. 

GOMERSAT.L 
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1506  When  tyrannizing  pain  shall  stop 
The  passage  of  thy  breath, 

And  thee  compel  to  swear  thyself 
True  servant  unto  death; 

Then  shall  one  virtuous  deed  impart 
More  pleasure  to  thy  mind, 

Than  all  the  treasures  that  on  earth 
Ambitious  thoughts  can  find. 

The  well-spent  time  of  one  short  day, 

One  hour,  one  moment,  then 
Shall  be  more  sweet  than  all  the  joys 
Amongst  us  mortal  men : 

Then  shalt  thou  find  but  one  refuge 
Which  comfort  can  retain; 

A guiltless  conscience,  pure  and  clear 
From  touch  of  sinful  stain. 

BRANDON. 


1507  What  blasts  of  words  hath  learning  found, 

To  blow  against  the  fear  of  death  and  dying; 
What  comforts  unsick  eloquence  can  sound, 

And  yet  all  fail  us  in  the  point  of  trying. 

For  whilst  we  reason  with  the  breath  of  safety, 
Without  the  compass  of  destruction  living, 
What  precepts  shew  we  then,  what  courage  lofty, 
In  taxing  others*  fears,  in  council  giving; 

When  all  this  air  of  sweet  contrived  words 
Proves  but  weak  armour  to  defend  the  heart : 
For  when  this  life  pale  fear  and  terror  boards, 
Where  are  our  precepts  then,  where  is  our  art  ? 

DANIEL.  Tragedy  of  Cleopatra. 


1508  Life  is  not  to  be  bought  with  heaps  of  gold; 
Not  all  Apollo’s  Pythian  treasures  hold 
Can  bribe  the  poor  possession  of  a day. 

HOMER.  Pope's  Translation. 
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1509  Why  should  we  not  as  well  desire  death 
As  sleep  ? No  difference  but  a little  breath. 

Tis  all  but  rest,  ’tis  all  but  a releasing 

Our  tired  limbs : why  then  not  alike  pleasing  ? 
Being  burthened  with  the  sorrows  of  the  day, 

We  wish  for  night ; which  being  come,  we  lay 
Our  body  down : yet,  when  our  very  breath 
Is  irksome  to  us,  we’re  afraid  of  death; 

Our  sleep  is  oft  accompanied  with  frights, 
Distracting  dreams,  and  dangers  of  the  nights. 

In  sleep,  we  know  not  whether  our  closed  eyes 
Shall  ever  wake:  from  death  we’re  sure  to  rise: 
Aye,  but  *tis  long  first.  Oh ! is  that  our  fears  ? 
Dare  we  trust  God  for  nights,  and  not  for  years  ? 

FRANCIS  QUARLES. 

* 

1510  Weary  of  life,  Warwick  the  plot  embraced, 

And  ventured  death  to  fly  the  fear  of  it; 

He  could  no  longer  death’s  expectance  bear, 

For  death  is  less  than  death’s  continual  fear. 


1 5 1 1  Death  against  the  will 

Is  but  a slovenly  kind  of  potion : 

And  though  prescribed  by  Heaven, 

It  goes  against  men’s  stomachs. 

SUCKLING 

* 


1512  The  soul’s  dark  cottage,  battered  and  decayed, 

Lets  in  new  light  thro’  chinks  that  time  has  made : 
Stronger  by  weakness,  wiser,  men  become 
As  they  draw  near  to  their  eternal  home : 
Leaving  the  old,  both  worlds  at  once  they  view 
That  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  the  new. 

WALLER 
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1513  Telle  est  l’heureuse  condition  des  justes.  Ils 
sentent  aux  approches  de  la  mort  un  redoublement  d’ardeur 
et  de  force.  L’ame  se  resserre  en  elle  m£me,  et  croit  voir, 
4 chaque  moment,  les  portes  de  l’etemit^  s’entr’ ouvrir 
pour  elle.  Les  nuages  que  forment  les  passions  se 
dissipent,  et  les  voiles  qui  couvrent  la  veritd  se  Invent 
insensiblement.  Les  d^sirs  s’enflamment  4 m^sure  qu’ils 
avancent  vers  la  jouissance  du  souverain  bien,  et  la  charity 
se  consomme  par  ces  demiers  mouvements  de  la  grace, 
qui  va  se  perdre  dans  les  abimes  de  la  gloire. 


1514  And  I sit  and  think,  when  the  sunset’s  gold 
Is  flushing  river  and  hill  and  shore, 

I shall  one  day  stand  by  the  water  cold, 

And  look  for  the  hand  that  has  helped  before. 
And  when,  perchance,  the  well-known  hail 
Again  shall  echo  along  the  strand, 

I shall  pass  from  sight  like  a ship  full  sail, 

To  the  better  shore  of  the  spirit  land. 

I shall  know  the  loved  who  have  gone  before, 
And  joyfully  sweet  shall  the  meeting  be, 

When  over  the  river,  the  peaceful  river, 

The  Angel  of  Death  shall  carry  me. 

SPRINGFIELD  REPUBLICAN 

* 

1515  The  death  of  the  body  is  not  the  death  of  the 
soul:  if  then  a perfect  soul,  after  the  example  of  Jesus, 
does  not  die,  of  what  importance  is  the  decay  of  our 
bodies  ? We  live ; what  matters  it  that  the  earthly  coil 
which  clings  to  us  should  fall  away?  We  live,  and  live 
through  the  word  of  Jesus ; and  we  may  exclaim  with 
rapture : Where  is  thy  sting,  O death  ? O hell,  where  is 
thy  victory  ? Praised  be  God,  who  has  given  us  the  victory 
through  Jesus  Christ. 

ZSCHOKK.E. 
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1516  I conceive  my  present  state  cannot  last  long — 
this  exhaustion  must  be  a precursor  of  death;  but  I lie 
here  waiting  for  the  issue  without  a fear — without  a doubt, 
and  without  a wish. 

REV.  C.  SIMEON. 


1517  Surtout,  mortels,  d^sabusez  vous  de  la  pens^e 
dont  vous  vous  flattez,  qu’  apr£s  une  longue  vie  la  mort 
vous  sera  plus  douce  et  plus  facile.  Ce  ne  sont  pas  les 
ann^es,  c’est  une  longue  preparation  qui  vous  donnera  de 
l’assurance.  Autrement  un  philosophe  vous  dira  en  vain 
que  vous  devez  etre  rassasies  d’anndes  et  de  jours  et  que 
vous  avez  assez  vu  les  saisons,  se  renouveler  et  le  monde 
rouler  autour  de  vous,  on  plut6t  que  vous  vous  etes  assez 
on  rouler  vous  m£me  et  passer  avec  le  monde.  La  derni£re 
heure  n’en  sera  pas  moins  insupportable,  et  l’habitude 
de  vivre  ne  fera  qu’en  accroitre  le  d£sir.  C’est  de  saintes 
meditations,  c’est  de  bonnes  oeuvres,  c’est  ces  veritables 
richesses,  que  vous  enverrez  devant  vous  au  siede  futur 
qui  vous  inspireront  de  la  force,  et  c’est  par  ce  moyen  que 
vous  affermirez  votre  courage. 

BOSSUET. 


1518  The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e’er  gave 
Await  alike  th’  inevitable  hour : — 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 


GRAY. 


1519  A wise  man  shall  not  be  deprived  of  pleasure 
even  when  death  shall  summons  him  ; forasmuch  as  he 
has  attained  the  delightful  end  of  the  best  life,  departing 
like  a guest  full  and  well  satisfied : having  received  life 
upon  trust,  and  duly  discharged  that  office,  he  acquits 
himself  at  departing. 

EPICURUS. 


Digitized  by  c.ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


1520  Live  as  if  thou  wert  to  be  called  away  from  this 
world  suddenly  and  unexpectedly.  Prepare  thy  soul,  that 
it  may  be  ready  to  depart  at  any  moment. 


ZSCHOKKE. 


I seek  to  die, 

And  seeking  death  find  life. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Measure  /or  Measure. 


1522  There  is  no  book  upon  which  we  can  rest  in 
a dying  moment  but  the  Bible. 


1523  I wish  to  die,  yet  dare  not  death  endure; 
Detest  the  medicine,  yet  desire  the  cure. 

O that  Td  courage  but  to  meet  my  fate, 
That  short  dark  passage  to  a future  state. 


1524  Ah,  what  a sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

When  death’s  approach  is  seen  so  terrible! 

SHAKESPEARE.  King  Henry  6,  Part  ind. 


1525  Man’s  feeble  race  what  ills  await! 

Labour  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 

Disease  and  Sorrow’s  weeping  train, 

And  Death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  Fate! 


1526  Religion  will  make  life  pleasant,  labour  sweet, 
and  death  triumphant.  It  gives  faith  to  the  fearful,  courage 
to  the  timid,  and  strength  to  the  weak  ; it  robs  the  grave 
of  its  terrors,  and  death  of  its  sting. 

BALFERN. 
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1527  Why  dost  thou  heap  up  wealth,  which  thou  must  quit, 
Or  what  is  worse,  be  left  by  it? 

Why  dost  thou  load  thyself  when  thou’rt  to  fly, 

O man,  ordained  to  die  ? 

Why  dost  thou  build  up  stately  rooms  on  high, 
Thou  who  art  under-ground  to  lie? 

Thou  sow’st  and  plantest,  but  no  fruit  must  see, 
For  death,  alas,  is  sowing  thee. 

Suppose  thou  Fortune  could  to  tameness  bring, 
And  clip  or  pinion  her  wing; 

Suppose  thou  could’st  on  Fate  so  far  prevail 
As  not  to  cut  off  thy  entail : 

Yet  Death  at  all  that  subtilty  will  laugh: 

Death  will  that  foolish  gardener  mock, 

Who  does  a slight  and  annual  plant  ingraff 
Upon  a lasting  stock. 

COWLEY. 

* 

1528  The  golden  ripple  on  the  wall  came  back  again, 
and  nothing  else  stirred  in  the  room.  The  old,  old  fashion  ! 
The  fashion  that  came  in  with  our  first  garments,  and  will 
last  unchanged  until  our  race  has  run  its  course,  and  the 
wide  firmament  is  rolled  up  like  a scroll.  The  old,  old 
fashion — Death ! 

dickens. 

* 


1529  To  saints,  what  is  the  grave,  however  gloomy? 
What  is  it  more  than  a wardrobe,  where  God  Redeemer 
lays  up  the  outer  garment  until  the  time  of  restitution  ? 
Then,  though  not  sooner,  it  will  certainly  appear  that 
nothing  was  lost  even  of  that  part  of  the  constitution,  but 
what  could  not  inherit  the  kingdom  of  God : and  if  the 
saints  get  an  incorruptible  for  a corruptible,  and  a spiritual 
for  a natural  body,  they  will  see  they  were  far  from  being 
losers  by  the  grave. 

MUIR. 
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1530  Soit  que  nous  vivions,  soit  que  nous  mourions, 
nous  sommes  au  Seigneur  dit  l’apdtre.  C’est  lui  qui  m’a 
fait  et  qui  m’a  cr£e,  et  qui  me  reduit  au  ndant  sans  que 
je  la  sache.  Je  reconnais  en  Tun  et  en  1 ’autre  sa  souve- 
raint4 ; ma  dependence.  Mais,  quoique  nous  vivions  en 
Dieu,  et  que  Dieu  nous  fasse  vivre,  il  semble  qu’en  mourant 
nous  soyons  encore  plus  4 lui.  II  6tend  sa  main,  et  il 
deplore  sur  nous  sa  puissance : il  entre  en  possession  pour 
Intern lt6  et  de  nos  corps,  et  de  nos  4mes : il  consomme 
en  nous  ses  mis^ricordes  on  ses  justices,  nous  arrache  au 
monde,  4 nos  plaisirs,  4 nous  memes : et  dans  cet  6tat 
de  separation,  et  d ’humiliation  nos  volont^s  4 son  6gard 
doivent  £tre  plus  patientes  et  plus  soumises. 

FLECHIER. 

* 

1531  It  is  uncertain  when  we  die,  and  therefore  it 
becomes  all  the  more  important  how  we  die. 

MAGUIRE. 

* 


1532  Time’s  an  handbreath;  ’tis  a tale; 

’Tis  a vessel  under  sail ; 

’Tis  an  eagle  on  its  way, 

Darting  down  upon  its  prey; 

’Tis  an  arrow  in  its  flight, 

Mocking  the  pursuing  sight ; 

’Tis  a short-lived,  faded  flower, 

’Tis  a rainbow  in  a shower; 

’Tis  a momentary  ray, 

Smiling  through  a winter’s  day; 

’Tis  a torrent’s  rapid  stream; 

’Tis  a shadow,  ’tis  a dream  ; 

’Tis  the  closing  watch  of  night, 

Dying  at  the  rising  light; 

Tis  a bubble  ; ’tis  a sigh ; — 

Be  prepared,  O man,  to  die. 

QUARLES. 
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1533  To  the  Christian,  death  is  robbed  of  its  sting. 
Death  is,  in  fact,  but  the  removal  of  the  impediments  of 
the  way,  and  the  immortal  spirit  is  unclothed  of  its  mantle 
of  mortality.  The  body  is  but  a prison,  a cage,  with  its 
skeleton  bars:  and  when  the  restraints  are  removed  and 
the  bondage  is  taken  away,  the  long-imprisoned  spirit 
wings  its  flight  to  its  native  element  and  to  its  eternal 
home.  Death  to  the  Christian  is  full  of  joy  and  rejoicing. 
It  is  to  him  freedom  from  bondage,  rest  from  labour,  light 
from  darkness.  As  good  Archbishop  Leighton  said,  when 
in  his  old  age  he  congratulated  himself  on  the  prospect  of 
death,  that  he  had  his  night-cap  on,  and  rejoiced  that  it 
was  so  near  bed-time,  or  rather,  that  it  was  so  near  the 
hour  of  rising. 

MAGUIRE. 

* 

1534  Henceforth  I fly  not  death,  nor  would  prolong 
Life  much : bent  rather,  how  I may  be  quit 
Fairest  and  easiest,  of  this  cumbrous  charge; 
Which  I must  keep  till  my  appointed  day 
Of  rendering  up,  and  patiently  attend 
My  dissolution. 


I53S  Such,  such,  alas,  is  human  life:  woe  for  the  haughty 
breath ! 

To-day  in  health  and  power  ’tis  raised:  to-morrow 
stilled  in  death. 

One  voice  proclaims  our  joy  and  grief,  our  wishes, 
hopes,  and  fears; 

The  eye  that  brightly  beams  to-day,  tomorrow  dims 
with  tears. 

A few  short  years,  a few  brief  suns,  in  earthly  bowers 
we  dwell, 

Then  life  with  all  its  dreams  shall  be  but  as  that 
passing  bell. 

CARRINGTON. 
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1536  When  harvest  comes,  the  yellow  crop 
Prone  to  the  reaper's  sickle  yields ; 
And  I beneath  death's  scythe  must  drop, 
And  soon  or  late  forsake  these  fields. 

When  future  crops,  in  silent  hoards, 

Sleep  for  a while,  to  service  dead, 

Thy  emblem  this,  O grave,  affords 

The  path  to  life,  which  all  must  tread. 


1537  “If  a man  keep  my  saying,  he  shall  not  see 
death."  Although  these  words  appear  incredible  and  con- 
tradict our  daily  experience,  yet  they  are  most  true.  For 
if  any  one  seriously  meditates  upon  the  word  of  God  in 
his  heart,  believes  it,  and  in  that  faith  falls  asleep  and 
dies,  he  departs  before  he  sees  or  becomes  apprehensive 
of  death;  and  most  assuredly  he  is  saved  in  that  word 
which  he  has  believed  and  meditated  upon,  and  in  which 
he  departs. 

LUTHER,  Feb.  7,  1546.  (he  died  Feb.  18th). 

* 

1538  Sweet  prince,  the  name  of  death  was  never  terrible 
To  him  that  knew  to  live. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

♦ 

1539  Look  in  thy  soul,  and  thou  shalt  beauties  find 

Like  those  which  drowned  Narcissus  in  the  flood : 
Honour  and  pleasure  both  are  in  thy  mind, 

And  all  that  in  the  world  is  counted  good. 

And  when  thou  think'st  of  her  eternity, 

Think  not  that  death  against  her  nature  is ; 
Think  it  a birth;  and  when  thou  go'st  to  die, 

Sing  like  a swan,  as  if  thou  went'st  to  bliss. 

SIR  JOHN  DAVIES 
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1540  Hope  humbly  then:  with  trembling  pinions  soar, 
Wait  the  great  teacher  Death,  and  God  adore: 
What  future  bliss,  He  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast ; 

Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be  blest: 

The  soul,  uneasy  and  confined  from  home, 

Rests  and  expatiates  in  a life  to  come. 


1541  Life  ebbs  apace.  The  day  is  far  spent  to  many 
of  us.  The  night  is  at  hand  when  the  sad  licence  may  be 
allowed  to  us  in  that  severe  permission:  Sleep  on  now 
and  take  your  rest ; your  sun  is  set  to  rise  no  more. 
Death’s  scythed  triumphal  car  drives  on  rapidly  and  mows 
down  all  that  stand  in  the  way.  It  is  computed  by  the 
ingenious  in  calculation,  that  on  the  surface  of  the  globe 
more  than  fifty  thousand  mortals,  men,  women,  and  children, 
die  every  night.  How  soon  may  any  one  of  us  make  an 
unit  in  the  thousands  that  every  hour  go  down  into  the  pit 
and  are  no  more  seen. 

VICESIMUS  KNOX,  D.D. 

* 

1542  Not  a moment  flies 
But  puts  its  sickle  in  the  fields  of  life, 

And  mows  its  thousands  with  their  joys  and  cares. 

H.  KIRKE  WHITE. 

* 

1543  I every  day  expect  an  embassage 

From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence. 

SHAKESPEARE  King  Henry  6,  Part  2nd. 

* 

1544  Death  remembered  should  be  like  a mirror 
Who  tells  us,  Life’s  but  breath. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Pericles. 

HH2 
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1545  But  stranger  than  all  that  man  should  die, 

When  his  plans  are  formed  and  his  hopes  are  high  : 
He  walks  forth  a lord  of  the  earth  to-day, 

And  the  morrow  beholds  him  part  of  its  clay: 
He  is  born  in  sorrow,  and  cradled  in  pain, 

And  from  youth  to  age  it  is  labour  in  vain : 

And  all  that  seventy  years  can  show, 

Is  that  wealth  is  trouble,  and  wisdom  is  woe. 

JAMES  HALL. 

* 

1546  After  living  the  few  days  of  our  pilgrimage 
awake  to  God,  awake  to  Christ,  awake  to  the  blessed  in- 
fluences of  the  Holy  Ghost,  your  body  indeed  shall  lie 
down  and  pay  that  debt  to  nature  which  we  must  all  pay : 
yet  your  soul  shall  separate  from  it  (though  not  without 
a pang,  yet)  full  of  hope.  Old  age  or  disease  or  accidents 
will  indeed  bring  your  poor  frail  perishing  flesh  (for  such 
is  that  of  the  strongest,  the  youngest,  the  most  beautiful 
of  us  all)  to  the  grave ; your  bones  must  lie  down  in  the 
dust  from  which  they  v/ere  taken,  and  the  mourners  shall 
go  about  the  streets : but  let  them  not  mourn  without 
hope.  Thy  flesh  shall  rest  in  hope ; peaceful  shalt  thou 
sleep  till  the  morning  of  the  resurrection,  when  the  trumpet 
shall  sound,  and  a voice  shall  be  heard  sweeter  than  the 
sweetest  music  to  the  reviving  ear,  41  Awake,  awake,  thou 
that  sleepest,  and  arise  from  the  dead,  and  I will  give  thee 
light,  life,  glory,  and  immortality.” 


1547  Lets  not  deceive  ourselves,  but  know 
That  all  life’s  passing  joys  are  mortal 
And  fade  or  fly; 

While  the  eternal  pang  of  woe 
Beyond  the  dark  grave’s  gloomy  portal 
Can  never  die. 


MANRIQUE. 
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1548  Come,  gentle  Death!  come  silently, 

And  sound  no  knell,  no  warning  give, 

Lest  the  sweet  bliss  of  welcoming  thee 
Should  rouse  my  wearied  soul  to  live. 

COMMENDADOR  ESCRIBA.  1511. 

* 

1549  Unfading  hope,  when  life's  last  embers  burn, 

When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return, 
Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hour! 

O then  thy  kingdom  comes,  immortal  Power! 
What  though  each  spark  of  earth-born  rapture  fly, 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  cheek,  and  closing  eye, 
Bright  to  the  soul  thy  seraph  hands  convey 

The  morning  dream  of  life’s  eternal  day ; 

Then,  then  the  triumph  and  the  trance  begin, 

And  all  the  Phoenix  spirit  burns  within. 

CAMPBELL. 

* 

155°  I go,  and  long  desired  have  to  go, 

I go  with  gladness  to  my  wished  rest ; 

Whereas  no  world’s  sad  care  nor  wasting  woe 
May  come,  their  happy  quiet  to  molest ; 

But  saints  and  angels  in  celestial  thrones 
Eternally  Him  praise  that  hath  them  blest: 
There  shall  I be  amongst  those  blessed  ones. 

SPENCER 


[551  With  honest  heart  go  on  your  way, 
Down  to  your  burial  sod, 

And  never  for  a moment  stray 
Beyond  the  path  of  God. 


Then,  like  a happy  pilgrim  here, 

O’er  pleasant  meadows  going, 

You’ll  reach  the  bank  without  a fear 
Where  death’s  chill  stream  is  flowing. 

HOLTY 
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1552  O sweet  and  strange  it  seems  to  me,  that  e’er  this 
day  is  done 

The  voice,  that  now  is  speaking,  may  be  beyond  the 
sun — 

For  ever  and  for  ever  with  those  just  souls  and  true — 

And  what  is  life,  that  we  should  moan  ? why  make 
we  such  ado? 

For  ever  and  for  ever,  all  in  a blessed  home — 

And  there  to  wait  a little  while  till  you  and  Effie 
come — 

To  lie  within  the  light  of  God,  as  I lie  upon  your 
breast — 

And  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the 
weary  are  at  rest. 


1553  But  can  it  be  (while  flowers 

Revive  again) 

Man’s  doom,  in  death  that  we  and  ours 
For  aye  remain  ? 

It  cannot  be : for  were  it  so 
Thus  man  could  die, 

Life  were  a mockery,  thought  were  woe, 
And  truth  a lie : 

Heaven  were  a coinage  of  the  brain, 
Religion  frenzy,  virtue  vain. 


1554  I glory  in  dying,  and  have  no  grief  but  in  leaving 
you,  Katharine:  we  have  lived  happy,  and  we  have  lived 
long ; we  have  been  ever  together,  but  we  shall  be  divided 
soon.  Why  should  I fear  death  ? Nor  do  I fear  it.  I 
have  endeavoured  to  live  as  Christ  commands,  and  have 
sought  to  worship  God  truly,  in  my  own  house,  when  I 
was  not  seen  of  men. 


BLAKE,  Artist. 
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1 555  We  only  die  because  death  is  the  most  suitable 
portal  by  which  we  can  enter  heaven. 


REV.  R.  W.  HAMILTON. 


1556  Let’s  waste  no  words,  for  calm  and  still 
I wait,  obey:  no  idle  speech 
Submission  needs ; 

For  that  which  is  my  Maker’s  will 
Shall  be  my  will,  whate’er  it  teach, 
Where’er  it  leads. 

I’m  ready  now  to  die;  I give 
My  soul  to  heaven  resignedly, 

To  death’s  great  change: 

For  to  desire  and  long  to  live, 

When  God  desires  that  we  shall  die, 
Were  folly  strange. 


MANRIQUE. 


1557  For  death  is  life:  and  death  supplies 

A bed  for  slumbering  tranquilly, 

And  in  good  cause  thy  comfort  lies, 

And  that  shall  cheer  and  comfort  thee. 

LOPE  DE  SOSA.  15M. 

* 

1558  May  we  strive  by  prayer  now,  now  ere  the  silver 
cord  be  loosed  or  the  golden  bowl  be  broken,  that  we  may 
be  made  conformable  to  Christ  in  His  death : and  then, 
when  we  touch  the  margin  line  of  eternity,  the  soul  shall 
spring  upward  elastic  with  life,  and  He  who  has  lived  to 
sustain  it  in  its  pilgrimage,  shall  prove  that  He  also  lives 
to  gladden  it  in  its  immortality. 

REV.  H.  MELVILL. 

* 

1559  Whoever  can  die  easily,  may  live  easily. 

SIR  W.  TEMPLE. 
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1560  44  Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I will  give 
thee  a crown  of  life/'  Words  like  these,  my  brethren, 
shall  make  the  miseries  of  life  supportable,  and  the  pros- 
pects of  death  sweet  and  delightful. 


REV.  J.  LIEFCHILD. 


1561  When  we  coolly  weigh  matters,  and  reflect  what 
is  that  possession  that  will  cheer  us  at  death,  and  weave 
a wreath  of  smiles  around  our  closing  lips ; what  is  it,  think 
ye,  that  will  infuse  into  the  parting  soul  the  intensest  joys 
on  the  last  sick  bed  ? Is  it,  think  ye,  the  renown  our 
literary  or  warlike  efforts  have  achieved  ? Is  it  the  gold 
that  glistens  in  the  overflowing  coffer  ? Oh  no ! it  is  the 
sure  hope  of  acceptance  with  God  ; it  is  our  faith  in  Jesus, 
which  has  worked  by  love,  and  overcome  the  world,  and 
purified  the  heart;  it  is  the  conviction  that  our  name  is 
registered  in  heaven,  arising  from  our  nature  waked  into 
kindredship  with  heaven ; it  is  the  well-grounded  conviction 
that  Christ  is  ours,  and  we  are  Christ’s. 

REV.  J.  CUMMING. 


1562  But  whatsoe’er  hath  been  begun,  must  end. 

Death  (haply  that  our  willingness  doth  see) 
With  brandish’d  dart  doth  make  the  passage  free, 
And  timeless  doth  our  souls  to  Pluto  send. 

KYD 


1563  The  godly  man  is  full  of  comfort  in  his  death, 
because  he  was  full  of  heaven  in  his  life. 

ANON. 


1564  Death  gives  eternity  a glorious  breath. 

Oh,  to  die  honoured,  who  would  fear  to  die  ? 
They  die  in  fear  who  live  in  villainy. 

WEBSTER. 
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1565  Who  shall  make  a covenant  with  death,  and  so 
enter  into  a covenant  with  the  grave,  that  when  he  has  laid 
up  much  goods  for  many  years,  and  is  saying  to  his  soul, 
“ Eat,  drink,  and  be  merry/’  he  shall  be  secured  against 
the  sudden  and  startling  summons,  “ Thou  fool,  this  night 
shall  thy  soul  be  required  of  thee”?  Who  shall  ensure 
that  when  the  body  is  resplendent  with  the  garniture  of 
luxury,  the  gold  will  not  become  dim,  and  the  fine  gold 
changed ; that  joyfulness  of  spirit  will  not  be  turned  into 
heaviness,  and  the  summer  friends  of  prosperity  be  scattered 
in  a moment,  and  the  daughters  of  music  be  brought  low 
by  the  alarm  of  sudden  death  ? At  last  the  end  must 
come,  when  the  dust  shall  return  to  the  earth  as  it  was, 
and  the  spirit  return  unto  God  that  gave  it.  On  every 
sepulchral  stone,  on  every  monumental  tablet,  are  inscribed 
the  words  of  the  preacher:  “Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is 
vanity.” 

REV.  THOS.  DALE. 

* 

1566  What  has  been  the  history  of  all  ages,  but  a 
history  of  the  exploits  and  desolations  of  death  ? In  every 
part  of  the  habitable  globe  we  may  learn  by  transpiring 
events,  that  death  is  the  allotment  of  man ; death  reigns 
over  every  region  of  the  world ; a century  depopulates  the 
globe,  and,  with  a few  rare  exceptions,  plunders  every 
habitation  of  man.  One  generation  passeth  away  and 
another  cometh,  and  this  ingress  and  egress  has  been  the 
characteristic  of  all  generations.  All  earthly  travellers 
meet  in  the  house  appointed  for  all  living,  and  dust  to  dust 
concludes  the  noblest  song. 


1567  How  difficult  a thing  is  it  to  realize  the  idea  of 
our  own  death.  Nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  we 
must  die,  yet  we  secretly  feel  as  if  we  should  not  taste 
death. 

C.  F.  FAVELL,  M D 
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1568  Death  is  that  which  baffles  all  calculation  ; death 
is  that  which  mocks  all  prognosis ; death  is  that  which 
ridicules  all  our  reckoning.  The  conclusions  of  the  moralist 
and  of  the  physician  are  alike  at  fault  here : we  say,  such 
a man  is  likely  to  live,  and  such  a man  is  likely  to  die ; 
and  death  mocks  all  our  notions,  and  takes  the  man  we 
thought  likely  to  live,  and  leaves  the  man  we  thought 
likely  to  die.  It  is  “ a land  without  any  order/’ 

REV.  J.  B.  BEAUMONT. 

* 


1569  When  the  end  of  our  pilgrimage  is  come,  we 
shall  go  and  stand  by  the  side  of  the  rolling  Jordan,  not 
terrified  nor  shrinking  back,  as  we  behold  it  bear  upon  its 
flood  the  wrecks  of  departed  beauty  and  departed  power ; 
for  we  shall  find  the  ark  of  the  covenant  there,  and  the 
glory  of  the  Shekinah  there : and  no  sooner  shall  the  foot 
touch  the  stream  than  the  waters,  as  by  magic  power,  shall 
cleave  asunder,  and  will  permit  us  to  pass  dryshod  through 
the  deep,  exclaiming  in  triumphant  language,  “O  death, 
where  is  thy  sting  ? O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? The 
sting  of  death  is  sin,  and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law. 
But  thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.”  And  so,  to  use  the  language  of 
Bunyan,  we  may  anticipate  that  “all  the  trumpets  shall 
sound  for  us  from  the  other  side.” 


* 


REV.  J.  PARSONS. 


1570  Although  the  day  of  our  death  be  uncertain,  yet, 
because  all  our  days  be  few,  our  first  is  no  sooner  come 
but  we  are  sure  and  certain  that  the  last  draweth  near. 
Wherefore  it  behoveth  us  continually  to  watch,  to  look 
for  our  end,  and  to  put  ourselves  in  a readiness  for  it. 

ARCHBISHOP  SANDYS. 

* 

1571  We  feel  death  but  once  : he  who  fears  death  dies 
every  time  he  thinks  of  it. 

STAN ISLAUS.  King  0/  Poland. 
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1572  Delay  not,  sinner,  till  the  hour  of  pain 
To  seek  repentance:  pain  is  absolute, 

Exacting  all  the  body  and  the  brain, 

Humanity’s  stern  king  from  head  to  foot. 

How  canst  thou  pray  while  fevered  arrows  shoot 
Through  this  torn  targe  ? while  every  bone  doth  ache, 
And  the  scared  mind  raves  up  and  down  her  cell 
Restless,  and  begging  rest  for  mercy’s  sake  ? 

Add  not  to  death  the  bitter  fears  of  hell; 

Take  pity  on  thy  future  self,  poor  man, 

While  yet  in  strength  thy  timely  wisdom  can : 
Wrestle  to-day  with  sin ; and  spare  that  strife 
Of  meeting  all  its  terrors  in  the  van, 

Just  at  the  ebbing  agony  of  life. 

MARTIN  A.  TUPPER. 

* 

1573  And  these  heavenly  contentments  have  so  taken 
him  up,  that  now  he  looks  down  displeasedly  upon  the 
earth,  as  the  region  of  his  sorrows  and  banishment : yet 
joying  more  in  hope  than  troubled  with  a sense  of  evils, 
he  holds  it  no  great  matter  to  live,  and  his  greatest  business 
is  to  die,  and  is  so  well  acquainted  with  his  last  guest,  that 
he  fears  no  unkindness  from  him:  neither  makes  he  any 
other  of  dying  than  of  walking  home  when  he  is  abroad, 
or  of  going  to  bed  when  he  is  weary  of  the  day.  He  is 
well  provided  for  both  worlds,  and  is  sure  of  peace  here, 
of  glory  hereafter,  and  therefore  hath  a light  heart  and 
a cheerful  face.  All  his  fellow-creatures  rejoice  to  serve 
him;  the  angels  love  to  observe  him;  God  Himself  takes 
pleasure  to  converse  with  him,  and  hath  sainted  him  afore 
his  death,  and  in  his  death  crowned  higi. 

BISHOP  HALL,  f Tfu  Happy  Man  J 

* 

1574  A man  may  be  content  to  live  while  he  is  no 
trouble  to  himself  or  his  friends:  but  after  that,  ’tis  hard 
if  he  be  not  content  to  die. 

SIR  W.  TEMPLE. 
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1575  When  death  approaches,  what  must  be  the  views 
and  feelings  of  him  who  walks  only  by  sight  ? Can  any 
human  power,  in  which  he  has  hitherto  confided,  arrest  the 
march  of  this  resistless  foe  ? Can  those  worldly  principles 
and  hopes,  on  which  he  has  rested,  remove  the  apprehen- 
sions which  the  approach  of  death  inspires?  Can  any 
earthly  consolations  alleviate  the  pangs  of  dying — any 
human  arm  conduct  in  safety  through  the  dark  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death  ? How  terrible  to  be  left  in  this 
last  conflict  to  the  darkness,  the  doubts,  and  the  weakness 
of  human  reason ! how  terrible  to  encounter,  in  this  awful 
moment,  the  apprehensions  and  pangs  of  a guilty  con- 
science, pointing  to  the  tribunal  of  an  offended  Judge,  to 
the  woes  of  eternity,  and  there  is  no  refuge. 

This  refuge  is  enjoyed  only  by  him  who  lives  by  faith. 
His  is  that  inspiring  promise  of  the  Redeemer,  He  that 
believeth  in  Me  shall  never  die.  United  to  that  Saviour, 
whom  in  holy  faith  he  has  served,  the  believer  commends 
to  his  divine  Lord  his  departing  spirit ; he  who  holds  the 
keys  of  death  and  hell  is  with  him  to  redeem  him  from 
death,  to  ransom  him  from  the  power  of  the  grave.  In 
this  last  conflict  he  is  supported  by  the  grace  of  his  divine 
Lord,  and  he  passes  through  the  grave  and  gate  of  death 
to  a joyful  resurrection. 

BISHOP  HOBART. 

* 


1576  What  art  thou  then,  O human  life?  The  path 
art  thou,  and  not  the  life  of  mortals ; beginning  from  sin, 
and  leading  even  unto  death.  For  thou  shouldst  have 
been  true  had  not  the  sin  of  the  first  transgression  broken 
in  on  thee ; and  th$n  thou  becamest  vain  and  mortal,  for 
all  that  travel  by  thee  thou  dost  allot  to  death.  The  path 
to  life  art  thou,  and  not  life  itself.  A true  path  indeed  art 
thou,  but  not  a plain  one : to  some  short,  to  others  long  ; 
to  some  broad,  to  others  narrow  ; to  some  joyous,  to  others 
sad ; to  all  alike  quick,  passing,  and  irrevocable. 

COLUMBANUS  (Irish  Saint*. 
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1577  Being  of  yesterday,  to-morrow 

Thy  course  may  be  to  shores  unknown : 

Look  not  on  partners  in  life’s  sorrows 
So  coldly  down. 

Does  glittering  wealth  thy  soul  elate 
With  thoughts  of  earthly  glory  born  ? 

In  the  dull  grave  all  empty  state 
From  thee  is  torn. 

Or  birth,  or  rank,  or  beauty’s  dower, 

The  pride  of  life,  the  pomp,  the  show, 

All  meteors  of  the  passing  hour 
To  death  they  bow. 

MRS.  H.  w.  RICHTER. 

* 

1578  Be  it  our  part  to  regard  death  under  that  aspect 
of  truth  which  the  Holy  Spirit  hath  revealed.  We  know 
that  life,  the  life  of  a Christian,  is  a continual  sacrifice 
rendered  complete  only  by  death:  we  know  that  Jesus, 
on  coming  into  the  world,  regarded  and  offered  Himself 
to  God  as  an  offering  and  a victim  for  the  sacrifice ; that 
His  birth,  His  earthly  existence,  His  death,  His  resurrec- 
tion, His  ascension,  and  His  presence  in  the  Eucharist,  His 
eternal  session  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Most  High,  are 
all  one  and  the  same  great  sacrifice;  and  therefore  we 
know  that  what  has  been  accomplished  in  Christ  must  be 
accomplished  also  in  all  His  members.  Let  us  then  never 
reflect  upon  death  without  connecting  it  with  Christ : apart 
from  Him  it  is  all  terror  and  dread,  the  object  of  our 
detestation,  the  horror  of  nature.  Viewed  in  Jesus,  it  is  the 
entire  reverse  of  all  this ; it  is  gracious,  holy,  the  comfort 
and  joy  of  the  saints. 


1579  It  is  not  in  the  power  of  death  to  hurt  a soul 
devoted  to  God  and  united  to  the  great  Redeemer. 

BISHOP  BURGESS. 
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1580  To  the  intent  that  the  feebleness  of  our  nature, 
which  quaketh  at  death  as  at  a thing  terrible,  may  shew 
Christian  patience,  we  must  cleave  unto  Jesus  Christ  with 
true  faith,  which  shall  warm  our  hearts  to  have  a love  and 
desire  after  the  heavenly  glory  and  everlasting  salvation ; 
yea,  rather  to  lose  a hundred  bodies,  if  it  were  possible, 
than  to  be  destitute  of  the  holy  Gospel,  whereby  we  are 
assured  of  deliverance  from  sin,  death,  and  hell,  by  means 
of  the  blood-shedding  of  Jesus  Christ. 

BISHOP  COVERDALE. 

* 

1581  To  an  end  my  days  are  hasting 

As  a tale  that’s  told  each  one; 

Each  away  is  hourly  wasting, 

Like  the  rapid  gale  ’tis  gone. 

O how  swiftly 

Life’s  few  moments  hurry  on ! 

Banish  therefore,  mighty  Saviour, 

From  my  heart  death’s  dread  array ; 

Grant,  O grant  Thy  peace  and  favour, 

Ere  I quit  this  house  of  clay; 

Let  not  Jordan’s 
Swelling  tide  my  soul  dismay. 

WELSH  HYMN.  WILLIAMS. 

* 

1582  The  flight  of  time,  the  ravages  of  decay,  and  the 
messengers  of  mortality  are  ever  breaking  our  slumber 
and  proclaiming  our  insecurity.  They  call  upon  each  one 
to  tell  his  fellow-man  that  we  are  all  entering  the  portals 
of  our  own  tomb : “ As  the  Lord  liveth,  and  as  thy  soul 
liveth,  there  is  but  a step  between  me  and  death.” 

A.  R.  SANDERSON,  M.D. 

* 

1583  A thinking  man  can  never  live  well  unless  con- 
tent to  die. 

SIR  W.  TEMPLE 
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1584  Now  thou  art  near  thy  journey’s  end; 

A few  more  hours  thy  labour’s  done; 
O tarry  not;  ere  long  thou ’It  find 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won: 
Christian,  thy  prospects  then  are  bright, 
At  evening-time  it  shall  be  light. 

Dread  not  the  valley  thou  must  pass; 

Fear  not,  the  conflict  soon  is  o’er; 
Trust  Him,  He’s  faithful  to  the  last, 
He’ll  lead  thee  to  the  happy  shore; 
And  thou  shalt  find,  O welcome  sight, 
At  evening-time  it  will  be  light. 


F.  TURNER. 


1585  And  when  the  last,  the  deepest  shades  are  closing, 
When  life  is  ebbing  fast,  and  death  is  near, 

O what  sweet  strains,  to  one  on  Christ  reposing, 
Pour  o’er  the  soul  to  comfort  and  to  cheer. 

Silent  and  deep,  e’en  as  the  glorious  river 

Which  maketh  glad  the  dwelling-place  on  high, 
The  melody  is  heard  once  and  for  ever, 

It  mingles  with  the  chorus  of  the  sky. 

M.  A.  STODART. 


1586  My  life’s  best  remnant  all  be  Thine; 

And  when  Thy  sure  decree 
Bids  me  this  fleeting  breath  resign, 

O speed  my  soul  to  Thee! 

BISHOP  MIDDLETON. 


1587  We  are  dying  creatures  surrounded  with  death, 
whose  business  is  first  to  mourn  for  others,  and  then  to  be 
mourned  for  ourselves. 

REV.  J.  CHANDLER. 
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1588  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die;  there  is 
no  escaping  it ; but  then  thank  God  it  is  but  once : over 
every  child  in  Christ’s  redeemed  and  pardoned  family  the 
second  death  hath  no  power ; once  pass  the  narrow  valley, 
and  it  shall  open  into  a wide  expanse  of  never-ending 
glory.  Fear  not  then  the  approach  of  man’s  last  enemy; 
but  O see  that  you  be  ready  for  him ; see  that  you  have 
not  to  conflict  with  him  alone : none  but  Christ,  none  but 
Christ  can  help  you  then ; without  Him  the  best  spent  life 
will  make  a shield  that  will  drop  into  powder  before  the 
assault.  You  must  be  clothed  with  celestial  armour  to 
meet  uninjured  the  unearthly  attack;  you  must  be  one 
with  Christ  and  Christ  with  you,  to  pass  unharmed  through 
the  dark  valley,  to  stem  the  swellings  of  Jordan,  to  enter 
within  the  gates  into  the  city.  But  if  you  are  thus  one 
with  Christ,  though  you  may  be  the  weakest  man,  or  the 
most  timid  woman,  or  the  feeblest  child,  you  shall  be  made 
more  than  conqueror  over  Satan,  sin,  and  death,  and  over 
every  enemy  between  time  and  eternity. 

BLUNT.  Life  0/ ElisJka. 

4* 

1589  Men  must  endure 

Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripeness  is  all. 

SHAKESPEARE.  Lear. 

* 

1590  We  must  never  regard  death  as  the  capricious 
mandate  of  an  imperious  sovereignty,  but  rather  as  an 
expedient  rendered  necessary  by  the  fall  of  man,  and  by 
the  entire  degeneracy  of  his  nature. 

KERN. 

* 

1591  My  dear  friend,  I feel  the  sting  of  a speedy 
dissolution.  I have  been  at  war  with  the  grave  for  some 
time,  and  find  it  is  not  so  easy  to  vanquish  as  I imagined  ; 
we  can  find  an  asylum  from  every  creditor  but  that. 

THOS.  CHATTERTON.  From  his  Life , by  DLc. 
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1592  In  life’s  last  years,  when  weary,  worn,  and  weak, 

The  body  fails  us,  and  the  sight  grows  dim, 

An  angel-friend  stands  ever  nigh,  to  speak 

Peace  to  the  soul,  strength  to  the  tottering  limb. 

In  dying  hour,  when  the  closed  eye  discerns 
No  brother’s  form,  the  ear  no  pastor's  voice, 

To  angel-brethren  then  the  spirit  turns, 

And  smiles  in  rapture  as  they  sing,  Rejoice. 

Forth  goes  the  spirit  in  lone  widowed  state ; 

An  angel-escort  bears  it  to  the  skies, 

To  join  the  countless  company  who  wait 
The  mouldering  body’s  summons  to  arise. 

That  body,  laid  in  earth’s  cold  narrow  bed, 

To  angels’  faithful  guardianship  is  given, 

To  tend  the  scattered  dust,  that  soon  shall  tread 
In  glorious  form  the  crystal  floor  of  heaven. 

REV.  J.  A.  FENTON. 

4* 

1593  When  by  thy  fevered  bed 
Thou  seest  the  dark-winged  angel  take  his  stand 

Who  soon  shall  lay  thy  body  with  the  dead, 

And  bear  thy  spirit  to  the  spirits’  land: 

Fear  not!  the  Cross  sustains  thee,  and  its  aid 
In  that  last  trial  shall  thy  succour  bring: 

Go  fearless  through  the  dark,  the  untried  shade, 

For  sin  is  vanquished,  and  death  hath  no  sting. 

Conquer  in  this.  Strong  in  thy  Saviour’s  might, 
When  bursts  the  morning  of  a brighter  day, 

Rise,  Christian  victor  in  the  glorious  fight, 

Arise  rejoicing  from  thy  cell  of  clay. 

The  Cross  which  led  thee  scatheless  through  the  gloom 
Shall  in  that  hour  heaven’s  royal  banner  be ; 
Thou  hast  o’ercome  the  world,  the  flesh,  the  tomb, 
Triumph  in  Him  who  died  and  rose  for  thee. 

LADY  FLORA  HASTINGS. 

I I 
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1594  The  case  of  a death-bed  repentance  is  like  that 
of  the  rebel  who  has  been  for  years  in  arms  against  his 
lawful  king,  but  at  last  is  overcome  and  forced  to  yield,  and 
who  then  comes  before  his  sovereign  with  terms  like  these : 
I have  despised  thee  all  my  life ; I have  rejected  alike  thy 
commands  to  obedience,  and  thy  offers  of  pardon : but 
I can  contend  no  longer;  the  arms  are  wrested  from  my 
hands,  and  now  I ask  thy  clemency : that  thou  wouldst 
treat  me  as  the  most  loyal  of  thy  subjects,  take  me  to  thy 
right  hand,  and  give  me  to  sit  with  thee  on  thy  throne. 
Such  is  the  repentance  of  a last  illness,  of  a death-bed. 
How  does  it  approve  itself  to  your  reason  ? 

ARCHBISHOP  SUMNER. 

* 

1 595  There  is  an  hour,  an  awful  hour, 

When  sinners  yield  their  breath 

To  Him  who  hath  almighty  power, 

And  ruleth  life  and  death. 

There  is  a time,  a heaven-born  time, 

When  saints  depart  in  peace; 

Redeemed  and  washed  from  every  crime, 

And  all  their  troubles  cease. 

Which,  which  of  these  shall  be  my  fate, 

When  death  surprises  me  ? 

Shall  I attain  to  saints’  estate, 

Or  dwell  in  misery  ? 

O hear  me,  Father,  when  I pray 
In  my  distress  to  Thee: 

In  death,  and  at  the  judgment-day, 

Good  Lord,  deliver  me. 

ANON. 

1596  I feel  I am  going  very  gradually — I shall  not 
long  be  here : but  I have  been  used  to  consider  my  latter 
end,  and  am  not  now  disturbed  at  its  approach. 

MACLAINE. 
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159 7 Forget  not  your  own  mortality:  put  not  the 
thought  far  off  from  you,  nor  strive  to  evade  it,  but  let 
each  one  make  it  the  subject  of  calm  and  serious  con- 
templation ; for  in  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death. 

REV.  THOS.  FAREBROTHER. 

* 

1598  The  mercy  of  Jehovah  in  His  Messiah  is  ever- 
lasting, and  of  that  everlasting  mercy,  man,  poor  frail  man, 
is  the  object.  It  extendeth  to  all  generations  of  the 
faithful  servants  of  God.  Death  shall  not  deprive  them  of 
its  benefits,  nor  shall  the  grave  hide  them  from  the  efficacious 
influence  of  its  all-enlivening  beams,  which  shall  pierce 
even  into  those  regions  of  desolation,  and  awaken  the 
sleepers  of  six  thousand  years.  Man  must  pay  to  justice 
the  temporal  penalty  of  his  sins;  but  mercy  shall  raise 
him  again  to  receive  the  eternal  reward,  purchased  by  his 
Saviour's  righteousness. 

BISHOP  HORNE. 

* 

1599  Death  is  not  easily  to  be  conquered,  nor  hell 
heedlessly  to  be  escaped.  The  one  is  yawning  at  our 
feet ; its  snares  are  spread  on  the  right  hand  and  on  the 
left,  while  the  other  is  perpetually  crossing  our  path, 
smiting  down  its  unconscious  and  unsuspecting  victims, 
and  peopling  with  unrepenting  millions  the  realms  of  its 
merciless  neighbour  and  ally.  If  it  be  worldly  wisdom  not 
to  think  of  death  until  the  apparition  bursts  upon  us  in 
unexpected  hideousness,  then  not  only  is  worldly  wisdom 
foolishness  with  God,  but  it  is  madness  downright,  doting 
madness,  in  the  man  who  holds  it. 

BISHOP  SPENCER,  Bishop  of  Newfoundland 


1600  Nor  labour  I my  vain  life  to  assure; 

But  so  to  die,  as  dying  I may  live, 

And  leaving  off  this  earthly  tomb  of  mine, 
Ascend  to  heaven  upon  my  winged  deeds. 
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1601  What  is  it  that  can  make  us  startle  and  shrink 
at  the  thought  of  death  ? The  mighty  and  the  rich  of  this 
world  may  tremble,  but  what  is  the  sting  of  death  to  those 
whose  life  has  been  altogether  misery,  or  what  power  has 
the  grave  over  the  unhappy?  Is  it  not  rather  a refuge 
from  violence  and  oppression,  and  a retreat  from  insolence 
and  contempt  ? Is  it  not  a protection  to  the  defenceless, 
and  a security  to  him  who  had  no  place  to  flee  unto? 
Surely  in  death  there  is  safety,  and  in  the  grave  there  is 
peace : this  wipes  off  the  sweat  of  the  poor  labouring  man, 
and  takes  the  load  from  the  bended  back  of  the  weary 
traveller ; this  dries  up  the  tears  of  the  disconsolate,  and 
makes  the  heart  of  the  sorrowful  to  forget  its  throbbing ; 
’tis  this  eases  the  agonies  of  the  diseased,  and  giveth  a 
medicine  to  the  hopeless  incurable ; this  discharges  the 
naked  and  hungry  insolvent,  and  releases  him  from  his 
confinement ; ’tis  this  that  rescues  the  slave  from  his  heavy 
taskmaster,  and  frees  the  prisoner  from  the  cruelties  of 
him  who  cannot  pity ; this  silences  the  clamours  of  the 
defamer,  and  hushes  the  virulence  of  the  whisperer.  The 
infirmities  of  age,  and  the  unweariness  of  youth,  the 
blemishes  of  the  deformed,  the  frenzies  of  the  lunatic,  and 
the  weaknesses  of  the  idiot,  are  here  all  buried  together, 
and  who  shall  see  them  ? Let  the  men  of  gaiety  and 
laughter  be  terrified  with  the  scenes  of  their  departure, 
because  their  pleasure  is  no  more;  but  let  the  sons  of 
wretchedness  and  affliction  smile  and  be  comforted,  for 
their  deliverance  draweth  nigh,  and  their  pain  ceaseth. 

VINCENT  BOURNE. 

* 

1602  Great  Carthage  low  in  ashes  cold  doth  lie, 

Her  ruins  poor  the  herbs  in  height  scant  pass; 
So  cities  fall,  so  perish  kingdoms  high, 

Their  pride  and  pomp  lie  hid  in  sand  and  grass : 
Then  why  should  mortal  man  repine  to  die  ? 

TASSO.  Fairfax's  Translation. 
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1603  It  is  the  greatest  triumph  of  faith  over  nature 
when  we  can  6ee  hope  even  illuminate  the  grave  and 
calmly  acquiesce  in  the  solemn  decree  that  the  tomb  shall 
speedily  close  between  us,  and  all  we  have  ever  yet  seen 
or  known,  confidently  believing  that  an  admission  has 
been  obtained  for  us,  undeserving  as  we  are,  into  a brighter 
and  better  wrorld,  a new  heaven  and  a new  earth,  wherein 
dwelleth  righteousness. 

MISS  CATHARINE  SINCLAIR. 

* 

1 604  May  we  constantly  bear  it  in  mind,  that  to  whatever 
state  death  shall  introduce  us,  in  that  same  state  eternity 
will  assuredly  keep  and  retain  us.  May  it  then  be  the 
fervent  prayer  of  our  hearts,  constantly  presented  at  the 
throne  of  grace,  that  in  the  day  of  life  we  may  be  united 
to  Christ  as  our  Saviour,  then  in  the  night  of  death  He 
will  still  be  with  us,  and  through  the  endless  ages  of 
eternity  we  shall  not  be  divided. 


1605  Men  may  brave  death  on  a field  of  battle ; and 
others,  who  have  no  suspicion  of  what  is  coming  after 
death,  may,  under  the  influence  of  vanity,  mount  the  funeral 
pile  with  affected  or  even  real  calmness : but  among  those 
who  have  been  brought  up  to  know  that  there  is  a hell, 
and  how  many  go  to  it,  most  must  shrink  from  the  gradual 
and  silent  approaches  of  death.  But  those  who  are  taught 
to  rest  on  the  word  of  Scripture,  are  strengthened  to  bear 
the  shock  of  his  expected  approach,  because  they  read  that 
Christ  came  to  deliver  us  from  the  bondage  of  the  fear  of 
death.  We  have  thereby  rest  from  the  uncertainty  of 
conjecture,  from  the  accusations  of  conscience,  the  turbu- 
lence of  passion,  and  the  fear  of  death.  This  is  the  heritage 
of  the  servants  of  the  Lord,  and  this  the  rest  which  Christ 
imparts. 

REV  HENRY  MARTYN,  Missionary 
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1606  The  natural  course  of  variations  in  the  creature 
illustrates  the  nature  of  the  resurrection.  In  every  four- 
and-twenty  hours  there  is  a revolution  amounting  to  a 
resurrection.  The  day  dies  into  night,  and  is  buried  in 
silence  and  in  darkness;  in  the  next  morning  it  reviveth, 
opening  the  grave  of  darkness,  rising  from  the  dead  of 
night ; this  is  a diurnal  resurrection : as  the  day  dies  into 
night,  so  doth  the  summer  into  winter ; this  is  the  annual 
resurrection.  The  corn  is  buried  in  the  ground  in  order 
that  it  may  corrupt,  and  being  corrupted,  may  revive  and 
multiply.  Thus  all  things  are  repaired  by  corrupting,  and 
revive  by  dying:  and  shall  man,  the  lord  of  all  these 
things,  be  detained  in  death  so  as  never  to  live  again  ? 

BISHOP  PEARSON. 


1607  Then  murmur  on,  ye  wintry  winds,  remind  me  of 
my  doom : 

Ye  lengthened  nights,  still  image  forth  the  darkness 
of  the  tomb : 

Eternal  summer  lights  the  heart  where  Jesus  deigns 
to  shine  ; 

I mourn  no  loss,  I shun  no  cross,  so  Thou,  O Lord, 
art  mine. 


1608  The  weakness  of  a dying  hour  and  the  ravages 
of  disease  may  cloud  the  mind,  depress  the  spirits,  and 
disturb  the  sober  exercises  of  the  judgment.  One  thing 
however  is  evident ; it  becomes  us  to  set  our  house  in  order 
before  the  approach  of  this  trying  hour  of  death.  At  that 
time  we  should  have  nothing  to  settle  with  God.  It  is  not 
a season  to  begin  to  turn  to  Christ,  when  we  cannot  turn 
in  our  bed.  This  removal  is  a loud  call  to  us  to  trim  our 
lamps  and  wait  for  our  Lord,  that  when  He  cometh  and 
knocketh,  we  may  open  to  Him  immediately. 

GRIMSHAWE. 
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1609  There  is  a silence  deeper  still 

Than  these,  the  silence  of  the  grave, 
When  the  fond  bosom’s  every  thrill 
Finds  rest  beneath  oblivion’s  wave. 

’Tis  passion’s  end,  the  mourner’s  sob 
And  languor’s  sigh  are  heard  no  more ; 
The  flutter  of  delight,  the  throb 
Of  love,  of  hope,  and  fear  are  o’er. 

Nor  aught  that  silence  e’er  shall  break, 
Till  the  last  trumpet’s  fearful  voice 
The  tenants  of  the  earth  shall  wake 
To  tremble  or  rejoice. 


RAGG. 


1610  To  die — ’tis  but  to  pass  all  free 
From  death’s  dominion  here, 

To  burst  the  bonds  of  earth,  and  free 
From  every  mortal  fear ; 

To  plunge  within  that  gulf  untried, 
And  stand  beyond  it  glorified ! 


WELLS. 


1 61 1  Walk  in  the  light,  and  e’en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 

For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 
Walk  in  the  light,  and  there  shall  be 
A path,  though  thorny,  bright; 

For  God  by  grace  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 


B.  BARTON. 


1612  O all-pervading  Spirit!  sacred  beam! 

Parent  of  life  and  light ! eternal  Power, 

Grant  me  through  obvious  clouds  one  transient  gleam 
Of  Thy  bright  essence  in  my  dying  hour. 

BECKFORD 
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1613  There  is  a place,  a dreary  place, 

Where  darkness  spreads  its  arms  around, 
Enfolding  all  in  chill  embrace, 

And  stretching  o'er  a vasty  space 
Its  mighty  robes  in  awe  profound. 

That  place  is  silent,  dark,  and  cold, 

Nor  pride  nor  passion  liveth  there ; 

The  miser  there  forgets  his  gold, 

The  feeble  meeteth  with  the  bold, 

And  all  are  free  from  pain  and  care. 

Death  stalketh  here  with  despot  tread, 

And  roams  amid  his  dreary  hall 
With  silent  pomp  and  veiled  head, 

Through  phalanx  of  the  sleeping  dead, 

Begirt  with  darkness  for  their  pall. 

Hither  each  swift  revolving  year 

Its  countless  hosts  of  victims  brings ; 

And  here,  bewept  with  mourner’s  tear, 

Continual  comes  the  sable  bier 
To  leave  its  human  offerings. 

This  is  the  grave,  the  house  of  doom, 

The  place  of  darkness  still  and  lone; 

The  gate  of  entrance  through  the  tomb 
To  where  immortal  spirits  bloom, 

And  light  enshrines  Jehovah's  throne. 

If,  mortal,  thou  wouldst  find  the  way 
Whence  light  to  all  is  freely  given, 

With  Jesus  watch,  with  Jesus  pray, 

So  shall  thy  night  be  changed  to  day, 

And  darkness  here  be  light  in  heaven. 

FLETCHER 

* 

1614  Some  are  resigned  to  go — might  we  such  grace  attain, 
That  we  should  need  our  resignation  to  remain. 

R.  C.  TRENCH. 
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1615  To  the  Christian,  whose  mind  is  not  harrowed 
up  by  the  memory  of  unrepented  guilt,  the  calm  and  gentle 
approach  of  his  dissolution  has  nothing  in  it  terrible.  In 
that  sacred  custody,  in  which  they  that  sleep  in  Christ  will 
be  preserved,  he  sees  a rest  from  pain  and  weariness,  from 
trouble  and  distress.  Gradually  withdrawn  from  the  cares 
and  interests  of  the  world,  more  and  more  weaned  from 
the  pleasures  of  the  body,  and  feeling  the  weight  and 
pressure  of  its  infirmities,  he  may  be  brought  almost  to 
desire,  with  St.  Paul,  to  be  no  longer  absent  from  Christ, 
knowing  as  he  did,  as  he  assures  us,  that  “if  our  earthly 
house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we  have  a building 
of  God,  a house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the 
heavens.” 

PALEY. 

* 

1616  1.  Death  and  judgment  are  near  at  hand.  2. 

Though  thy  bodily  part  be  now  in  health  and  ease,  the 
dews  of  death  will  soon  sit  upon  thy  forehead.  3.  That 
which  seems  so  sweet  and  desirable  to  thee  now,  will,  if 
yielded,  become  bitterness  of  soul  to  thee  all  thy  life  after. 
4.  When  the  waters  are  come  over  thy  soul,  and  when  in 
the  midst  of  much  bodily  anguish  thou  distinguishest  the 
dim  shores  of  eternity  before  thee,  what  wouldest  thou  not 
give  to  be  lighter  by  one  sin  ? 5.  God  has  long  withheld 

His  arm ; what  if  His  forbearance  be  now  at  an  end  ? Canst 
thou  not  contemplate  these  things  with  the  eyes  of  death  ? 
Art  thou  not  a dying  man,  dying  every  day,  every  hour  ? 

H.  KIRKE  WHITE.  Self-Admonitory  Sentences . 

* 

1617  I do  not  feel  afraid  to  die,  because  Jesus  died, 
yea  rather,  rose  again,  conqueror  over  death  for  Himself 
and  His  people.  “ I know  in  whom  I have  believed,”  and 
trust  that  He  will  pass  with  me  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death. 

REV.  GEO.  WAGNER. 
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1618  “I  am  the  resurrection,”  hear  Him  saying, 

“ I am  the  life : he  who  believes  in  Me 
Shall  never  die : the  souls  My  call  obeying, 
Soon,  where  I am,  for  evermore  shall  be.” 

Sing  Hallelujah ! light  from  heaven  appearing, 
The  mystery  of  life  and  death  is  plain : 

Now  to  the  grave  we  can  descend  unfearing, 

In  sure  and  certain  hope  to  rise  again. 

UNBEKANNTES 


1619  Our  life  below,  until  the  journey  close, 

Is  often  stormy  and  beset  with  foes : 

Lord,  in  the  shadow  of  Thy  peace  give  rest 
When  we  are  most  opprest. 

And  whensoever  death  itself  appear, 

Then  may  Thy  angel  messengers  be  near, 

And  bear  us  hence  to  share,  when  troubles  cease, 
Thine  everlasting  peace. 

GARVE. 


1620  When  you  come  to  die,  all  the  trifles  which  now 
vex  and  disquiet  you  will  seem  less  to  you  than  a drop  of 
a bucket,  than  the  small  dust  of  the  balance.  But  the 
concerns  of  your  soul,  of  what  immense  importance  will 
they  appear ! Why  should  they  not  now  assume  their  real 
weight  and  value  in  your  eyes  ? Death  may  either  snatch 
you  away  suddenly,  or  be  preceded  by  such  violent  illness 
as  to  render  you  incapable  of  reflection.  At  such  a time 
how  delightful  will  it  be  to  be  able  to  lean  on  Christ  as  an 
old  friend,  not  to  seek  Him  as  a new  one!  You  must  find 
time  to  die  ; why  will  you  not  find  time  to  prepare  for 
death  ? You  must  shortly  be  in  heaven  or  in  hell ! must 
feel  the  happy  consequence  of  being  pardoned  and  accepted 
in  Christ,  or  the  dreadful  consequence  of  remaining  in  a 
state  of  guilt  and  condemnation. 

v MARY  JANE  GRAHAM. 
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1621  Standing  alone  on  Jordan’s  brink, 

In  that  tremendous,  latest  strife, 

Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink, 

Thou  art  my  Life. 

Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply, 

E’en  to  the  end,  whate’er  befall; 

Through  life,  in  death,  eternally 
Thou  art  my  All. 

MACDUFF. 

* 

1622  We  see  almost  every  day  of  our  lives  the  most 
striking  and  affecting  instances  of  our  precarious  condition. 
We  see  our  friends  and  neighbours  suddenly  snatched 
away  from  us  at  a time  when  we  (perhaps  they  too)  least 
expected  it ; we  see  multitudes  of  others  drop  around  us, 
one  by  one,  till  we  are  left  alfnost  alone  in  a wide  world, 
deserted  by  all  those  whom  we  most  intimately  knew  and 
esteemed  : yet  all  this  seems  to  make  little  or  no  impression 
upon  us;  we  follow  our  acquaintances  to  the  grave;  we 
drop,  perhaps,  a few  parting  unavailing  tears  over  them, 
and  then  return  again  to  the  cares,  the  pleasures,  the  follies, 
and  the  vices  of  the  world  with  as  much  eagerness  and 
alacrity  as  if  nothing  at  all  had  happened  that  in  the  least 
concerned  ourselves, — as  if  there  was  not  the  least  chance 
or  possibility  that  the  danger  which  we  see  so  near  us 
should  at  last  come  home  to  us.  But  surely  these  con- 
vincing, these  alarming  proofs  of  our  mortality  ought  to 
have  a little  more  effect  on  our  hearts.  When  we  see 
thousands  fall  beside  us,  and  ten  thousand  at  our  right 
hand,  we  ought  to  reflect  that  our  turn  may  perhaps  be 
next ; that  at  the  very  best  we  have  no  time  to  lose,  and 
that  it  highly  behoves  us  to  call  our  ways  immediately  to 
remembrance ; to  make  haste  (for  death  will  not  wait  for 
us),  to  make  haste  and  prolong  not  the  time  to  keep  God’s 
commandments. 


BISHOP  PORTEUS. 
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1623  I would  desire  to  remember  my  latter  end,  to 
which  I am  approaching,  going  down  the  hill  of  life,  and 
having  done  far  more  than  half  my  work.  May  God  keep 
me  in  the  hour  of  death,  through  Jesus  Christ,  and  preserve 
me  from  over  fear,  as  well  as  from  presumption ! Now, 
O Lord,  while  I am  in  health,  keep  my  heart  fixed  on 
Thee  by  faith,  and  then  I shall  not  lose  Thee  in  sickness 
or  in  death. 

ARNOLD. 

* 

1624  There  is  no  such  thing  as  death  for  a man  who 
believes  in  the  Saviour.  He  cannot  die,  he  is  in  the  Life, 
for  he  is  in  Jesus;  and  thus  he  is  a part  of  life  eternal. 

VANDELEUR. 


1625  How  soon  the  most  healthful  and  disengaged  of 
us  all  may  be  summoned  to  the  unseen  country,  we  cannot 
form  the  remotest  guess.  Living  then  in  such  a world 
and  on  such  a tenure,  what  preparation  should  we  make 
for  our  removal,  and  for  our  subsequent  appearance  at  the 
great  tribunal  ? When  I think  of  this  momentous  change, 
when  I consider  the  continual  and  perhaps  very  near 
approach  of  that  period,  when  our  mortal  frames  shall  put 
on  immortality,  an  immortality  of  happiness  or  misery  ; 
how  trifling,  how  absolutely  insignificant,  appear  all  the 
eager  competitions,  fatiguing  pursuits,  and  splendid  attain- 
ments, which  occupy  the  children  of  the  world ! 

BISHOP  JEBB. 


1626  I find  it  difficult  to  realise  the  thought  that  I am 
so  near  the  eternal  world.  I cannot  imagine  what  a spirit 
is.  I have  no  conception  of  it.  But  I rejoice  in  the  thought 
that  my  coffin  is  already  cut  down,  and  in  the  town  at  this 
very  time.  Of  this  I have  no  doubt ; and  my  shroud  is 
also  ready;  and  in  a few  days  I shall  join  the  company 
of  the  redeemed  above. 

REV.  CHARLES  SIMEON. 
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1627  So  when  the  Christian’s  eyelid  droops  and  closes 
In  nature’s  parting  strife, 

A friendly  angel  stands  where  he  reposes, 

To  wake  him  up  to  life. 

He  gives  a gentle  blow,  and  so  releases 
The  spirit  from  its  clay; 

From  sin’s  temptations,  and  from  life’s  distresses, 
He  bids  it  come  away. 

It  rises  up,  and  from  its  darksome  mansion 
It  takes  its  silent  flight, 

And  feels  its  freedom  in  the  large  expansion 
Of  heavenly  air  and  light. 

Behind,  it  hears  Time’s  iron  gates  close  faintly, 

It  now  is  far  from  them ; 

For  it  has  reached  the  city  of  the  saintly, 

The  new  Jerusalem. 

A voice  is  heard  on  earth  of  kinsfolk  weeping 
The  loss  of  one  they  love: 

But  he  is  gone  where  the  redeemed  are  keeping 
A festival  above! 

The  mourners  throng  the  way,  and  from  the  steeple 
The  funeral-bell  tolls  slow; 

But  on  the  golden  streets  the  holy  people 
Are  passing  to  and  fro; 

And  saying,  as  they  meet,  “ Rejoice ! another 
Long  waited  for  is  come:” 

The  Saviour’s  heart  is  glad,  a younger  brother 
Hath  reached  the  Father’s  home! 

REV.  J.  D.  BURNS. 

* 

1628  Dying  is  a piece  of  our  nature,  as  well  as  living  ; 
therefore,  if  not  content  with  one,  we  cannot  be  perfectly 
so  with  the  other. 

SIR  W.  TEMPLE. 
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1629  Death  may  come,  in  what  form  or  in  what 
circumstances,  how  soon  or  how  late,  we  cannot  tell ; but 
we  fear  no  evil,  however  dark  its  shadow,  for  “Thou  art 
with  us.”  Eternity  must  come,  and  may  come  to  us  ere 
the  year  ends.  But  whatever  things  beyond  the  grave  are 
hidden  from  us,  Thou  Thyself,  our  Father,  art  revealed. 
We  know  Thee,  and  this  is  life  eternal. 

MACLEOD. 


1630  Saviour!  let  the  evening  hours 
Dear  to  us  Thy  children  be, 

With  clasped  hands,  as  folded  flowers, 
Praying  earnestly  to  Thee, 

Let  our  vesper-worship  rise 
Incense-like  before  Thine  eyes  ; — 

Then,  when  that  dark  eventide 
Closes  in  our  life’s  long  day, 

And,  like  some  steep  mountain-side, 
Frowns  the  last  and  lonesome  way, 
Bright  to  us  that  path  shall  be, 

Found  alone,  O Lord,  with  Thee ! 


c.  l.  ford 


My  God,  forget  me  not 

When  my  last  hour  is  near, 
And  all  the  things  of  earth 
Grow  dim  or  disappear: 
Through  the  dark  valley’s  shade 
Thy  glory  let  me  see; 

My  light  in  life,  in  death, — 

O Lord,  remember  me! 


WILHELM  VON  BIANOWSKY. 


1632  There  is  nothing  terrible  in  death,  but  that  our 
life  hath  made  it  so. 


HENRY  CHURCH. 
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1633  O my  soul!  look  forward  with  seriousness  and 
attention,  and  learn  wisdom  by  the  consideration  of  thy 
latter  end.  Another  of  thy  mortal  days  is  now  numbered 
and  finished ; and  as  I have  put  off  my  clothes,  and  laid 
myself  upon  my  bed  for  the  repose  of  the  night,  so  will  the 
day  of  life  quickly  come  to  its  period ; so  must  the  body 
itself  be  put  off,  and  laid  to  its  repose  in  a bed  of  dust. 
There  let  it  rest,  for  it  will  be  no  more  regarded  by  me 
than  the  clothes  which  I have  now  laid  aside.  I have 
another  far  more  important  cencern  to  attend  to.  Think, 
O my  soul,  when  death  comes,  thou  art  to  enter  upon  the 
eternal  world,  and  to  be  fixed  either  in  heaven  or  hell. 

BISHOP  BURGESS. 

* 


1 634  He  who  has  not  walked  with  Christ  during  life,  will 
assuredly  not  be  with  Him  after  death.  But  the  Christian 
who  lives  in  the  habitual  contemplation  of  his  Saviour,  and 
in  daily  communion  with  Him,  sometimes  in  prayer,  some- 
times in  the  spiritual  participation  of  His  body  and  blood, 
setting  the  Lord  always  before  him,  identifying  his  interests, 
and,  as  far  as  possible,  his  personal  character  with  those  of 
his  Master,  will  find  the  bonds  of  that  mystical  union 
strengthened  and  drawn  more  close,  in  proportion  as  all 
earthly  ties  are  weakened  and  dissolved.  He  will  have 
a distinct  and  vivid  perception  of  Christ,  while  every  object 
of  worldly  interest  and  desire  is  fading  from  his  view ; and 
he  will  experience  the  light  of  His  countenance  to  be  more 
intense  and  vivifying,  in  proportion  as  the  shadow  of  the 
dark  mountains  intercepts  the  waning  brightness  of  depart- 
ing day;  and  at  the  last,  when  the  portals  of  the  eternal 
world  are  opening  to  receive  his  spirit,  which  still,  perhaps, 
shrinks  under  the  last  pressure  of  natural  infirmity,  a voice 
will  be  heard  by  the  dying  spirit,  and  echoed  in  accents  of 
comfort  and  assurance  to  those  who  stand  around  his  bed 
of  death,  “ To-day  shalt  thou  be  with  Me  in  Paradise.” 

BISHOP  BLOMFIELD. 
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1635  To  me  it  appears  a most  beautiful  and  beneficial 
arrangement,  that  through  the  divine  influence  of  Christ- 
ianity, that  event,  which  beyond  all  others  is  naturally 
clothed  with  terror,  should  become  the  most  elevating  and 
triumphant  which  we  are  given  to  behold  upon  this  earth. 
It  is  not  merely  that  death  is  deprived  of  its  sting,  the 
grave  robbed  of  its  victory,  but  there  is  a loveliness  diffused 
around  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  the  grave  itself 
discloses  the  realms  of  everlasting  joy.  In  this  we  are 
blessed  above  the  holy  patriarchs  and  prophets : the  steps 
which  we  are  to  tread  have  been  trodden  before  us  by  the 
hallowed  footsteps  of  our  God  and  Saviour.  What  a 
privilege  to  have  Him  for  a pattern  in  the  hour  of  death! 
who  shall  be  the  reward  of  His  faithful  imitators  in  the 
day  of  judgment  ? 

BISHOP  JEBB. 


1636  I am  myself  fast  sliding  off  the  platform  into  the 
dark  abyss  on  either  side,  but  not  without  a Divine  hand 
bearing  me  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
and  hope  gilding  the  scene  on  the  further  shore.  Whether 
I have  “ Christian’s”  or  “ Hopeful’s”  experience  at  the 
departing  hour,  I trust  the  bright  messengers  will  be 
waiting  for  me  as  ministering  spirits,  and  under  God’s 
appointment  to  waft  my  spirit  to  the  bosom  of  Him 
“ whom  not  having  seen  I love  ; in  whom,  though  now 
I see  Him  not,  believing,  I shall  rejoice. 

BISHOP  WILSON,  (Calcutta.) 


1637  And  what  is  man?  In  outward  guise 
Let  him  be  prince,  or  peer,  or  slave, 

Or  poor  and  weak,  or  great  and  wise — 

A mortal,  tending  to  the  grave : 

Such  are  all  men — from  earth  we  came, 

Earth  doth  her  own  poor  dust  reclaim. 

H.  H.  WELD. 
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1638  Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care, 
Whether  I die  or  live ; 

To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I will  be  glad, 

That  I may  long  obey; 

If  short — yet  why  should  I be  sad, 
That  shall  have  the  same  pay? 


1639  The  first  and  principal  business  of  life  ought 
unquestionably  to  be  a preparation  for  death,  in  the  manner 
and  by  the  means  which  God  has  graciously  revealed  to 
us  in  the  Bible. 

ADMIRAL  SIR  EDWD.  PARRY. 

* 

1640  We  have  each  to  face  death.  There  is  an  honesty 
in  that  monster’s  countenance  which  makes  him  the  King 
of  terrors  to  the  ungodly,  but  infuses  a holy  confidence 
into  the  believer,  and  leaves  in  him  such  assurance  of  being 
safely  delivered  up  (rescued  ?),  that  his  thoughts  are  released 
from  contemplating  death  (as  the  King  of  terrors),  to  the 
joyful  anticipation  of  meeting  his  Beloved.  Do  you  ever 
realise  what  will  be  your  feelings  in  passing  through  that 
veil  which  separates  from  the  unknown,  when  the  curtain 
shall  have  dropped  on  all  below,  and  all  around  is  reality  ? 
Much  is  contained  in  these  words,  “Thou  art  with  me.” 
This  is  the  rainbow  of  light  thrown  across  the  valley,  for 
there  is  no  need  of  sun  or  moon  where  covenant  love 
illumines : but  we  must  find  His  presence  superior  to  any 
joy  here,  if  we  wish  to  find  it  superior  to  any  terror  there. 

LADY  POWERSCOURT. 


Some,  for  fear  of  want, 

Want  all  their  lives ; and  others,  every  day, 

For  fear  of  dying  suffer  worse  than  death. 

ARMSTRONG 
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1642  The  hour  of  my  departure’s  come ; 

I hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home : 

At  last,  O Lord,  let  trouble  cease, 

And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

The  race  appointed  I have  run, 

The  combat’s  o’er,  the  prize  is  won  ; 

And  now  my  witness  is  on  high, 

And  now  my  record’s  in  the  sky. 

Not  in  my  innocence  I trust, 

I bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust, 

And  through  my  Saviour’s  blood  alone 
I look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

I leave  the  world  without  a tear, 

Save  for  the  friends  I hold  so  dear: 

To  heal  their  sorrows,  Lord,  descend, 

And  to  the  friendless  prove  a friend. 

I come,  I come,  at  Thy  command, 

I give  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand; 

Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms, 

And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

The  hour  of  my  departure’s  come; 

I hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home : 

Now,  O my  God,  let  trouble  cease, 

Now  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

LOGAN. 

* 


1643  How  near  it  is  to  all  that  faith  can  see; 

How  short  and  peaceful  may  the  passage  be ! 
One  beating  pulse,  one  feeble  struggle  o’er, 

May  open  wide  the  everlasting  door. 

Yes,  for  that  bliss  unspeakable,  unseen, 

Is  ready,  and  the  veil  of  flesh  between 
A gentle  sigh  may  rend,  and  then  display 
The  broad  full  splendour  of  an  endless  day. 

JANE  TAYLOR. 
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1644  When  they  (the  true  believers)  come  to  their 
death-bed,  the  everlasting  arms  are  round  about  them,  and 
make  all  their  bed  in  their  sickness;  and  when  they  die, 
they  breathe  their  last  in  their  Redeemer’s  arms,  and  fall 
asleep  in  Jesus. 


ADMIRAL  SIR  E.  PARRY. 


1645  Let  me  recommend  it  to  you,  as  you  wish  to  live 
honourably  and  to  die  in  comfort,  to  cultivate  those  tempers 
and  principles  that  are  likely  to  have  your  approbation  on 
a death-bed. 

MACGOWAN. 

* 

1646  Now  my  frail  breath  through  this  tempestuous  flood 
Is  steered,  and  full  in  view  that  port  is  seen, 
Where  all  must  answer  what  their  course  has  been, 

And  every  work  be  tried  if  bad  or  good. 

Now  do  those  lofty  dreams,  my  fancy’s  brood, 
Which  made  of  art  an  idol  and  a queen, 

Melt  into  air : and  now  I feel  (how  keen  !) 

That  what  I needed  most,  I most  withstood. 

Ye  fabled  joys,  ye  tales  of  empty  love, 

What  are  ye  now,  if  twofold  death  be  nigh  ? 
The  first  is  certain,  and  the  last  I dread. 

Ah ! what  does  sculpture,  what  does  painting  prove, 
When  we  have  seen  the  Cross,  and  fixed  our  eye 
On  Him  whose  arms  of  love  were  thus  outspread  ? 

M.  ANGELO. 


Man’s  not  a lawful  steersman  of  his  days, 

His  bootless  wish  nor  hastens  nor  delays. 

We  are  God’s  hired  workmen  ; He  discharges 
Some  late  at  night,  and  (when  He  list)  enlarges 
Others  at  noon,  and  in  the  morning  some : 

None  may  relieve  himself  till  He  bid,  Come. 

QUARLES. 
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When  death  is  seen  approaching. 
Who  quells  the  spirit’s  strife  ? 
Who  leads  us  to  the  Father? 
Jesus! — Himself  the  Life. 


Christ,  when  He  died, 

Denied  the  cross, 

And  on  death’s  side 
Threw  all  the  loss : 

The  captive  world  awaked,  and  found 
The  prisoners  loose,  the  jailer  bound. 

O dear  and  sweet  dispute, 

'Twixt  death’s  and  love’s  far  different  fruit ! 
Different  as  far 
As  antidotes  and  poisons  are. 

By  the  first  fatal  tree, 

Both  life  and  liberty 
Were  sold  and  slain  ; 

By  this  they  both  look  up  and  live  again. 

O strange  mysterious  strife, 

Of  open  death  and  hidden  life ! 

When  on  the  cross  my  kind  did  bleed, 

Life  seemed  to  die — death  died  indeed. 


CRASHAWE. 


1650  We  are  the  Lord’s ! and  when  our  souls  are  treading 
The  dreary  valley,  then  these  precious  words 
Disperse  its  gloom,  a holy  radiance  shedding, 

And  we  will  fear  no  ill,  “ We  are  the  Lord’s.” 

We  are  the  Lord’s ! if  the  last  foe  alarm  us, 

That  mighty  arm  draws  near  and  help  affords; 
And  death  has  lost  his  sting,  his  power  to  harm  us, 
When  we  can  calmly  say,  We  are  the  Lord’s. 
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165 1 When  our  souls  shall  leave  this  dwelling, 
The  glory  of  one  fair  and  virtuous  action 

Is  above  all  the  scutcheons  on  our  tomb, 

Or  silken  banners  over  us. 

SHIRLEY 

* 

1652  This  mortal  life, 

Seeming  so  fair,  is  like  a feather  tost, 

Borne  on  the  wind,  and  in  a moment  lost 
Or  if  with  sudden  wheel  it  flies 
Further  sometimes,  and  upward  springs, 

And  then  upon  its  wings 

Sustained  in  air,  as  if  self-balanced  lies, 

The  lightness  of  its  nature  is  the  cause ; 

And  swiftly,  after  little  pause, 

With  thousand  turns  and  thousand  idle  stops, 
Because  it  is  of  earth,  to  earth  it  drops. 

SANAZZARO. 


1653  From  the  field  of  battle  won, 

All  my  toil  and  conflict  o’er, 
Let  me  hear  Thy  welcome  call 
To  Thyself  for  evermore. 

With  Thy  banner  o’er  my  head, 
O what  blessedness  to  die  ! 
Holy  triumph,  holy  rest 

In  my  latest  look  and  sigh ! 


MOWES. 


1654  ’Tis  a stern  and  startling  thing  to  think 
How  often  mortality  stands  on  the  brink 
Of  its  grave  without  any  misgiving: 

And  yet  in  this  slippery  world  of  strife, 

In  the  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife, 

There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  that  life 
Is  dying  and  death  is  living. 

THUS.  HOOD 
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1655  My  blest  Redeemer  lives.  In  that  last  day, 
When,  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a dream, 
Earth’s  unsubstantial  glories  pass  away, 

He  then  shall  stand  acknowledged  Lord  supreme. 
My  blest  Redeemer  lives.  Though  death  the  head 
Consign  a victim  to  the  silent  tomb, 

Though  worms  around  my  lifeless  body  spread, 
Though  noisome  worms  these  mouldering  limbs 
consume, 

Triumphant  still  o’er  Satan’s  power  I rise, 

My  God,  my  God  appears,  and  wakes  these  languid 
eyes. 

SAMUEL  HAYES. 


1656  Death  cannot  be  entreated,  is  an  utter  enemy  to 
mercy,  and  a perfect  stranger  to  distinctions : the  majestic 
prince  and  the  rustic  peasant,  the  noble  earl  and  his 
servile  groom,  the  amiable  lady  and  the  scorched  cook- 
maid,  are  equally  the  same  to  his  indiscriminating  shaft. 
All  distinctions  vanish  in  the  grave,  that  common  receptacle 
of  rich  and  poor,  noble  and  ignoble,  beauteous  and  un- 
seemly, old  and  young,  the  lordly  prelate  and  famished 
curate ; all  ranks  and  degrees  of  men  meet  here  on  a 
common  level : in  this  respect  one  end  happeneth  unto 
all  men. 

MACGOWAN. 


1657  The  spirit  leaves  the  body’s  wondrous  frame, 

That  frame  itself  a world  of  strength  and  skill ; 
The  nobler  inmate  new  abodes  will  claim, 

In  every  change  to  thee  aspiring  still. 

Although  from  darkness  born,  to  darkness  fled, 
We  know  that  light  beyond  surrounds  the  whole  ; 
The  man  survives,  though  the  weird  corpse  be  dead, 
And  He  who  dooms  the  flesh,  redeems  the  soul. 

JOHN  STERLING. 
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1658  Cette  heure  qui  coule  si  vite  tandis  que  le  sable 
passe,  nous  avertit  que  n6tre  dernier  jour  n’est  pas  loin. 
La  vie  humaine,  si  courte  d’elle  meme,  est  compos^e 
d’heures  qui  volent;  et  parce  que  rhomme  n’est  que 
poussi&re,  elle  s'en  va  comme  la  poussi£re. 

BON  HOURS. 


1659  Between  two  breaths  what  crowded  mysteries  lie, 
The  first  short  gasp,  the  last  and  long-drawn  sigh ! 
Like  phantoms  painted  on  the  magic  slide, 

Forth  from  the  darkness  of  the  past  we  glide, 

As  living  shadows  for  a moment  seen 
In  airy  pageant  on  the  eternal  screen, 

Traced  by  a ray  from  one  unchanging  flame, 
Then  seek  the  dust  and  stillness  whence  we  came. 

o.  w.  HOLME. 


1660  The  soul  which  doth  with  God  unite, 

Those  gaieties  how  doth  she  slight, 

Which  o’er  opinion  sway  : 

Like  sacred  virgin  wax,  which  shines 
On  altars  or  on  martyrs’  shrines, 

How  doth  she  burn  away! 

How  soon  she  leaves  the  pride  of  wealth, 
The  flatteries  of  youth  and  health, 

And  fame’s  more  precious  breath, 

And  every  gaudy  circumstance 
That  doth  the  pomp  of  life  advance, 

At  the  approach  of  death. 

W.  HABINGTON 


1661  Death  is  always  an  assured  asylum  against  the 
labours  and  troubles  of  this  world.  A pilot  sure  of  entering 
the  port  is  in  no  dread  of  tempests. 

STANISLAUS.  King  of  Poland. 
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1662  So  fair  is  man,  that  death  (a  parting  blast) 

Blasts  his  fair  flower,  and  makes  him  earth  at  last  ; 
So  strong  is  man,  that  with  a gasping  breath 
He  totters,  and  bequeaths  his  strength  to  death  ; 
So  wise  is  man,  that  if  with  death  he  strive, 

His  wisdom  cannot  teach  him  how  to  live; 

So  rich  is  man,  that  (all  his  debts  being  paid) 
His  wealth’s  the  winding-sheet  wherein  he’s  laid  ; 
So  young  is  man,  that  (broke  with  care  and  sorrow) 
He’s  old  enough  to-day  to  die  to-morrow. 

QUARLES. 


1663  Why  should  the  weary  have  any  objection  to 
laying  him  down  to  rest,  or  the  hungry  beggar  to  his 
entering  into  the  banqueting-house  ? Death  is  indeed  a 
dark  and  gloomy  porch,  but  it  is  the  gate  of  thy  Father’s 
house : and  will  not  the  loving,  the  longing  child  venture 
through  a few  moments’  gloom,  in  order  to  get  at  the  dear 
embrace  of  a Father  so  loving  and  compassionate?  You 
must  pass  the  gate,  in  order  to  enter  the  mansion  that  so 
long  has  waited  your  arrival ; and  your  Lord,  your  blessed 
Friend  and  Forerunner,  hath  taken  care  to  remove  out  of 
the  way  everything  noxious  and  finally  hurtful : He  shall 
vouchsafe  His  amiable  and  lovely  presence  in  the  mount 
of  straits  and  valley  of  thy  fears,  and  shall  make  thy  death 
perfectly  safe  and  salutary,  perhaps  even  desirable  and 
easy.  To  the  saint  of  God,  for  the  most  part  the  bitterness 
of  death  is  past  before  death  arrives,  so  that  upon  its  arrival 
he  does  not  find  it  to  be  that  terrible  and  tremendous 
thing  to  die  which  he  once  apprehended. 

MACGOWAN. 


1664  When  a man  draws  near  his  dissolution,  his  zeal 
should  increase.  ’Tis  in  the  arms  of  self-denial  that  a true 
Christian  is  to  die. 

LOUIS  DORLEANS. 
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1665  Surely  the  remembrance  of  death  ought  to  pre- 
dominate in  our  minds  as  an  habitual  and  settled  principle, 
always  operating,  though  not  always  perceived : and  our 
attention  should  seldom  wander  so  far  from  our  own  con- 
dition, as  not  to  be  recalled  and  fixed  by  the  sight  of  an 
event  which  will  soon  (we  know  not  how  soon)  happen 
likewise  to  ourselves,  and  of  which,  though  we  cannot 
appoint  the  time,  we  may  secure  the  consequence. 

ANNUAL  REGISTER,  1763. 

* 

1 666  We  die  while  doing  that  for  which  alone  our 
sliding  life  was  granted.  Nay,  though  we  do  nothing, 
time  keeps  his  constant  pace,  and  flies  as  fast  in  idleness 
as  in  employment.  Whether  we  play,  or  labour,  or  sleep, 
or  dance,  or  study,  the  sun  posts  on  and  the  sand  runs. 

OWEN  FELTHAM.  1636. 

* 

1 667  Sister,  hear  ye  not  the  rustling 
Of  the  sere  leaves  as  they  fall  ? 

Teach  they  not — thus  dropping,  dying — 

A lesson  worth  the  heed  of  all  ? 

Nature  preaching,  ever  teaching 
A lesson  worth  the  heed  of  all. 

Neither  youth  nor  health  nor  beauty 
Can  from  Time’s  stern  clutches  save; 

But  all  must  drop,  like  leaves  of  autumn, 

To  the  cold  and  silent  grave  ; 

Aye,  we’re  dropping,  never  stopping, 

To  the  cold  and  silent  grave. 

SUSAN  PINKERTON. 

* 


1 668  1 resign 

Even  now  my  life;  even  now  descending  slowly, 
Faith’s  mantle  folds  me  to  my  slumbers  holy. 
Mother,  farewell!  God  keep  thee,  and  for  ever! 

PLACIDO. 
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1669  O Thou  whom  angels  worshipped  ere  time  or  woe 
began, 

And  whose  divine  compassion  gave  their  guardianship 
to  man, 

Throughout  this  mortal  warfare  let  them  still  my 
champions  be, 

And  in  the  last  stern  conflict  give  them  charge 
concerning  me. 

CHAMBERS’  JOURNAL. 

* 

1670  A glorious  sight  it  is  to  see 
A dying  saint’s  felicity, 

When  death  draws  gently  nigh, 

And  no  sharp  pangs  disturb  the  peace 
Preceding  the  glad  soul’s  release, 

Or  clog  the  parting  sigh. 

A glorious  sight!  for  then  Heaven’s  field 
Seems  to  be  visibly  revealed 
To  faith’s  expiring  gaze; 

And  we  almost  can  hear  the  hymn 
Which  cherubin  and  seraphin 
For  its  new  inmate  raise. 


1671  There  is  nothing  now  anywhere,  upon  which  the 
eye  can  gaze,  or  upon  which  the  mind  can  dwell,  that  does 
not  remind  us  of  death.  Everywhere  are  the  tokens  and 
memorials  of  death.  The  snow  upon  the  head  of  age,  the 
brightness  of  the  eye  of  infancy,  the  tints  which  light  up 
with  such  rare  and  radiant  beauty  the  cheek  of  youth — all 
tell  us  of  death.  The  mountains,  the  valleys,  the  streams, 
the  singing-birds,  everything  in  nature  tells  us  of  death. 
The  burden  of  nature’s  groaning  seems  to  be  one  unvarying 
dirge,  telling  us  that  all  flesh  is  grass,  and  that  the  goodli- 
ness thereof  is  as  a flower  of  the  field. 

PUNSHUN 
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1672  To  be  content  with  death  may  be  better  than  to 
desire  it ; a miserable  life  may  make  us  wish  for  death,  but 
a virtuous  one  to  rest  in  it : which  is  the  advantage  of 
those  resolved  Christians,  who  looking  on  death  not  only 
as  the  sting,  but  the  period  and  end  of  sin,  the  horizon 
and  isthmus  between  this  life  and  a better,  and  the  death 
of  this  world  but  as  the  nativity  of  another,  do  contentedly 
submit  unto  the  common  necessity,  and  envy  not  Enoch 
or  Elias. 

SIR  THOS.  BROWNE. 

* 

1673  Repose,  O weary  soul,  in  peace  repose  ; 

Let  thy  last  thoughts  and  cherished  hopes  ascend 
To  that  eternal  home,  where,  in  the  end, 

A great  light  shall  make  clear  what  no  man  knows. 
Repose,  my  soul,  repose! 

Lie,  weary  arms,  crossed  meekly  on  my  breast, 
Crossed  meekly  for  a prayer  in  that  dread  hour: 
For  now  I strive  to  speak,  and  lack  the  power; 
Strength  leaves  me,  and  I draw  near  to  my  rest — 
Lie,  crossed  upon  my  breast. 

Sleep,  weary  soul ! Lo,  thou  hast  struggled  sore ; 
But  now  behold  the  hour  of  peace  is  near: 

One  loving  thought  for  those  who  linger  here, 
And  then  lie  down  and  sleep,  and  strive  no  more — 
Lo,  thou  hast  struggled  sore! 

WALLIN,  the  Swedish  Poet  (Written  a few  hours  before  his  death.) 

* 

1674  Now  safe  arrives  the  heavenly  mariner; 

The  battering  storm,  the  hurricane  of  life, 

All  dies  away  in  one  eternal  calm : 

With  joy  divine  full  glowing  in  his  breast, 

He  gains  the  port  of  everlasting  rest. 

FANCH. 
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1675  So  soon  as  we  be  born,  so  soon  begin  we  to  die. 
This  our  life  is  nothing  else  than  a very  passage  unto 
death.  Noble  and  base,  poor  and  rich,  fair  and  foul,  well- 
favoured  and  ill-favoured,  mighty  and  weak,  wise  and 
foolish,  fortunate  and  wretched,  ruler  and  subject,  faithful 
and  unfaithful,  Christian  and  paynim,  old  and  young,  man 
woman  and  child,  every  bodily  creature  that  liveth  on  the 
face  of  the  earth  shall  die.  Whether  the  life  be  short  or 
long,  the  end  of  it  is  death. 


1676  Remind  me  not,  O falling  leaves,  in  vain 
Of  the  brief  glories  of  this  lower  sphere! 

Like  you  we  fade,  like  you  we  disappear ; 

We  are  as  bubbles  on  Life’s  troubled  main. 

I saw  ye  in  your  splendour.  Now  again, 
Withered  and  wrinkled  like  an  old  man’s  skin, 

I mark  ye  scattered  o’er  the  ground.  How  thin 
The  thread  that  doth  your  life  and  ours  sustain  ! 
Ye  falling  leaves,  how  soon,  alas  how  soon 
Ye’ll  find  a grave  beneath  the  trees  ye  graced ! 
But  who  for  glories  of  sweet  May  and  June, 
Upon  the  air  a single  sigh  would  waste  ? 

And  who  for  man  in  sighs  should  spend  his  breath, 
Led  up  to  Life  by  the  cold  hand  of  Death  ? 

CHAMBERS’  JOURNAL. 


1677  Death  is  mighty,  powerful,  and  irresistible;  what 
is  stronger  than  death  ? No  man  has  power  over  his 
spirit  to  retain  the  spirit  one  moment  when  it  is  called  for. 
When  God  says,  This  night  thy  soul  is  required  of  thee, 
it  must  be  given  up  ; there  is  no  resisting  nor  withstanding  : 
when  it  is  said,  The  Master  is  come,  and  calleth  for  thee, 
thou  must  go : when  death  comes  and  calls  for  a man,  he 
must  go  with  him  ; smugglings  and  entreaties  are  to  no 
purpose. 
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1678  Death  is  certain ; it  is  certain  by  the  appointment 
of  God,  which  cannot  be  frustrated : Israel  must  die,  and 
so  must  every  man,  though  the  time  when  is  very  un- 
certain. The  Son  of  man  comes  in  an  hour  men  know 
not  of ; therefore  they  should  be  ready,  and  watching,  and 
waiting  for  Him.  Nothing  is  more  certain  than  death, 
as  all  experience  in  all  ages  testifies  ; and  yet  nothing  more 
uncertain  than  the  time  when  a man  shall  die. 

GILL. 

* 

1679  While  time  is  giVen,  may  we  have  grace 
Each  talent  wisely  to  employ ; 

And  when  life’s  day  doth  sink  to  rest, 

May  we  repose  in  peace  and  joy! 

Ah!  gracious  Lord,  what  meaneth  this, 

The  tolling  of  the  curfew  knell  ? 

The  end  and  aim  of  my  brief  life 
It  doth  with  voice  of  warning  tell : 

For  quickly  as  hath  fled  the  day, 

So  swiftly  speeds  life’s  span  away. 

Then  strive  each  moment  so  to  spend 
That  death  may  meet  thee  as  a friend ; 

Thus  will  the  curfew’s  saddening  voice 
Win  thee  to  hope  and  to  rejoice. 

GERMAN  CURFEW  HYMN. 

* 

1680  If  God  would  suffer  me,  that  I,  being  of  this  age, 
might  become  an  infant  and  sucking  child  again,  I would 
utterly  refuse  it ; neither  wrould  I by  any  means  call  the 
race  that  I have  run  back  again,  that  I might  again  be 
young.  For  what  pleasure  and  commodity  hath  this  life  ? 
yea,  rather,  what  displeasure,  incommodity,  pain,  travail, 
and  trouble  hath  it  not  ? But  let  it  be  granted  that  it  has 
pleasure,  certes;  yet  hath  it  either  satiety  or  measure. 
And  nature  in  this  world  hath  given  us  a place  to  tarry  in 
for  a while,  but  not  to  dwell  and  to  continue  in  it. 

CICERO. 
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1 68 1 As  to  our  death,  let  it  suffice  us  that  it  is  precious 
in  His  sight  The  how,  the  when,  the  where — every  cir- 
cumstance is  planned  by  infinite  wisdom  and  love.  Satan 
may  suggest  the  hour  will  be  terrible,  but  Jesus  promises 
to  be  with  us  to  lead  us  through  the  dark  valley;  and 
when  we  come  to  the  brink  of  the  river,  I trust  we  shall 
find  the  ark  there  before  us  to  keep  the  waters  down. 

REV  J.  NEWTON. 

* 

1682  Death  is  a solemn  thing,  and  being  certain  to 
all,  will  occasionally  obtrude  itself  upon  the  mind  and 
thoughts  of  every  one.  Well  would  it  be  for  us,  if  we 
considered  this  momentous  subject  more  frequently,  and 
ascertained  our  own  fitness  for  that  affecting  ordeal.  The 
man  who  is  fit  to  live  is  the  only  one  ready  to  die ; and 
to  die  daily  is  the  sure  way  to  die  with  security  and 
comfort 

JABEZ  BURNS. 


1683  Why  that  sigh,  my  soul,  at  parting 
From  a world  so  cold  as  this  ? 

Why  those  silent  tear-drops  starting, 
Standing  at  the  gates  of  bliss  ? 

Soon  the  struggle  shall  be  ended, 
Jordan’s  swellings  soon  be  past, 

And  these  fears,  awhile  suspended, 

Lose  themselves  in  heaven  at  last. 

What  is  death?  to  sleep  in  Jesus, 

When  the  weary  strife  is  o’er; 

And  to  sorrows,  sins,  diseases, 

Never  to  awaken  more ! 

Safe  from  every  care  and  anguish, 
Leaning  on  the  Saviour’s  breast; 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 


MONSELL 
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1684  Though  here  this  frame  of  dust  may  end, 

My  spirit  shall  to  God  ascend; 

And,  for  His  sake  who  died  to  save 
Poor  sinners  from  a hopeless  grave, 

With  all  its  sins  and  faults  forgiven, 

A peaceful  shelter  find  in  heaven, 

A Father’s  house,  a home  of  love. 

Praised  be  His  name,  all  praise  above, 

Who  even  in  ruin  loved  us  still, 

And  would  not  soul  and  body  kill ! 

And  blessed  be  His  generous  Son, 

Who  has  for  us  such  mercy  won ! 

His  gospel  sheds  a cheering  light 
Upon  our  darkling  way,  through  dreary  night. 

A gleam  falls  from  a severed  cloud, 

Upon  the  coffin  and  the  shroud ; 

While  high  in  air,  with  buoyant  swell, 

Sounds  like  a friendly  call,  the  passing  bell. 

JOANNA  BAILLIE. 

* 

1685  There  is  one  kind  of  flesh  of  men,  another  flesh 
of  beasts,  another  of  fishes,  and  another  of  birds.  “All 
flesh  is  grass.”  No  sex  is  spared,  no  age  exempt.  The 
majestic  and  courtly  road  which  monarchs  pass  over,  the 
way  that  men  of  letters  tread,  the  path  the  warrior 
traverses,  the  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor — all  lead 
to  the  same  place;  all  terminate,  however  varied  in  their 
routes,  in  that  one  enormous  house  which  is  appointed  for  all 
living.  One  short  sentence  closes  the  biography  of  every 
man,  as  if  in  mockery  of  the  unsubstantial  pretensions  of 
human  pride : “ The  days  of  the  years  of  Methuselah  were 
nine  hundred  and  sixty-nine  years  ; and  he  died.”  There 
is  the  end  of  it.  “And  he  died.”  Such  is  the  frailty  of 
this  boasted  man.  It  is  appointed  unto  men,  unto  all 
men,  once  to  die. 

PUNSHUN. 
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1686  Death  therefore  is  not  to  be  abhorred  nor  feared  ; 
yea,  it  is  rather  most  fervently  to  be  desired,  seeing  by 
that  we  pass  hence  unto  eternal  joys.  Very  true  is  that 
which  Paul  saith,  “To  the  godly  all  things  work  for  the 
best/’  Death,  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  a thing  of  all 
things  most  odious,  most  hateful,  most  loathsome,  and 
most  horrible,  yet  to  the  faithful  it  is  most  sweet,  most 
acceptable,  and  most  pleasant.  And  although  it  be  so 
that  our  old  Adam  trembleth  at  it,  escheweth  and  ab- 
horreth  it,  yet  the  inward  man  is  ready  and  willing  to 
suffer  it;  forasmuch  as  he  perceiveth  and  knoweth  that 
by  it  he  is  delivered  from  all  filthiness  of  sin,  vice,  and 
wretchedness,  and  departeth  unto  everlasting  joys. 

BECON. 

* 


1687  A busy  life  demands  a serious  close; 

And  grief  can  ask  no  more  than  soft  repose. 

That  ease  is  death’s,  when  kings  shall  frown  no  more. 
And  victims  bless  the  stroke  they  feared  before. 


1688  For  Christ,  our  holier  Passover,  is  slain, 

Lamb  without  spot,  and  pure  from  every  stain, 
Pledge  of  that  love,  whose  might  resistless  broke 
Sin’s  fiercer  reign,  and  Satan’s  heavier  yoke. 

And  He  is  present  still — He  still  shall  bless 
The  thorny  path  of  life’s  rough  wilderness: 

He  still  bids  springs  of  living  waters  rise, 

And  heavenly  food  with  ceaseless  care  supplies : 
And  when  by  Death’s  cold  stream  we  trembling  stand, 
The  stream  which  bars  us  from  our  Promised  land. 
His  voice  shall  calm  our  fears,  His  hand  shall  guide 
Our  fainting  footsteps  through  that  fiercer  tide, 

And  land  us  safely  on  our  Canaan’s  shore, 

Where  toil,  and  tears,  and  death  are  known  no  more. 


MATTHEW  ROLLESTON. 
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1689  The  heralds  of  life  throng  around  the  death-bed, 
and  the  same  hands  that  nurtured  our  earliest  days  minister 
to  our  last.  It  is  even  so : so  it  should  be  and  must. 
Death  and  decay,  heralds  of  life  they  were  and  are  ; where 
the  new  life  dawns  and  the  trembling  spirit  thrills  on  the 
brink  of  a new  world,  there  the  appointed  forerunners  and 
ministers  of  life  must  be.  Without  death  we  could  not 
enter  upon  life ; without  processes  which  are  essentially 
those  which  we  know  as  processes  of  disease,  we  never 
could  have  drawn  our  vital  breath:  it  is  by  loss  we  gain, 
by  failure  we  succeed. 

Dying  is  a birth  we  witness  from  the  outer  side ; we  see 
but  the  departing,  not  the  coming  life,  even  as  in  this  life, 
so  called,  it  is  but  the  one  side  we  see,  and  that — is  it  not 
the  wrong?  Is  it  not  in  the  dying  breath,  the  sinking 
pulse,  the  strife  abandoned,  that  life  is  revealed  ? a life  of 
higher  energies  and  wider  sphere,  of  which  the  yielded 
breath  and  fading  strength  of  man  may  well  give  promise. 

CORNHILL  MAGAZINE. 

* 

1690  Since  all  must  certainly  to  death  resign, 

Why  should  we  make  it  dreadful,  or  repine? 

How  vain  is  fear  where  nothing  can  prevent 
The  loss,  which  he  that  loses  can’t  lament 
The  fear  of  death  is  by  our  folly  brought, 

We  fly  the  acquaintance  of  it  in  a thought : 

From  something  into  nothing  is  a change 
Grown  terrible  by  making  it  so  strange. 

We  always  should  remember  death  is  sure, 

What  grows  familiar  most,  we  best  endure. 

HON.  SIR  ROBT.  HOWARD. 

* 

1691  In  vain  we  labour  in  this  course  of  life 

To  piece  our  journey  out  at  length,  or  crave 
Respite  of  breath ; our  home  is  in  the  grave. 

FORD. 

LL 
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Tis  not  to  die,  though  the  path  be  obscure; 

Vast  though  the  peril,  there’s  One  can  secure; 
Grand  is  the  conflict,  the  victory  sure: 

Tis  not  to  land  on  that  region  unknown. 

Thronged  by  bright  spirits,  all  strange  and  alone. 
Waiting  the  doom  from  the  Judge  on  the  Throne  : 

But  ’tis  to  feel  the  cold  touch  of  decay, 

Tis  to  look  back  on  the  wake  of  one’s  way, 
Fading  and  vanishing  day  after  day: 

This  is  the  bitterness  none  can  be  spared ; 

This,  the  oblivion  the  greatest  have  shared; 

This,  the  true  death  for  ambition  prepared. 

Thousands  are  round  us,  toiling  as  we, 

Living  and  loving — whose  lot  is  to  be 
Past  and  forgotten  like  waves  on  the  sea. 

THE  DEAN  OF  CANTERBURY.  Macmillan's  Magazine.  1863. 


From  our  first  drawing  vital  breath, 

From  our  first  starting  from  the  womb, 

Until  we  reach  the  destined  tomb, 

We  all  are  posting  on  to  the  dark  goal  of  death. 


1694  Then,  while  I pause  upon  the  awful  doom 

That  waits  me,  bending  downward  to  the  tomb. 
Checked  be  the  thought  that,  not  without  a crime, 
Saddens  o’er  boded  misery  ere  its  time. 

Still  be  firm  faith  and  meek  submission  mine, 

To  bear  the  lot  of  man  at  life’s  decline. 

So  shall  I not,  when  nature  claims  her  debt, 
Mourn  o’er  past  youth  with  vain  and  weak  regret ; 
Nor  perish  my  unprofitable  birth, 

Like  a fleet  shadow  passing  o’er  the  earth. 

w.  SOTHEBY. 
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1695  Through  mercy  I do  not  feel  myself  afraid  or 
unwilling  to  die.  But  the  prospect  is  at  some  distance ; 
and  I believe,  unless  I had  new  strength  given  me  in  the 
interview,  were  death  actually  to  stare  me  in  the  face  this 
minute,  I should  tremble.  It  is  a great,  unknown,  untried 
transition.  I often  attempt  to  realise  the  moment  after 
death,  but  my  thoughts  are  overwhelmed.  I can  form  no 
conception  how  I shall  be,  and  what  I shall  meet,  when 
I cease  to  breathe,  and  while  those  around  my  bed,  if  I die 
in  a bed,  are  saying,  “ He  is  gone.”  But  though  I am  at 
a loss  for  particulars,  I have  a book  which  informs  me  of 
as  much  as  is  needful  to  know:  that  they  who  die  in  the 
Lord  are  blessed  ; that  they  shall  be  like  Him,  and  with 
Him,  for  ever;  that  all  tears  shall  be  wiped  from  their 
eyes,  and  they  shall  weep  no  more,  for  sin  and  sorrow  shall 
not  be  able  to  follow  them.  I thank  the  Lord  for  this 
precious  book,  and  for  enabling  me  to  believe  what  I read 
in  it ; otherwise,  how  miserable  must  I be  now  that  flesh 
and  heart  are  upon  the  point  of  failing. 

REV.  J.  NEWTON. 


1696  What  is  death  to  a believer?  Not  that  spectre 
and  skeleton  which  a terrified  imagination  represents  it. 
To  a believer,  it  is  a messenger  to  open  the  gate  into  life 
eternal ; or  rather,  it  is  the  hour  when  the  Saviour,  who 
is  now  preparing  a place  for  His  people,  will  come,  accord- 
ing to  His  promise,  to  receive  them  to  Himself. 

REV.  J.  NEWTON. 


1697  Only  the  mortal  frame  can  fade  and  die; 

All  that  is  worthy  of  a spirit’s  love 
Shall  cleave  to  us  throughout  eternity, 

Shall  dwell  with  us  in  far  bright  worlds  above  : 
Here  if  pains,  partings,  sorrows,  cares  molest, 
Swift  flight  is  ours — before  us  lies  our  rest. 

T.  V.  FOSBERY. 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


516 

1698  A sense  of  the  presence  of  God,  with  an  assurance 
of  His  pardon  and  favour,  makes  any  condition  easy,  and 
any  place  peaceful.  In  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death 
it  is  the  soul’s  amulet,  its  support  and  joy.  Pain  loses 
much  of  its  power;  the  adversary  of  the  soul  flees  to  his 
place ; temporal  pursuits  and  advantages  are  willingly 
resigned  ; the  poignancy  of  leaving  our  earthly  friends 
is  mitigated ; the  darkness  of  the  valley  is  illumined  and 
cheered;  and  the  dread  of  judgment  is  converted  into  the 
peaceful  hope  of  pardon  and  immortality,  through  the 
efficacy  of  those  principles  and  that  spirit  which  belong 
to  those  who  love  God.  “Mark  the  perfect  man,  and 
behold  the  upright ; for  the  end  of  that  man  is  peace.” 

DEHON. 

* 

1699  When  the  soul  is  hovering  in  the  last  moments 
of  its  separation;  when  it  is  just  entering  on  another  state 
of  existence,  to  converse  with  scenes  and  objects  and 
companions  that  are  altogether  new,  what  can  support  her 
under  such  tremblings  of  thought,  such  fear,  such  anxiety, 
such  apprehensions,  but  the  casting  of  all  her  cares  upon 
Him  who  first  gave  her  being,  who  has  conducted  her 
through  one  stage  of  it,  and  will  be  always  with  her  to 
guide  and  comfort  her  in  her  progress  through  eternity  ? 

ADDISON. 

* 


1700  The  true  believer  has  death  among  his  chartered 
blessings.  “To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain.”  Death 
performs  his  office  under  the  immediate  control  of  Him 
who  has  abolished  death,  and  who  is  the  resurrection  and 
the  life,  and  opens  to  His  people  the  gates  of  a glorious 
immortality.  The  valley  of  death  leads  to  the  region  of 
eternal  blessedness.  In  passing  through  it  the  Christian 
is  under  safe  conduct;  he  need  fear  no  evil,  the  presence 
of  his  Lord  is  with  him,  and  His  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort 
him. 

REV.  JABEZ  BURNS. 
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1701  As  the  poore  apprentise,  remembring  that  the 
yeers  of  freedome  are  at  hand,  more  cheerefully  endureth 
a grievous  servitude;  and  the  wearied  traveller  hearing 
that  his  inne  is  nigh,  more  nimbly  plucketh  up  his  leaden 
heeles ; even  so  let  the  remembrance  of  our  passing  through 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  and  our  coming  to 
mount  Sion  on  the  other  side,  where  we  shall  for  ever  be 
freed  from  all  wants,  be  our  comfort  and  refreshing  in  this 
wearisome  pilgrimage,  and  hereunto  tendeth  all  that  which 
hath  been  sayd,  viz.,  That  with  David  we  may  prepare 
for  death  in  our  greatest  prosperitie  of  life. 

JACKSON. 

* 

1702  A long  farewell  to  sin  and  sorrow, 

To  beam  of  day  and  evening  shade ; 

High  in  glory  breaks  our  morrow, 

With  light  that  cannot  fade. 

We  leave  the  hated  and  the  hating, 

Existence  sad  in  toil  and  strife; 

The  great,  the  good,  the  brave  are  waiting 
To  hail  our  opening  life. 

Earth's  faded  sounds  our  ears  forsaking, 

A moment’s  silence  death  shall  be; 

Then  to  heaven’s  jubilee  awaking, 

Faith  ends  in  victory. 

JOANNA  BAILLIE. 

* 

1703  Say,  must  thou  die?  Ah!  prize  this  sacred  lore, 
That  points  to  worlds  where  death  can  wound  no  more  : 
Living  or  dying,  this  shall  soothe  each  pain, 
Whispering,  “To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain.” 

HENRY  MARTY N. 


1704  Death  hath  ten  thousand  several  doors 
For  men  to  take  their  exits. 


WEBSTER. 
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O blessing,  wearing  semblance  of  a curse. 

We  fear  thee,  thou  stem  sentence — yet  to  be 
Linked  to  immortal  bodies  were  far  worse 
Than  thus  to  be  set  free. 

For,  mingling  with  the  life-blood,  thro*  each  vein 
The  venom  of  the  serpent’s  bite  has  run. 

And  only  thus  might  be  expelled  again. 

Thus  only  health  be  won. 

Shall  we  not  then  a gracious  sentence  own, 

Now  since  the  leprosy  has  fretted  through 
The  entire  house,  that  Thou  wilt  take  it  down, 
And  build  it  all  anew  ? 

Build  it  this  time  (since  Thou  wilt  build  again) 
An  holy  house  where  righteousness  may  dwell; 
And  we,  though  in  the  unbuilding  there  be  pain, 
We  still  affirm — ’Tis  well. 

R.  C.  TRENCH. 

* 

“Soon — and  for  ever!” 

Such  promise  our  trust, 

Though  ashes  to  ashes, 

And  dust  unto  dust ; 

Soon — and  for  ever 
Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 
Redeemer,  in  Thee. 

When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 
Of  time  shall  be  o’er, 

Its  pangs  and  its  partings 
Remembered  no  more ; 

When  life  cannot  fail, 

And  when  death  cannot  sever, 

Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 
Soon — and  for  ever. 

REV.  J.  s.  MONSELL 
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1712  In  death  the  soul  and  body  only  part 
To  meet  again,  and  be  divorced  no  more. 

HUGHES.  Sifgt  0/  Damascus. 

•fr 

1713  We  all  must  pass  thro*  death’s  dead  sea  of  night 
To  reach  the  haven  of  eternal  light. 

SIR  ROBT.  HOWARD. 

* 

1714  So  while  we  feel  no  violence, 

And  on  our  active  health  do  trust, 

A secret  hand  doth  snatch  us  hence. 

And  tumbles  us  into  the  dust 

Yet  carelessly  we  run  our  race, 

As  if  we  could  Death’s  summons  wave, 

And  think  not  on  the  narrow  space 
Between  a table  and  a grave. 

But  since  we  cannot  death  reprieve, 

Our  souls  and  fame  we  ought  to  mind. 

For  they  our  bodies  will  survive, 

That  goes  beyond,  this  stays  behind. 

If  I be  sure  my  soul  is  safe, 

And  that  my  actions  will  provide 
My  tomb  another  epitaph 

Than  that  I only  lived  and  died : 

So  that  in  various  accidents 

I conscience  may  and  honour  keep, 

I with  that  ease  and  innocence 
Shall  die  as  infants  go  to  sleep. 

MRS.  PHILIPS. 

* 

1715  The  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  is  the  last 
wilderness.  There  is  much  to  render  it  uninviting  and 
awful;  and  yet,  when  it  has  been  actually  entered,  the 
apprehension  and  gloom  have  fled. 

rev.  w.  JAY. 
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1716  As  sea-water  loseth  its  brackishness  when  per- 
colated through  the  earth,  and  becomes  sweet  and  whole- 
some; so  a Christian,  when  he  is  strained  through  the 
grave,  loseth  all  his  brackishness,  all  his  dregs  and  scum, 
and  becomes  pure  and  holy,  fit  for  the  enjoyment  of 
a pure  and  holy  God. 

HOPKINS. 

* 

1717  Habituate  thyself  to  the  thought  of  death  as 
deprived  of  its  curse,  as  divested  of  its  sting,  that  is  sin, 
and  it  has  been  taken  away.  “O  death,  where  is  thy 
sting  ?”  Consider  death  not  so  much  in  the  light  of  thy 
departing,  as  of  Christ’s  coming.  Realise  it,  not  as  the 
extinction,  but  as  the  beginning  of  thy  true  and  proper 
being ; not  as  the  end  of  life,  but  as  the  entrance  to  it. 

ROBT.  PAUL. 

* 

1718  Death  cares  very  little  for  sarcasm  or  trope: 
hurl  at  him  a javelin  or  a rose,  it  is  all  one.  We  build 
around  ourselves  ramparts  of  stoical  maxims  edifying  to 
witness,  but  when  the  terror  comes,  these  yield  as  the 
knots  of  river  flags  to  the  shoulder  of  Behemoth. 

ALEX.  SMITH. 

* 

1719  Death  is  the  King  of  fears,  and  yet  it  pales  not 
the  countenance  of  Hope.  Hope  walks  in  the  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death,  and  fears  none  ill,  expects  no  hurt. 
Hope  can  see  no  ill,  no  hurt  in  anything — not  in  death, 
not  in  the  grave : That  house  is  something  dark  indeed, 
but  I shall  not  always  lie  there,  saith  Hope.  Thou  wilt 
not  leave  my  soul  in  the  grave:  though  Thou  kill  me, 
I will  hope  in  Thee:  though  Thou  bury  me,  I will  hope 
in  Thee.  I shall  rise  as  Christ  did : this  vile  body  shall 
be  changed,  and  made  like  Christ’s  glorious  body,  and 
then  sit  for  ever  where  His  is.  “The  flesh  doth  rest  in 
hope.” 

NICHOLAS  LOCKYER.  1650. 
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1720  Death  never  cometh  without  a warrant;  yet  it 
often  comes  without  a warning. 


JENKIN. 


1721  I feel  that  the  decree  is  gone  forth;  from  this 
hour  I am  a dying  man  ; death  is  far  sweeter  than  life 
under  such  circumstances;  I will  now  wait  patiently  for 
my  dismission. 


REV.  E.  SIMEON. 


1722  It  is  not  such  a gloomy  thing  to  die.  The  world 
has  pleasant  places,  and  I would  hear,  in  my  last  hour,  the 
voice  and  the  birds  and  the  chance  music  I may  have 
loved  ; but  better  music,  and  voices  of  more  ravishing 
sweetness,  and  far  pleasanter  places,  are  found  in  heaven, 
and  I cannot  feel  that  it  is  well  or  natural  to  oppress  the 
dying  with  the  distressing  wretchedness  of  common  sorrow. 
I would  be  let  go  cheerfully  from  the  world.  I would 
have  my  friends  comfort  me,  and  smile  pleasantly  on  me  ; 
and  feel  willing  that  I should  be  released  from  sorrow  and 
perplexity  and  disease,  and  go  up,  now  that  my  race  was 
finished,  joyfully  to  my  reward. 


1723  There  is  no  way  to  live  with  God  in  glory,  but 
by  dying.  Christians  would  be  clothed  with  a blessed 
immortality,  but  they  are  loath  to  be  unclothed  for  it  : 
they  pray  “Thy  kingdom  come,”  and  when  God  is  leading 
them  thither  they  are  afraid  to  go.  What  is  there  in  this 
valley  of  tears  that  should  make  us  weep  to  leave  it  ? 

CRIPPLEGATE  LECTURES. 


1724  Our  death  is  our  birth-day:  indeed,  death  is  the 
death  of  itself ; death  is  the  death  of  death.  For  when  we 
die  we  begin  to  live,  and  we  never  live  indeed  till  we  die. 
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1725  Yet,  aching,  suffering  heart,  be  still: 

Soon,  soon  shall  life’s  short  pang  be  o’er; 

With  its  last  pain  it  soon  shall  thrill, 

Then — feel  no  more. 

Then  feel  no  more  ? Ah  no ! ah  no ! 

Then  feel  but  peace  and  bliss  alone; 

Then  feel  what  angels  feel ; then  know 
Their  joys  its  own. 

From  the  EPISCOPAL  RECORDER. 

* 

1726  “ Paid  the  debt  of  nature.”  No  ; it  is  not  paying 
a debt,  it  is  rather  like  bringing  a note  to  the  bank  to 
obtain  solid  gold  in  exchange  for  it.  In  this  case  you 
bring  this  cumbrous  body  which  is  nothing  worth,  and 
which  you  could  not  wish  to  retain  long : you  lay  it  down 
and  receive  for  it,  from  the  eternal  treasures,  liberty, 
victory,  knowledge,  rapture. 

FOSTER 

* 

1727  I am  in  death’s  pangs.  But  “ O death,  where 
is  thy  sting  ? O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ?”  I am  like 
to  have  a sharp  combat,  but  I hope  Christ  will  not  be  an 
indifferent  spectator.  The  end  crowns  the  work.  And  if 
once  I were  within  Immanuel’s  surpassingly  sweet  land 
of  conquest,  then  should  I trample  death  and  hell  under 
foot,  and  triumph  over  all  the  miseries  and  afflictions  of 
time  which  seemed  to  triumph  over  me.  O death,  what 
art  thou  in  mine  eyes ! My  Lord  hath  swallowed  thee 
up  in  victory:  and  can  a free-born  son  and  conqueror, 
through  the  blood  of  the  everlasting  covenant,  be  afraid 
of  a conquered  slave  ? 

ANDREW  WELLWOOD. 

* 

1728  Is  a paradise  gain?  Death  lets  the  saints  into 
paradise,  into  heaven. 

MATTHEW  HENRY 
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1729  Fear  not,  O thou  believer,  to  say  with  Jacob, 
“ I will  go  and  see  Him  not  before  I die,  but  I will  die 
that  I may  go  and  see  Him.  Death  is  but  the  flame  that 
must  singe  asunder  the  cords  of  thy  mortality,  the  hand 
that  shall  open  the  cage,  that  thy  soul  may  get  loose,  and 
take  her  flight  for  the  mountain  of  spices,  the  glorious 
immortality  and  liberty  of  the  sons  of  God. 


1730  Death  is  ready  at  hand  about  us.  We  carry 
death  enow  within  us.  We  know  we  shall  die.  We  know 
not  how  soon.  It  can  never  prevent  us  or  come  too  early 
if  our  souls  be  in  the  keeping  of  God.  Man  was  not  so 
happy  when  God  gave  his  soul  to  him,  as  he  is  when  he 
returns  it  to  God.  Give  it  cheerfully,  and  then,  like  a 
faithful  Creator,  that  thou  givest  Him  in  pain,  He  will 
give  thee  back  with  endless  joy. 

THOS.  ADAMS. 

4* 

1731  Now  Christ  hath  both  the  keys  of  death,  the 
postern-gate  out  of  this  world,  and  of  hell,  even  of  the 
broad  gates  of  that  eternal  prison : so  none  of  His  can  be 
fetched  out  of  this  world  by  death,  but  Christ  He  must 
first  open  the  door. 

THOS.  GOODWIN,  D.D.  1651. 

4* 

1732  Welcome  sweet  hour  of  full  discharge, 

That  sets  our  longing  souls  at  large, 

Unbinds  our  chains,  breaks  up  our  cell, 

And  gives  us  with  our  God  to  dwell. 


1733  Death  is  a sleep;  and  oh,  how  sweet 
To  souls  prepared  its  stroke  to  meet! 
Their  dying  beds,  their  graves  are  blest, 
For  all  to  them  is  peace  and  rest. 


SAML.  MEDLEY  1800 
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1734  Death  takes  in  pieces  body  and  soul,  but  it  joins 
the  soul  to  Christ.  It  makes  the  soul  more  glorious  than 
it  was  before ; we  go  from  glory  to  glory.  Our  Saviour 
Christ  saith,  “ He  that  believeth  in  Me  shall  never  die.*' 
What  doth  He  mean  by  that  ? Indeed  we  shall  never  die, 
the  grave  shall  be  swallowed  up  of  glory.  As  soon  as  ever 
the  life  of  nature  is  gone,  he  lives  the  life  of  glory  presently. 
So  he  never  dies.  There  is  but  a change  of  the  life  of 
grace  and  nature  for  the  life  of  glory. 

SIBBES.  Excellency  0/  the  Gospel  above  the  Law. 

* 

1 735  Welcome  that  death  whose  painful  strife 
Bears  us  to  Christ,  our  better  life. 

DODDRIDGE. 

* 

1736  As  o’er  the  past  my  memory  strays, 

Why  heaves  the  secret  sigh  ? 

’Tis  that  I mourn  departed  days, 

Still  unprepared  to  die. 

My  life’s  brief  remnant  all  be  Thine! 

And  when  Thy  sure  decree 
Bids  me  this  fleeting  breath  resign, 

O speed  my  soul  to  Thee! 

BISHOP  MIDDLETON.  1831. 

•fr 

1737  Rest,  weary  head! 

Lie  down  to  slumber  in  the  peaceful  tomb: 

Light  from  above  has  broken  through  its  gloom : 
Here,  in  the  place  where  once  thy  Saviour  lay, 
Where  He  shall  wake  thee  on  a future  day, 

Like  a tired  child  upon  its  mother’s  breast, 

Rest,  sweetly  rest ! 

ANON.  H.  L.  L.  1859. 


1738  ’Tis  the  great  birthright  of  mankind  to  die. 

THOMSON. 
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Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
Where  a weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  Blood  ! 
In  this  temper  let  me  die, 

And  hosannas  ever  cry. 


JOHN  BERRIDGE.  1785. 


1740  To  all  the  saints  of  God  on  earth, 

Their  death-day  is  their  day  of  birth ; 

Death  is  their  door  of  life,  the  sacred  way 
By  which  they  pass  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

REV.  CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH. 


1741  Oh,  who  would  weep  the  loved  one  dead 
When  death  is  bliss ! Be  comforted. 

MARY  RUSSELL  MITFORD. 

* 

1742  With  philosophick  calm,  the  fate 

Be  ours  to  meet  our  final  doom; 

While  hope  expands  yon  orient  gate, 

And  points  at  scenes  beyond  the  tomb. 


1743  I’m  wearin’  awa’,  John, 

Like  snaw-wreaths  in  thaw,  John; 

I’m  wearin’  awa’ 

To  the  land  o’  the  leal. 

There’s  nae  sorrow  there,  John; 

There’s  neither  cauld  nor  care,  John : 

The  day’s  aye  fair 
I’  the  land  o’  the  leal. 

BARONESS  NAIRN. 

* 

1744  To  wretched  men,  death  is  felicity. 

CHRIST  MARLOWE. 
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1745  If  a man  is  afraid  to  die,  he  is  a coward,  and 
consequently  no  Christian ; for  the  Christian  fears  nothing 
but  to  offend  his  God. 

ST.  JEROME. 

* 

1746  A Christian’s  birth  is  like  the  Red  sea  that 
brings  him  into  the  wilderness ; his  death  is  like  Jordan 
that  brings  him  into  Canaan. 


1747  In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  near  unto  death,  for 
we  always  carry  it  in  our  bosom : and  who  can  tell  whether 
he  shall  live  to  the  evening  or  no  ? 


ST.  AUSTIN. 


1748  Though  death  looks  dark  to  nature,  yet  faith 
will  brighten  the  prospect. 


ROMAINE. 


1749  It  is  happy  to  die  in  the  Lord,  and  honourable 
to  die  for  Him. 


VAVASOUR  POWELL. 


1750  Doth  any  man  fear  to  die?  It  is  an  easy  thing 
to  live ; slaves  and  beasts  do  so : but  it  ought  to  be  every 
man’s  study  to  live  and  die  well. 


VENNING. 


1751  Let  a man  be  ever  so  wicked  in  this  life,  yet 
when  he  comes  to  a death-bed  he  seldom  conceals  the 
truth. 


NAZIANZEN. 


1752  A proper  preparation  for,  and  a continual  ex- 
pectation of  death,  sweetens  the  cares  of  this  world,  and 
disrobes  the  King  of  terrors  of  his  hideous  appearance. 
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1753  Let  us  make  a friend  of  death  and  our  Judge, 
and  then  we  shall  die  as  well  out  of  choice  as  necessity. 


1754  Think  of  eternity  before  you  arrive  at  the  borders 
of  it,  and  then  it  will  not  appear  terrible  to  you. 

SIR  JOHN  MASON. 

•fr 

1755  To  shut  our  eyes  against  the  thoughts  of  eternity 
is  to  make  the  thought  of  death  more  terrible. 

shower. 


1756  Mors  intermittit  virtam,  non  eripit;  venit  iterum 
qui  nos  in  lucem  reponat  dies. 


LACTANTIUS. 


Saepe  debemus  mori,  nec  volumus; 
Morimur  nec  volumus. 


1758  A contrite  heart  is  the  sweet  sacrifice 

That  thou  dost  seeke,  ere  we  Thy  favour  winne  ; 
The  which,  deare  God,  with  sighes  and  weeping  eyes 
I offer  up  in  recompence  of  sinne : 

Attending  still  when  triall  of  my  fayth 
Shall  tread  downe  death,  and  Sathan  force  to  reele ; 
And  boldly  say,  Till  latter  gaspe  of  breath, 
Mysoule,  through  faith,  the  joyes  of  heaven  doth  feele. 

GEO.  WHETSTONE. 

4* 

17 59  Our  dying  on  earth  is  but  the  taking  our  journey 
into  heaven.  Simeon  departs,  and  that  in  peace  : In  pace , 
in  pacem.  Death  cannot  be  eventually  hurtful  to  the  good, 
for  it  no  sooner  takes  away  the  temporal  life  but  Christ 
gives  eternal  in  the  room  of  it. 

THOS.  ADAMS. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


529 


1760  There  is  not  a son  of  man  in  the  cluster  of 
mankind  but — eodetn  tnodo  et  nodo , vinctus  et  victus — is 
liable  to  that  common  and  equal  law  of  death. 

THOS.  ADAMS. 

* 

1761  He  only  with  returning  footsteps  broke 

The  eternal  calm  wherewith  the  tomb  was  bound  ; 

Among  the  sleeping  dead  alone  He  woke, 

And  blest  with  outstretched  hands  the  host  around. 

Well  is  it  that  such  blessing  hovers  here 
To  soothe  each  sad  survivor  of  the  throng, 

Who  haunt  the  portals  of  the  solemn  sphere, 

And  pour  their  woe  the  loaded  air  along. 

They  to  the  verge  have  followed  what  they  love, 
And  on  the  insuperable  threshold  stand  ; 

With  cherished  names  its  speechless  calm  reprove, 
And  stretch  in  the  abyss  their  ungrasped  hand. 

But  vainly  there  they  seek  their  souls'  relief, 

And  of  the  obdurate  grave  its  prey  implore ; 

’Till  death  himself  shall  medicine  their  grief, 
Closing  their  eyes  by  those  they  wept  before. 

IX  poems  by  v — . 

41 

1762  He  that  would  end  his  days  well,  must  spend 
them  well ; the  one  will  help  the  other.  The  thoughts 
of  thy  end,  as  the  train  of  the  fowl  and  rudder  of  a ship, 
will  guide  thy  life,  and  a good  life  will  lead  thee  to  a 
peaceable  end,  that  thou  shalt  neither  shame  nor  fear  to 
die. 

SAMUEL  WARD.  The  Life  of  Faith  in  Death. 

1763  Death  is  the  knownest  and  unknownest  thing 
in  the  world ; that  of  which  men  have  the  most  thoughts 
and  fewest  meditations. 

IDEM. 

M M 
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1 764  What  is  the  bigots  torch,  the  tyrant’s  chain  ? 

I smile  on  death,  if  heavenward  hope  remain. 

THOS.  CAMPBELL. 

* 

1765  Goe,  sleep  in  peace;  and  when  thou  lyest 
Unnumber’d  in  thy  dust,  when  all  this  frame 

Is  but  one  dramme,  and  what  thou  now  descriest 
In  sev’rall  parts  shall  want  a name, 

Then  may  His  peace  be  with  thee,  and  each  dust 
Writ  in  His  book,  who  ne’er  betrayed  man’s  trust. 

HENRY  VAUGHAN. 

* 

1 766  He  who  conquered  death 
Permits  not  that  we  still  deem  death  a curse. 

The  font  is  man’s  true  tomb ; the  grave  his  nurse 
For  Heaven,  and  feeder  with  immortal  breath. 

SIR  AUBREY  DE  VERE. 

* 

1767  Where  Christian  faith  has  striven  in  life,  we 
must  not  doubt  but  that  it  will  conquer  in  death. 

REV.  J.  JAMES. 

4" 

1768  I do  not  fear  death  for  the  pain  of  it;  for  I am 
persuaded  I have  endured  as  great  pain  in  life  as  I shall 
find  in  death,  and  death  will  cure  me  of  all  sorts  of  pain. 
Besides,  Christ  died  a terrible  death  to  the  end  any  kind 
of  death  may  be  blessed  to  me ; and  that  God  who  has 
greatly  loved  me  in  life,  will  not  neglect  me  in  death,  but 
will,  by  His  Spirit,  succour  and  strengthen  me  all  the  time 
of  the  combat. 

MRS.  JANE  RATCLYFFE. 

■fr 

1769  Death  is  no  more  my  dread,  but  rather  the 
object  of  my  desire.  I welcome  the  stroke  which  will 
prove  so  friendly  to  me,  which  will  knock  off  my  fetters, 
throw  open  my  prison-doors,  and  set  my  soul  at  liberty. 

DARRACOTT. 
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1770  He  can  make  the  dying  a peaceful  way,  the  way 
of  life,  the  way  of  comfort,  the  way  of  joy  as  well  as 
holiness. 

REV.  R.  CECIL. 

* 

1771  As  death  does  not  separate  from  the  Lord, 
neither  does  it  divide  the  saints  from  one  another. 

REV.  ROBT.  HALL. 

* 

1772  As  the  wayfaring  man  rejoices  to  see  the  end  of 
his  journey,  or  the  labourer  who  has  toiled  all  day  is  glad 
to  rest,  so  a believer  rejoices  when  his  chilling  limbs  forbode 
his  departure,  or  his  faltering  eyes  presage  his  hastening 
end.  As  he  believes,  so  he  expects  to  meet  the  Lamb,  his 
Saviour,  in  peace,  and  so  he  shall  find  it,  and  not  be  dis- 
appointed. 

REV.  JOHN  CENNICK. 

* 

1773  I have  stood  in  a smith’s  forge  and  seen  him  put 
a rusty,  cold,  dull  piece  of  iron  into  the  fire,  and  after 
a while  he  hath  taken  the  same  piece,  the  very  same 
numerical  individual  piece  of  iron  out  of  the  fire,  but  bright 
and  sparkling.  And  thus  it  is  with  our  bodies : they  are 
laid  down  in  the  grave,  dead,  heavy,  earthly;  but  at  the 
Resurrection  this  mortal  shall  put  on  immortality ; at  that 
general  conflagration,  this  dead,  heavy,  earthly  body  shall 
rise, — living,  lightsome,  glorious;  which  made  Job  so  con- 
fident— I know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth. 


1774  Though  I know  not  what  it  is  to  die,  though  the 
grave  and  hell  import  a state  wherewith  I am  utterly  un- 
acquainted, yet  will  I cheerfully  enter  the  unexperienced 
regions  of  the  dead,  and  fear  no  evil  from  a state  of  being 
which  my  Saviour  by  His  presence  therein  has  vindicated 
from  possibility  of  misery. 
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1775  The  nearer  we  in  this  world  are  approaching  to 
the  end  of  all  things,  the  more  welcome  should  be  the 
thought  of  dying ; because  every  departed  Christian  finds 
that  the  multitude  of  the  blessed  is  increasingly  outnum- 
bering the  militant  remnant,  and  because  the  whole  family 
of  God  are  thus  successively  gathering  in,  that  we  all  be 
together  for  ever  with  the  Lord. 

BENGEL. 

* 

1776  I know  not  what  may  lie  beyond, 

For  darkness  hides  the  distant  shore; 

But  though  the  vale  of  death's  dark  shade 
My  wandering  footsteps  may  explore, 

I ask  no  charm,  no  magic  wand, 

Enough  for  me,  my  Father’s  hand. 

And  when  I reach  that  river’s  brink 

That  bounds  the  pilgrim’s  heavenward  way, 

I shall  not  in  its  waters  sink, 

Jehovah  still  shall  be  my  stay; 

In  safety  brought  through  all  to  land, 

My  soul  shall  bless  a Father’s  hand. 

ANON. 

* 

1 777  If  we  die  with  Christ  from  the  world,  and  be 
buried  in  His  death,  we  shall  rise  again  to  a new  life  here, 
and  in  the  world  to  come ; and  so,  as  for  death,  we  need 
not  be  afraid  of  it. 

BISHOP  COVERDALE. 

* 

1778  How  sweet  and  precious  is  the  Lamb  in  a dying 
hour ! To  have  Him  with  us,  and  to  be  sensible  His  ever- 
lasting arms  are  underneath  when  we  are  expiring  and 
bidding  all  the  world  adieu,  is  above  all  things  blessed. 
A soul  in  this  case  is  not  afraid ; he  is  built  upon  the  Rock, 
and  shall  stand. 

CENNICK. 


j 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


533 


1779  I am  going  to  Him  whom  my  soul  has  loved,  or 
rather,  who  has  loved  me  with  an  everlasting  love,  which  is 
the  whole  ground  of  all  my  consolation. 

DR.  OWEN.  (Aug.  aa,  1683.  The  day  before  his  death.) 

* 

1780  Let  our  departure  be  early  or  late,  all  who  love 
the  appearance  of  Christ  shall  see  each  other  again,  their 
hearts  shall  rejoice,  and  their  joy  shall  not  be  taken  from 
them. 

DR.  E.  A.  BORGER,  Leyden. 

* 

1781  Be  assured  of  this,  as  a constant  and  invariable 
truth,  that  there  can  be  no  solid  satisfaction  in  this  life  till 
we  have  overcome  the  fear  of  death  ; and  that  the  only  way 
to  obtain  this  conquest  is  to  search  diligently  the  things  of 
Christ. 

BREWSTER.  Meditations  of  a Recluse. 

1782  The  hope  of  a blessed  and  glorious  resurrection 
is  the  only  sufficient  security  against  the  dread  of  death, 
and  a Christian’s  most  glorious  triumph  over  the  grave. 

BISHOP  HOPKINS. 

* 

1783  As  death  to  a good  man  is  more  advantageous 
than  life,  so  to  a wise  man  the  contemplation  of  the  first 
is  more  desirable  than  all  the  enjoyments  of  the  latter. 

ATTERBURY. 

* 

1784  Come,  muse  a little  moment  here, 

Faith  watches  at  the  grave ; 

Bid  hence  all  doubt,  distrust,  or  fear, 

He  can,  and  He  will  save! 

We  tune  our  harps,  and  wait  awhile  ; 

Joy  in  the  radiance  of  His  smile; 

Listening  with  holy  longing  till  He  come, 
Knock  at  our  chamber  door,  and  call  us  to  our  home. 

LATROBE. 
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1785  Through  the  victorious  efficacy  of  Christ's  pro- 
pitiation death  is  ours ; not  our  foe,  but  our  friend  and 
deliverer.  We  may  number  it  among  our  treasures,  and 
rest  satisfied  that  to  die  is  gain. 


HERVEY.  Thrron  and  As/asio. 


1786  Against  the  fear  of  death  no  consolation  can 
be  adequate  but  the  certainty  of  a restitution  to  life 
eternal. 

BRAILS  FORT). 

* 

1787  What  worse  despaire  than  loth  to  dye,  for  feare  to 

go  to  hell  ? 

What  greater  faith  than  trust  in  God  through  Christ 
in  heaven  to  dwell  ? 

THOMAS  TUSSER. 

* 

1788  Go,  call  for  the  mourners,  and  raise  the  lament. 
Let  the  tresses  be  tom,  and  the  garments  be  rent ; 
But  weep  not  for  him  who  is  gone  to  his  rest, 
Nor  mourn  for  the  ransomed,  nor  wail  for  the  blest. 
The  sun  is  not  set,  but  is  risen  on  high, 

Nor  long  in  corruption  his  body  shall  lie : 

Then  let  not  the  tide  of  thy  griefs  overflow, 

Nor  the  music  of  heaven  be  discord  below; 
Rather  loud  be  the  song,  and  triumphant  the  chord, 
Let  us  joy  for  the  dead  who  have  died  in  the  Lord. 

BARONESS  NAIRN. 


1789  Since  our  blessed  Saviour  has  repaired  the 
damage  we  sustained  by  Adam's  fall,  and  has  by  His  own 
death  and  resurrection  purchased  for  us  a redemption  from 
death  and  the  grave,  we  ourselves  must  take  care  to  turn 
this  to  our  own  advantage,  and  so  to  live,  that  after  death 
we  may  attain  to  the  resurrection  of  the  just,  and  inherit 
eternal  life. 

DR.  IBBOT. 
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1790  Even  treading  the  valley, 

The  shadow  of  death, 

This  watchword  shall  rally 
My  faltering  breath  ; 

For  while  from  life's  fever 
My  God  sets  me  free, 

Jehovah  Tsidkenu 

My  death-song  shall  be. 

ROBT.  MURRAY  M’CHEYNE. 

* 


1791  Faith  will  arm  a good  man  against  the  fear  of 
Death,  and  strip  that  King  of  terrors  of  all  that ’s  dreadful ; 
who  considers  it  only  as  God’s  messenger  to  knock  off  his 
fetters  to  free  him  from  an  earthly  prison,  and  to  conduct 
him  to  a place  of  eternal  bliss  and  happiness. 

DR.  CALAMY. 


1792  Death’s  darkness  is  more  bright  to  him 
Who  looks  beyond  in  visions  holy, 
Than  passion’s  fires  or  splendour’s  dream, 
Or  all  the  glare  of  sin  and  folly. 


bowring. 


*793  It  is  a solemn  thing  to  live, 

More  solemn  still  to  die, 

To  pass  the  narrow  gate  of  time, 

And  live  eternally! 

To  know  when  God  the  nations  calls 
Before  His  throne  to  stand ; 

Our  spirits  too  must  there  appear 
Amid  that  countless  band. 

Thrice  blessed  they  who  watch  and  pray 
In  faith  that  hour  to  see: 

Lord ! since  for  ever  we  must  live, 

Oh,  let  us  live  with  Thee ! 

MRS.  J.  B.  SIMPSON. 
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1794  Dying  is  but  our  being  born  again  to  the  kingdom 
of  God — our  introduction  to  those  happy  regions  where 
righteousness  for  ever  dwells. 

DERMOUT,  Minister  of  the  Dutch  Church  at  the  Hague. 

* 

1795  A good  man  has  no  just  cause  to  be  afraid  of 
death,  for  he  is  secure  against  all  the  evil  consequences 
that  render  it  dreadful. 

ARCHBISHOP  HORT. 

* 

1796  Life  is  a mystery — we  are 
Before,  behind,  beyond,  above, 

Lost  in  the  dread  immensity 

Of  Him  in  whom  our  spirits  move. 

Life  is  a mystery — death  shall  fill 
Our  soul  with  higher  mysteries  still. 

ISABELLA  CRAIG.  (Foetus  by  Isa  ) 

* 

1797  The  death  of  the  righteous  is  often  called  sleep 
in  the  holy  scriptures,  for  they  are  sure  of  awaking  to 
a more  glorious  and  happy  state  in  the  morning  of  the 
resurrection,  and  therefore  may  as  contentedly  lie  down 
in  their  graves  as  they  do  in  their  beds. 

ARCHBISHOP  HORT. 

* 

1798  It  is  much  more  necessary  to  teach  men  how  to 
die  well,  than  to  fortify  them  against  the  fear  of  death  ; 
nay,  we  cannot  give  them  a more  substantial  comfort  than 
if  we  persuade  them  to  live  well,  since  a good  life  will  most 
certainly  bring  them  to  a happy  death. 

OSTERVALD. 

* 

1799  The  grace  of  God  sanctifying  the  heart,  and  cul- 
tivating within  it  the  hope  of  a blessed  immortality,  is  the 
only  effectual  preparative  for  a peaceful  and  happy  death. 

DR.  STANHOPE  SMITH.  New  Jersey,  America. 
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1800  Death  itself  is  in  the  Christian’s  inventory  of 
good  things,  when  once  the  soul  is  secured  in  the  merits 
and  righteousness  of  the  Lord  Jesus.  For  looking  forward 
to  His  coming  as  a Saviour,  everything  is  at  peace  with  the 
believer.  Though  I walk  (says  David)  through  the  valley 
of  the  shadow  of  death,  I will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art 
with  me,  Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  they  comfort  me.  It  is 
but  a walk,  not  a resting-place.  It  is  but  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  not  even  the  shadow  itself. 

REV.  ROBT.  HAWKER.  1801. 

* 

1801  If  we  desire  (and  who  would  not  desire  ?)  a death 
full  of  holy  hope  and  calm  resignation,  we  must  prepare 
for  it  by  a life  directed  to  that  end. 

REV.  W.  H.  ROWLATT.  1816. 

* 

1 802  As  nothing  makes  death  dreadful  but  what  follows 
it,  so  nothing  generally  makes  a good  death  but  what  goes 
before  it. 

ANTOINE  GODEAU. 

* 

1803  The  life  and  death  of  the  righteous  will  always 
be  of  a piece  ; if  that  be  not  holy,  this  will  not  be  blessed. 

DE  COURCY. 

* 

1804  Happy  is  he  who  at  all  times  waits  upon  God! 
His  days  pass  on  without  fear,  and  his  death  will  be  but 
a passage  to  a life  eternal  and  happy,  in  the  society  of  just 
men  made  perfect,  and  in  the  presence  of  God. 

REYBAZ. 

* 


1805  Death  is  indeed  granted  to  be  the  King  of 
terrors,  but  that  is  in  regard  of  a certain  sting  that  is  in 
it ; if  that  sting  be  taken  away,  Death  will  not  be  so 
terrible  as  before,  yea,  it  will  be  rather  gain  than  loss  to 
die. 

WILLIAM  DYER.  Short  Treatise  oh  Death.  1717. 


Digitized  by  LaOOQle 


53« 


WORDS  OF  COMFORT 


1806  Be  always  willing  to  remove  from  these  lowest 
into  higher  rooms  in  this  house.  By  death  we  do  no  more 
but  change  our  lodging,  from  lower  to  higher  rooms  in  the 
same  house.  Be  willing  to  die  at  any  time.  So  Simeon 
was : “ Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  servant  depart  in  peace.” 
So  was  Paul : “ Having  a desire  to  depart,  and  to  be 
with  Christ,  which  is  far  better.”  Be  always  prepared  to 
die,  by  dying  to  sin  and  to  the  world  continually ; and  by 
making  every  day  your  dying-day,  by  breaking  off  sins 
and  avoiding  all  occasions  of  sinning,  and  embracing  all 
occasions  of  doing  good  ; and  doing  all  in  such  a manner 
as  you  would  if  you  knew  you  should  dye  presently ; 
making  also  to  yourselves  friends  of  the  mammon  of  un- 
righteousness, and  setting  your  house  in  order,  and  praying 
to  God  continually  to  teach  you  to  number  your  dayes, 
that  you  may  apply  your  hearts  unto  wisdom. 

JOHN  BRYAN,  late  Pastor  in  Coventry.  1670. 


1807  When  this  earthly  tabernacle  shall  be  about 
to  be  dissolved,  the  holy  flame  of  religion  which  has 
warmed  our  heart  will  shine  more  brilliantly,  until  our 
eyes  close  to  the  light  of  day ; will  dissipate  by  its  rays 
the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  tomb ; and  give,  even  in  the 
agony  of  death,  a foretaste  of  heavenly  pleasures,  which 
our  immortal  soul  will  enjoy,  through  the  mercy  of  God, 
after  its  deliverance  from  this  mortal  body. 

de  joux. 


1808  “No  man  dieth  to  himself;  for  whether  we  die, 
we  die  unto  the  Lord.”  We  cannot  avert  the  irrevocable 
sentence  pronounced  on  all  the  children  of  Adam. 


1809  He  hath  not  spent  his  life  ill  who  knoweth  to  die 
well. 

DODSLEY. 
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1810  Believers  have  a life  that  death  can  never  touch. 

ROMAINE. 

* 

18 1 1 “As  in  Adam  all  die,  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be 
made  alive,”  who  is  become  the  “first-fruits  of  them  that 
slept.”  The  grave  is  no  longer  a melancholy  and  mysterious 
spot,  over  which  despair  or  doubt  is  suspended — a gulph 
into  which  man  sinks  for  ever  and  is  forgotten;  but  a 
passage,  lightened  by  Christian  faith  and  hope,  conducting 
to  the  abodes  of  eternal  happiness. 

CELLERIER,  French  Protestant  Divine. 


1812  There  is  no  such  thing  as  death  to  the  believer. 
“ He  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall 
he  live ; and  he  that  liveth  and  believeth  in  Me  shall  never 
die.”  Jesus  by  His  own  dying  extracted  the  sin  from 
death,  and  deprived  it  of  all  power  to  injure.  He  destroyed 
death,  and  delivered  them  “who  through  fear  of  death 
were  all  their  lifetime  subject  to  bondage.”  We  can  echo 
the  sentiment  of  a departing  saint,  who  said — “ I can  smile 
on  death,  because  Jesus  smiles  on  me;”  or  rather,  death 
disappears,  and  Christ  alone  is  seen.  He  holds  the  keys 
of  the  invisible  world,  and  is  present  at  the  deathbed  of 
every  saint,  to  liberate  the  spirit  from  the  corruptible  body, 
and  to  receive  it  into  the  “house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens.” 

NEWMAN  HALL. 


1813  When  death  comes,  the  soul  shall,  for  some 
certain  space  of  time,  be  separated  from  the  body,  and  the 
body  laid  a while  to  rest  in  the  dust  of  the  earth.  But  the 
last  trumpet  will  sound,  and  then  all  that  are  in  the  graves 
shall  hear  His  voice  and  come  forth  ; they  that  have  done 
good  unto  the  resurrection  of  Life,  and  they  that  have  done 
evil  unto  the  resurrection  of  damnation. 

ROBERT  RUSSELL.  t7ai.  Printed  by  Thos.  Norris, 
at  the  Looking  Glass  on  London  Bridge. 
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1814  Turn  thy  face  unto  the  wall, 

The  weary  day  is  done; 

Be  thy  doings  great  or  small, 

Night  draweth  darkly  on : 

Thou  no  more  hast  part  in  all 
The  work  beneath  the  sun ; 

Turn  thy  face  unto  the  wall, 

For  day  is  done. 

Fold  thy  hands  to  peaceful  rest 
And  happy  dreams  of  home; 

Lay  them  crosswise  on  thy  breast, 

No  more  thy  feet  shall  roam : 

The  shadows  deepen  in  the  west, 

And  night  is  come. 

Weep  not  thou  with  sorrow  bowed, 

Low  in  the  dust  to  lie ; 

The  sun  for  aye  behind  the  cloud 
With  gladness  fills  the  sky ; 

E’en  now  he  lifts  his  banner  proud, 

For  morn  is  nigh. 

MARIE  J.  EWEN  FOTHERBY. 

1815  Death  is  to  all  an  eternal  adieu  to  this  world, 
and  it’s  to  all  the  passage  unto  another. 

LUCAS.  Meditation  upon  Death . 17x6. 

+ 

1816  At  death  the  saints  are  engaged  in  the  last  and 
one  of  the  most  eminent  works  of  faith,  even  the  commit- 
ting themselves  into  the  hands  of  God : we  are  launching 
forth  into  that  vast  eternity,  and  entering  into  that  new 
state  which  will  make  so  great  a change  upon  us  in 
a moment.  In  this  Christ  sets  us  a pattern  : “ Father,  into 
Thy  hands  I commend  my  spirit ; and  having  said  thus, 
He  gave  up  the  ghost.”  So  Stephen  at  his  death,  “ Lord 
Jesus,  receive  my  spirit,  and  immediately  fell  asleep.” 

FLAVEL. 
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1817  To  the  Christian  the  reflection  upon  death  is 
replete  with  comfort  and  satisfaction : he  sees  with  the  eye 
of  faith  those  regions  of  happiness  and  repose  to  which 
it  will  infallibly  conduct  him ; he  anticipates  the  joys  of 
heaven  even  before  he  arrives  there,  and  longs  to  satiate 
his  thirsty  soul  with  those  rivers  of  uninterrupted  felicity 
which  flow  at  the  right  hand  of  his  God  for  evermore. 

COMPANION  FOR  THE  FESTIVALS  AND  FASTS. 

Revised  by  LEONARD  HOWARD. 

* 


1818  Dum  spiro  spero , said  the  heathen;  but  dum 
expiro  spero , says  the  Christian.  The  one,  whilst  I live, 
I hope ; the  other  also,  when  I die,  I hope.  So  Job : I will 
hope  in  Thee,  though  thou  killest  me. 


THOS.  ADAMS. 


1819  To  die  like  the  righteous,  we  must  live  with  the 
righteous ; to  die  in  peace,  we  must  live  in  peace ; to  depart 
like  Simeon,  we  must  live  as  we  may  suppose  Simeon  had 
lived,  else  must  our  hope  be  vain. 

LiETITIA  MATILDA  HAWKINS. 


1820  To  die  well  is  a matter  of  that  importance,  that 
if  to  prepare  for  it  were  the  whole  business  of  life,  life 
were  well  spent. 


LUCAS. 


1821  Christ  has  made  death  to  be  nothing  else  but 
a passage  unto  life  eternal,  to  all  those  who  shall  obey  His 
commandments.  Let  us  then  sincerely  endeavour  to  obey 
the  commands  of  God,  and  death  shall  have  no  sting, 
nothing  that  is  terrible  in  it.  He  that  has  from  the 
beginning,  or  after  true  repentance,  made  it  the  principal 
business  of  his  life  to  live  soberly,  righteously,  and  godly, 
may  without  fear  expect  the  approach  of  death,  nay,  even 
with  joy  and  comfort  hope  for  it. 

DR.  CLARKE. 
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1822  The  real  Christian  in  death  not  only  dies  resigned, 
. but  with  such  a hope  before  him,  that  it  is  his  choice  to  die 
as  well  as  the  Lord’s,  and  because  it  is  the  Lord’s. 


1823  On  the  uncertainty  of  life  it  would  be  idle  to 
insist;  it  is  too  evident  to  admit  of  demonstration,  too 
alarming  to  need  a comment. 


EDWD.  PYEWATERS.  1800. 


1824  Look  often  at  the  lapse  of  time,  the  nearness 
of  death,  the  certainty  of  approaching  judgment.  If  any- 
thing will  prevent  you  from  settling  on  your  lees,  if  any- 
thing will  arouse  you  from  your  slumbers,  by  God’s  help 
this  will  do  so. 

REV.  HENRY  BLUNT. 

* 

1825  This  present  life  is  a place  of  pilgrimage  and 
sepulture.  The  beginning  of  this  life  presently  becomes 
the  entrance  of  death. 

JOHN  GERHARD,  Jena,  about  1580. 

+ 

1826  When  the  King  of  terrors  shall  present  himself, 
fear  not,  children  of  God ! death  will  be  a glorious  birth  to 
you.  A child  of  dust  dies  to  earth ; a child  of  glory  passes 
into  heaven ; a child  of  glory  enters  the  house  of  his 
Father,  to  “receive  the  blessing  of  the  Lord,  and  right- 
eousness from  the  God  of  his  salvation.”  O death,  where 
is  thy  sting  ? O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ? The  gates 
of  glory  unfold  ; the  redeemed  of  the  Lord  enter  there. 

MERLE  D’AUBIGNE,  Geneva. 

* 

1827  Death  conquered  becomes  the  best  of  all  servants 
to  the  believer,  and  conveys  him  from  time  to  eternity, 
from  a life  of  sin  and  sorrow  to  the  bosom  of  a covenant 
God. 
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1828  Most  certain  it  is  that  death  threatens  thee 
everywhere,  and  the  devil  is  perpetually  laying  snares  to 
devour  thy  soul : but  then  especially  will  he  lie  in  wait 
for  this  prey  when  it  takes  its  flight  out  of  the  body. 
But  be  not  thou  afraid  for  ten  thousands  of  thy  enemies 
that  set  themselves  against  thee  round  about;  for  God, 
who  dwelleth  in  thee,  (if  He  do  indeed  dwell  in  thee  by 
the  Spirit  of  His  grace)  will  not  fail  to  deliver  thee  both 
from  death  and  the  devil. 

ST.  BERNARD.  Devout  Meditations. 


1829  My  moments  move  with  wingfed  haste, 
Nor  know  I which  shall  be  the  last: 
Danger  and  death  are  ever  nigh, 

And  I this  year  perhaps  may  die. 

Prepare  me  for  the  trying  day, 

Then  call  my  willing  soul  away : 

I’ll  quit  the  world  at  Thy  command, 
And  trust  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand. 


FAWCETT. 


1830  As  passengers  on  board  ship,  though  seated  or 
lying  at  their  ease,  are  always  advancing  towards  their  port 
of  destination ; so  in  life  we  are  always  advancing  and 
gradually  approaching  to  death,  the  common  port  of 
universal  destination. 

From  the  Spanish  of  LUIS  DE  GRANADA. 


‘We  are  the  Lord's”;  no  evil  can  befal  us 
In  the  dread  hour  of  life’s  fast  loosening  cords; 
No  pangs  of  death  shall  even  then  appal  us; 
Death  we  shall  vanquish,  for  “we  are  the  Lord’s.” 

T.  C.  ASTLEY. 


1832  There  is  no  life  like  a happy  death. 


KETTLEWELL. 
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1833  Why  dread  we  thus  the  final  strife, 

The  hour  of  fallen  nature's  doom  ? 

The  next  is  everlasting  life; 

No  pang  to  fear,  no  death,  no  tomb! 

True,  there’s  a ghastly  scene  below, 

A scene  that  love  can  scarce  abide  ; 

And  soon  the  coffined  clay  must  go, 

Its  terrors  in  the  dust  to  hide. 

But  oh,  the  spirit  safe  and  free, 

Its  every  tie  and  fetter  broke ! 

That  moment’s  bliss,  what  must  it  be ! 

How  worth  the  shiver  and  the  stroke! 

MRS.  GILBERT. 

* 

1834  Shall  I fear  the  hour  of  gloom  when  I shall 
myself  be  called  to  descend  into  the  tomb  ? Surely  not ; 
for  by  putting  into  my  lips  the  words  “ My  Father  which 
art  in  heaven,”  my  Saviour  has  taught  me  to  look  to  this 
hour  as  that  in  which  I shall  see  Him  face  to  face,  my  exile 
will  cease,  I shall  arrive  at  my  true,  my  happy,  my  eternal 
home : my  sins  and  sorrows  will  cease,  and  my  highest 
hopes  and  most  spiritual  desires  shall  meet  their  accomplish- 
ment, when  I shall  rise  to  meet  Him  with  these  words 
upon  my  lips,  “ My  Father  which  art  in  heaven.” 

L.  RONNET,  Francfort. 


1835  No  man  receives  approaching  death  with  cheer- 
fulness, save  he  that  hath  fitted  himself  long  for  it.  In  life 
die  daily  to  thyself ; so  in  death  shalt  thou  live  to  God. 

JOHN  GERHARD. 


1836  The  day  of  a Christian’s  death  is  better  than 
that  of  his  birth,  because,  rightly  viewed,  his  death-day 
is  but  a better  birth-day.  It  is  the  day  of  his  entrance 
with  a nobler  nature  into  a grander  world. 

dr.  caird. 
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1837  Come  then,  Death ! Thou  art  no  King  of  terrors  ; 
thou  art  changed  into  an  angel  of  joy,  to  clothe  us  with 
those  garments  in  which  we  shall  shine  at  the  marriage- 
feast  of  the  Lamb.  “Even  so,  Amen,  come,  Lord  Jesus  !” 
we  exclaim  in  death;  and  He  appears  to  us  lovely  and 
gracious,  comforts  us  with  rich  consolation  from  His  holy 
temple  and  from  His  heavenly  palace.  Thus  we  fall 
asleep  in  faith.  He  commands  His  angels.  The  coldness 
of  death  seizes  the  heart.  We  exclaim,  “Lord  Jesus! 
receive  my  spirit.”  The  eye  becomes  dim.  He  throws 
open  the  gates  of  His  holy  palace : we  look  in  and  smile, 
full  of  heavenly  consolation ; the  body  falls  in  pieces,  and 
we  are  within. 

H.  F.  KOHLBRUGGE,  Utrecht 


1838  Press  forward  even  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  even  through  the  dark  gate  of  the  grave, 
with  the  words  of  triumph  on  our  lips,  “O  death,  where 
is  thy  sting  ? O grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ?”  and  at  last 
soar,  or  rather  be  borne  heavenwards,  to  the  glory  obtained 
by  Christ  for  His  own,  there  to  appear  before  the  throne 
of  God  and  the  Lamb. 

SANDER;  Minister  at  Wicklinghausen. 


1839  The  misery  of  a Christian  dieth,  but  not  the 
Christian : that  which  we  think  to  be  death,  is  but  as  a 
journey ; it  is  not  an  end,  but  a passage. 


JOHN  GERHARD. 


1840  Let  the  whole  course  of  your  life  be  a con- 
scionable  preparative  against  death.  Suppose  every  day 
your  last,  as  if  at  night  you  should  be  called  to  account 
before  that  high  and  great  tribunal ; in  a word,  whatsoever 
you  think,  speak,  or  do,  say  thus  with  yourself : Would 
I do  thus  and  thus,  if  I knew'  this  night  to  be  my  last  ? 

ISAAC  AMBROSE. 
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1841  What  moment  is  there  when  we  are  not  advancing 
towards  death  ? 

LUIS  DE  GRENARDA. 


1842  Blessed  who  in  Christ  shall  die! 

Death  is  changed  to  life  for  ever: 

They  have  life  when  death  is  nigh, 

Life  beyond  which  endeth  never! 

Who  hath  it  not,  Undone!  must  cry: 

Blessed  who  in  Christ  shall  die. 

SCHMOLK. 

4- 

1 843  -Ah  ! I shall  soon  be  dying, 

Time  swiftly  glides  away  ; 

But,  on  my  Lord  relying, 

I hail  the  happy  day, 

The  day  when  I shall  enter 
Upon  a world  unknown: 

My  helpless  soul  I’ll  venture 
On  Jesus  Christ  alone. 


1844  He  who  is  prepared  for  the  Lord’s  coming  is 
necessarily  also  prepared  for  his  own  death.  The  greater 
includes  the  less.  He  who  so  lives,  so  thinks,  so  speaks, 
so  works  in  his  daily  life,  as  to  be  ready  for  the  sign  of  the 
Son  of  man  in  heaven,  and  the  voice  of  the  archangel  and 
the  trump  of  God,  will  not  be  found  unready  when  the 
summons  is  heard  in  a softer  tone,  and  comes  with  more 
previous  warning. 

HENRY  ALFORD,  Dean  of  Canterbury. 


1845  For  ’tis  the  evening  crowns  the  day, 

This  action  of  our  death  especially 
Shows  all  a man. 

DANIEL 
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1846  Nor  fear  the  grave,  that  door  of  heaven  on  earth; 
All  changed  and  beautiful  ye  shall  come  forth, 

As  from  the  cold  dark  cloud  the  winter  showers 
Go  under  ground  to  dress  and  come  forth  flowers. 
Thus  sings  the  voice  that  calls  me  night  and  day: 
This  is  a weary  world, 

Come,  come  away! 

Ah,  ’tis  a dreary  world. 

Come,  come  away ! 

Come  to  the  Better  Land,  where  angels  grow ; 
They  walk  in  glory,  shining  as  they  go! 

The  King  in  all  His  beauty  takes  the  least 
To  sit  beside  Him  at  the  eternal  feast. 

Thus  sings  the  voice  that  calls  me  night  and  day: 
This  is  a weary  world, 

Come,  come  away! 

Ah,  ’tis  a dreary  world, 

Come,  come  away ! 

GERALD  MASSEY. 

* 

1847  It  is  the  same  good  Being  who  hath  brought 
us  into  existence  and  leads  us  through  the  different  stages 
of  life,  that  conducts  us  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death.  Our  dissolution  is  a part  of  that  economy  by 
which  He  accomplishes  His  purposes  with  the  human  race. 

BISHOP  DEHON. 


1848  Death,  though  as  to  its  time  and  manner  it  be 
uncertain,  is  notwithstanding,  of  all  things  whatsoever,  in 
the  event  the  most  certain.  The  consequence  of  it,  God 
knows,  is  great  and  strange,  and  therefore  our  thoughts 
upon  it  should  be  the  most  constant  as  well  as  the  most 
solemn.  ’Tis  a theme  we  should  ever  be  intent  upon,  and 
carry  the  thoughts  of  death  along  with  us  through  all  the 
several  circumstances  of  life. 

FUNEBRIA,  by  John  Thomas,  M.A.  1798. 
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1849  The  word  of  the  Lord  endureth  for  ever,  and 
death  itself  has  no  terrors  for  him  who  regards  it  as  the 
entrance  to  eternal  life,  willing  to  live:  and  enjoying 
life  in  this  world,  he  yet  longs  to  depart  and  to  be  with 
Christ. 

REV.  JACOB  MOUNTAIN 

* 

1850  As  rivers  to  their  ruin  hasty  be, 

So  life  (still  earnest  loud  and  swift)  runs  post 
To  the  vast  gulf  of  death,  as  they  to  sea, 

And  vainly  travels  to  be  quickly  lost. 

DAVENANT. 

* 

1851  Howbeit  seeing  many  holy  Christians,  and  even 
Christ  himselfe,  feared  death,  it  remaineth  that  death, 
simply  and  in  itselfe  considered,  is  a flood  of  many  waters. 
But  yet  the  faithfull  man  even  in  death  is  out  of  all  danger. 
Surely  in  the  flood  of  many  waters  they  shall  not  come 
neere  him. 

DR.  PLAYFERE.  1605. 


1852  The  more  the  cross,  the  sweeter  death — 

For  man  rejoices  then  to  die; 

When  as  his  body  is  laid  down, 

Much  pain  and  sorrow  are  laid  by; 

His  cross  there  on  his  grave  doth  lie — 

See,  man  doth  wear  the  victors  crown ! 

SCHMOLK. 


1853  Death  truly  is  but  the  entrance  to  this  our  Father’s 
house.  We  speak  of  the  “ shadow  of  death”;  it  is  only  the 
shadow  which  falls  on  the  portico  as  we  stand  for  a 
moment  knocking  at  the  longed-for  gate — the  next ! a 
Father’s  voice  of  welcome  is  heard — Son,  thou  art  ever 
with  me,  and  all  that  I have  is  thine. 

MACDUFF. 
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1854  I am  going  now  where  I shall  have  no  more 
need  of  you ; to  my  long  home,  the  place  that  is  prepared 
for  all  the  living,  from  whence  you  cannot  remand  me 
back,  but  where  you  shall  follow  me  at  God's  appointed 
time,  and  take  up  your  lodging  together  with  me  in  the 
house  of  our  common  mother.  However  variously  fortune 
has  separated  us  here,  we  are  sure  we  shall  meet  there, 
and  dwell  together  till  we  be  all  changed  immortal.  Let 
not  your  minds  in  the  meanwhile  be  troubled  at  your  loss 
of  me : neither  be  ye  sorry  as  men  without  hope,  for  those 
that  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  raise. 

JOHN  WHITSON,  about  1620.  A Pious  Meditation. 

* 

1855  But  what  is  death  we  so  unwisely  fear? 

An  end  of  all  our  busy  tumults  here ; 

The  equal  lot  of  poverty  and  state, 

Which  all  partake  of  by  a certain  fate. 


1856  No  calamitie  or  adversitie  can  possibly  dissever 
that  conjunction  which  faith  maketh  of  everie  godly  man 
with  Christ.  For  feeling  the  remission  of  his  sinnes  assured 
and  sealed  unto  him,  he  contemneth  not  only  the  workes 
of  the  worlde  and  dismaiements  of  his  conscience,  but  even 
the  verie  feares  and  terrours  of  death. 

DR.  PLAYFERE. 

* 


1857  That  all  must  die,  as  hath  been  told  you,  there 
is  no  remedie ; for  wee  come  by  the  wombe,  and  goe  by  the 
grave : and  ere  you  come  to  the  sweete  running  waters 
of  Shiloh  that  runneth  softly,  you  must  passe  the  turbulent 
waters  of  Jordan  that  go  roughly.  Death  is  the  ladie  and 
empress  of  all  the  world ; her  seasure  is  without  surrender, 
and  from  her  sentence  there  is  no  appeale. 

W.  I.EGH.  The  Sout s Solace  against  Somnr.  161 
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1858  When  once  our  glasse  is  runne,  we  presently 
Give  up  our  souls  to  death  ; so  death  must  give 
Our  bodies  backe  againe,  that  we  thereby 

The  light  of  life  eternall  may  receive. 

The  venomed  sting  of  death  is  tooke  away ; 

And  now  the  grave,  that  was  a place  of  feare. 

Is  made  a bed  of  rest,  wherein  we  may 
Lye  downe  in  hope,  and  bide  in  safety  there. 
When  we  are  born,  to  deathward  straight  we  runne. 
And  by  our  death  our  life  is  new  begunne. 

GEO.  WITHER.  1635. 

* 

1859  Though  fewe  there  bee,  while  they  doe  flourishe  heere. 
That  doe  regarde  the  place  whereto  they  muste. 
Yet,  thoughe  their  pride  like  Lucifer's  appeare. 
They  shal  bee  sure  at  lengthe  to  turne  to  duste : 

The  prince,  the  poore,  the  prisoner,  and  the  slave, 
They  all  at  lengthe  are  summonde  to  the  grave. 

GEFFREY  WHITNEY.  1586. 

* 

1860  He  that  lives  well  cannot  die  ill;  but  he  that 
lives  without  fear  shall  die  without  hope ; he  that  hath 
no  grace  in  his  life  can  have  no  true  peace  in  his  death. 
The  longest  day  has  its  night,  and  the  longest  life  has  its 
death : that  man’s  soul  is  in  no  good  case,  that  is  loth  to 
think  of  dying. 

ILLIDGE.  1710.  (From  his  Life.) 

* 

1861  What  is  the  grave  our  house?  What  traveller 
would  not  willingly  be  at  home  ? Whilst  we  are  abroad 
we  are  unsettled,  full  of  travel,  labour,  and  solicitude;  but 
our  home  is  the  place  of  quietness  and  repose.  Just  so 
is  the  grave : for  while  this  walk  of  life  doth  last  we  are 
troubled  on  every  side.  But  when  we  come  home  to  our 
grave,  we  enjoy  then  an  uninterrupted  rest. 

THOMAS’S  Funtbria 
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1862  Now  all  rejoice  in  death  who  hope  for  life. 

Dead  Jesus  lies,  who  death  has  killed  by  death, 
No  tomb  His  tomb  is,  but  new  source  of  life. 

DRUMMOND. 

* 

1863  The  life  of  the  righteous  findes  never  any  worse 
end  than  the  death  of  the  righteous ; and  they  that  have 
the  grace  to  live  unto  the  Lord,  shall  never  fayle  of  this 
mercy  to  dye  in  the  Lord  : and  so  they  enjoy  a double 
blessing — whether  they  live  or  dye,  they  are  the  Lord’s. 

A Faithfull  Remonstrance  of  the  Holy  Life  and  Happy  Death 
of  JOHN  BRUEN.  1641. 


1864  Death’s  but  a moment,  and  before  we  die 
We  touch  the  threshold  of  eternity. 


HARTE. 


1865  Let  Christ  be  one  and  supreme  in  the  closet, 
in  the  world,  in  the  family,  in  the  Sabbath  of  His  worship, 
and  in  the  table  of  His  Love.  Then,  in  the  dread  hour 
of  dissolution,  His  Love,  “ stronger  than  death,”  will  uphold 
console,  delight  you,  and  make  you  more  than  conqueror 
against  the  last  enemy. 

WEIDEMANN.  Footsteps  0/  Immanuel  on  the  Lake. 


1866  It  is  not  the  majestie  of  the  prince  or  holinesse 
of  the  priest ; strength  of  body,  feature  of  face,  learning, 
riches,  or  any  such  secular  regard  can  plead  against  death, 
or  priviledge  any  person  against  the  grave:  nay,  I say 
more,  be  thy  dayes  never  so  few,  or  thy  yeeres  never  so 
full ; count  with  Adam,  and  tell  with  Methusalem  nine 
hundred  and  sixty-nine  yeeres  truly  told — yet  die  thou 
must : be  they  many  or  be  they  few,  all  is  one : yeeres 
are  no  priviledge  against  the  grave. 

W.  LEC1H.  The  Soul's  Solace  against  Sorrow.  1^12. 
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1 867  Every  one  is  capable  of  retiring  at  least  occa- 
sionally from  the  corruptions  of  the  world ; and  if,  during 
this  calm  retreat,  they  shall  happily  learn  to  estimate  their 
past  days  with  propriety,  and  to  live  the  remainder  in 
private  virtue  and  public  utility,  the  tomb  will  lose  its 
menacing  aspect,  and  Death  appear  like  the  calm  evening 
of  a fine  and  well-spent  day. 

ZIMMERMAN. 


1868  I often  think  of  death,  because  it  is  my  earnest 
desire  that  when  it  comes,  it  may  not  be  terrible  to  me. 
Death  hath  some  terror  in  it,  therefore  I would  learn  how 
not  to  fear  it : the  way  never  to  fear  death,  is  always  to 
think  of  it. 


1869  Who  is  the  Angel  that  cometh? 

Death ! 

But  do  not  shudder  and  do  not  fear ; 

Hold  your  breath, 

For  a kingly  presence  is  drawing  near. 

Cold  and  bright 
Is  his  flashing  steel, 

Cold  and  bright 

The  smile  that  comes  like  a starry  light 
To  calm  the  terror  and  grief  we  feel  ; 

He  comes  to  help  and  to  save  and  heal : 
Then  let  us,  baring  our  hearts  and  kneeling. 
Sing,  while  we  wait  this  Angel’s  sword, 
Blessed  is  he  that  cometh 

In  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

ADELAIDE  ANNE  PROCTOR 


1870  Death  itself  is  less  terrible  to  some  than  the 
preparation  for  it. 


ZIMMERMAN. 
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1871  And  if  before  your  death  you  would  each  of  you 
by  an  holy  life  endeavour  to  be  such  an  one  as.  this  our 
gracious  Ruth  was,  you  might  have  hearts  to  welcome 
death  as  a deare  friend,  whom  most  account  to  bee  but 
a deadly  enemie ; and  deadly  indeed  it  is  to  all,  but  an 
enemy  to  none  but  to  the  friends  of  sinne. 

JOHN  LEY.  A patteme  of  pietie,  or  the  religious  life  and  death  of  that  grave  and 
gracious  matron,  Mrs.  Jane  Radclyffe,  widow  and  citizen  of  Chester.  1640. 

* 

1872  Why  shouldst  thou  fear  the  beautiful  angel,  Death, 
Who  waits  thee  at  the  portals  of  the  skies, 
Ready  to  kiss  away  thy  struggling  breath, 

Ready  with  gentle  hand  to  close  thine  eyes? 

He  whom  thou  fearest  will,  to  ease  its  pain, 

Lay  his  cold  hand  upon  thy  aching  heart ; 

Will  soothe  the  terrors  of  thy  troubled  brain, 
And  bid  the  shadow  of  earth’s  grief  depart. 

He  will  give  back  what  neither  time  nor  might, 
Nor  passionate  prayer,  nor  longing  hope  restore, 
(Dear  as  to  long  blind  eyes  recovered  sight,) 

He  will  give  back  those  who  are  gone  before. 

Oh,  what  were  life,  if  life  were  all  ? Thine  eyes 
Are  blinded  by  their  tears,  or  thou  wouldst  see 
Thy  treasures  wait  thee  in  the  far-off  skies, 

And  Death,  thy  friend,  will  give  them  all  to  thee. 

ADELAIDE  ANNE  PROCTOR. 

* 

1873  The  world  doth  lay  her  snares 
To  catch  us  unawares, 

Give  strength  to  sweep  them  all  away  ; 

So  in  our  utmost  need, 

And  when  death  comes  indeed, 

Thy  strength  shall  be  our  perfect  stay. 

MARPERGER.  1713. 
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Ye  saints,  whom  fears  of  death  could  not  control, 
In  my  last  hour  compose,  support  my  soul; 

See  my  blood  wash  repented  sin  away; 

Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day. 


1875  I doe  not  feare  death  for  any  losse;  for  I shall 
but  lose  my  body  by  it,  and  that  is  but  a prison  to  my 
soule,  an  old  rotten  house  or  ragged  garment ; nay,  I shall 
not  lose  that  neither,  for  I shall  have  it  restored  againe 
at  my  Saviour’s  second  coming,  made  much  better  than 
now  it  is.  For  this  vile  bodie  shall  be  like  the  bodie  of 
Christ,  and  by  death  I shall  obtain  a far  better  life. 

MRS.  JANE  RATCLIFFE.  1640. 

* 

1876  Pourquoy  mets  tu  ton  esperance, 

Monde,  en  la  mondaine  inconstance  ? 

Veu  que  du  monde  les  delices 
Ne  sont  qu’une  grand  mer  de  vices: 

Ne  sont  qu’un  miserable  sort: 

Qu’un  vain  espoir,  et  qu’un  pur  songe, 

Et  qu’un  orage  qui  de  plonge 
En  fin  au  goufre  de  la  mort. 


1877  Thou,  the  stern  monarch  of  dismay, 

Whom  nature  trembles  to  survey, 

O Death ! to  me,  the  child  of  grief, 

Thy  welcome  power  would  bring  relief, 

Changing  to  peaceful  slumber  many  a care. 

And  though  thy  stroke  may  thrill  with  pain 
Each  throbbing  pulse,  each  quivering  vein, 

The  pangs  that  bid  existence  close, 

Ah!  sure  are  far  less  keen  than  those 
Which  cloud  its  lingering  moments  with  despair. 

PIETRO  BEMP.O  translated  by  MRS.  HEMANS  . 
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1878  When  the  leaves  in  autumn  wither 
With  a tawny  tanned  face, 

Warpt  and  wrinkled  up  together, 

Th’  yeer’s  late  beauty  to  disgrace; 

There  thy  life’s  glass  maist  thou  finde  thee, 

Green  now,  gray  now,  gon  anon  ; 

Leaving,  worldling,  of  thine  owne, 

Neither  fruit  nor  leaf  behind  thee. 

JOSUAH  SYLVESTER. 

* 

1879  There’s  no  death  sudden  to  the  godly  wise; 

His  heart  goes  out  to  meet  all  haps  before: 
When  he  embarks,  he  casts  wracks  jeopardies, 
And  when  winde  serves  not,  he  will  rov/e  no  more. 

Not  knowing  then,  when,  where,  thy  death  will  snatch, 
At  sea  or  land — young,  old — morn,  noon,  or  night, 
Look  for  it  ever,  everywhere  keep  watch ; 

For  what  we  look  for  little  can  affright. 

PIERRE  MATHIEU,  (translated  by  JOSUAH  SYLVESTRE). 

* 

1880  Death’s  but  a passage  from  a life  of  pains 
Unto  a life  where  deathless  joy  remains.- 
We  have,  after  death,  another  life  to  see, 

As  after  storms  a calm  and  quiet  lee; 

As  after  sicknesse,  health;  as  after  durance, 

Sweet  liberty,  with  safety  and  assurance. 

DU  BARTAS. 

* 


1881  “Thou  knowest”  all  the  future  gleams  of  gladness, 
By  stormy  clouds  too  quickly  overcast, 

Hopes  of  sweet  fellowship  and  parting  sadness, 
And  the  dark  river  to  be  crossed  at  last : 

Oh,  what  could  confidence  and  hope  afford 
To  tread  that  path,  but  this,  “ Thou  knowest,  Lord !” 

ANON. 
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1882  Death  is  to  saints  what  regeneration  was,  a 
passage  from  death  unto  life:  by  the  former  we  were 
translated  into  the  kingdom  of  God’s  dear  Son ; by  the 
latter  we  are  admitted  into  the  state  of  glory. 

SAMUEL  EYLES  PIERCE.  On  Death  and  Dying 


1883  To  learn  to  die  is  a lesson  worthy  our  best,  and 
best  disposed  attention,  being  a special  preservative  unto 
a happy  end,  wherein  consisteth  the  welfare  of  all  our 
being. 


CHRISTOPHER  SUTTON. 


1884  Death  does  his  efforts  on  the  body  spend, 

There  they  rude  havock  make,  but  there  they  end : 
No  harm  from  all  the  deathless  soul  receives, 
But  in  sound  health  she  her  crazed  dwelling  leaves, 
When  with  aspiring  wings  of  heavenly  Love, 
Thus  freed,  she  soars  to  the  bright  realms  above. 

THEOPHILUS  DORRINGTON.  1695 


1885  Though  we  daily  pray,  and  reasonably  too,  that 
our  good  God  would  deliver  us  from  sudden  death,  the 
meaning  is,  that  death  may  never  surprise  us  when  we  are 
unprovided  or  unprepared  for  it.  But  when  it  has  been 
the  great  care  and  study  of  a man’s  life  to  prepare  for 
death,  then  though  death  may  come  in  a moment,  yet 
it  does  not  come  sudden  or  too  soon  for  him. 

CONSOLATORY  LETTER  to  the  LADY  SHOVELL,  by 
GILBERT  CROKATT,  M.A.  1708. 


1886  For  a sane  mind  in  a sane  body  pray, 

A soul  that  looks  on  death  without  dismay, 
That  firm  prepares  the  course  of  life  to  run, 
And  thanks  kind  nature  when  the  race  is  done. 

JUVENAL.  Translated  by  ELTON 
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1887  Of  death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  hell, 
Who  oft  doth  think,  must  needs  die  well. 


SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH. 


1888  The  infidels  call  the  parting  of  the  soul  from  the 
body,  death  ; but  the  believers  call  it  the  passover,  because 
it  is  a pass  from  death  to  life. 


ST.  BERNARD. 


1889  Our  hour  is  marked,  and  it  is  not  in  our  power 
to  claim  a moment  longer  of  life  than  fate  has  predestined 
for  us. 

NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE. 

* 

1890  Ipse  animi  discessus  a corpore  fit  sine  dolore, 
plerumque  sine  sensu,  nonnunquam  etiam  cum  voluptate ; 
totum  hoc  leve  est  qualecunque  sit,  fit  enim  ad  punctum 
temporis. 


1891  Nec  potest  vita  aeterna  succedere,  nisi  hinc  con- 
tigerit  exire:  non  est  exitus  iste,  sed  transitus  et  temporali 
itinere  decurso,  ad  aeterna  transgressus. 


1892  In  quocunque  igitur  loco  sive  illustri,  sive  tene- 
brosus,  sive  in  turpi  scelerum  statione,  sive  in  honesti 
virtutum  deprehenditur,  homo  cum  moriatur  in  eo  gradu 
atque  eo  ordine  permanet  in  aetemum ; nam  vel  requiescit 
in  lumine  felicitatis  aeternae  cum  justis  et  Christo  Domino  ; 
vel  in  tenebris  cruciatur  cum  impuris  et  principe  hujus 
mundi  diabolo. 

OLYMPIODORUS. 

* 

1893  Qui  moritur,  ante  quam  moritur,  nunquam 
moritur. 
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1894  Non  potest  male  mori  qui  bene  vixent 

ST.  AUSTIN. 

* 

1895  Mors  ultima  linea  rerum  est 

HORACE. 

* 

1896  Quam  varia  leti  genera  mortalem  trahunt 
Carpuntque  turbam,  pontus,  et  ferrum,  et  doli ! 
Sed  fata  credas  deesse:  sic  atram  Styga 

Jam  petimus  ultro. 

SENECA. 

* 

1897  Moriendum  enim  certe  est;  et  id  incertum,  an 
eo  ipso  die. 

CICERO. 

* 

1898  Miremur  periisse  homines?  monumenta  fatiscunt. 
Mors  etiam  saxis,  nominibusque  venit. 

AUSONIUS. 

* 

1899  Mori  est  felicis  antequam  mortem  invocet. 

PUBLIUS  SYRUS. 

* 

1900  Post  mortem  in  morte  nihil  est,  quod  metuam  mali : 
Etsi  pervivo  usque  ad  summam  aetatem,  tamen 
Breve  spatium  est  perferundi,  quae  minitas  mihi. 

PLAUTUS. 

* 

1901  Quis  furor  est  atram  bellis  arcessere  mortem  ? 

Imminet,  et  tacito  clam  venit  ilia  pede. 

Non  seges  est  infra,  non  vinea  culta  ; sed  audax 
Cerberus,  et  Stygiae  navita  turpis  aquae. 

TIBULLUS. 


^Equa  tellus 
Pauperi  recluditur, 
Regumque  pueris. 
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1903  Et  pace  et  bello  cunctis  stat  terminus  aevi, 
Extremumque  diem  primus  tulit. 


SILIUS  ITALICUS. 


1904  O genus  attonitum  gelidae  formidine  mortis! 

Quid  Styga,  quid  tenebras,  quid  nomina  vana  timetis, 
Materiem  vatum,  falsique  piacula  mundi  ? 


1905  Si  quis  piorum  manibus  locus ; si,  ut  sapientibus 
placet,  non  cum  corpore  exstinguuntur  magnae  animae: 
placide  quiescas,  nosque,  domum  tuam,  ab  infirmo  desi- 
derio  et  muliebribus  lamentis  ad  contemplationem  virtutum 
tuarum  voces,  quas  neque  lugeri  neque  plangi  fas  est: 
admiratione  te  potius,  et  immortalibus  laudibus,  et,  si 
natura  suppeditet,  aemulatu  decoremus.  Is  verus  honos, 
ea  conjunctissimi  cuj usque  pietas. 


1906  Nec  forma  aetemum,  aut  cuiquam  est  fortuna 
perennis ; 

Longius,  aut  propius,  mors  sua  quemque  manet. 

PROPERTIUS. 


1907  Mihi  autem  videtur  acerba  semper  et  immatura 
Mors  eorum,  qui  immortale  aliquid  parant. 


1908  Optima  quaeque  dies  miseris  mortalibus  aevi 
Prima  fugit ; subeunt  morbi,  tristisque  senectus, 
Et  labor,  et  durae  rapit  inclementia  mortis. 

VIRGIL. 

* 

1909  El.  Mortem  aliquid  ultra  est  ? 

jEgisth.  Vita,  si  cupias  mori. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


560  WORDS  OF  COMFORT. 


1910 


Optanda  mors  est,  sine  metu  mortis  mori. 

SENECA. 


* 


1911  Nullo  fata  loco  possis  excludere. 

* 


MARTIAL 


1912  Hei  mihi ! Lege  rati  sol  occidit  atque  resurgit, 
Lunaque  mutate  reparat  dispendia  formae, 
Astraque,  purpurei  telis  extincta  diei, 

Rursus  nocte  vigent.  Humiles  telluris  alumni, 
Graminis  herba  virens,  et  florum  picta  propago, 
Quos  crudelis  hyems  lethali  tabe  peredit. 

Cum  zephyri  vox  blanda  vocat,  rediitque  sereni 
Temperies  anni,  fcecundo  e cespite  surgunt. 

Nos  domini  rerum,  nos  magna  et  pulchra  minati, 
Cum  breve  ver  vite  robustaeque  transiit  aetas 
Deficimus;  nec  nos  ordo  revolubilis  auras 
Reddit  in  aetherias,  tumuli  neque  claustra  resolvit. 

DR.  JORTIN. 

* 

1913  It  cannot  be  denied,  but  death  is  better  than  life 
to  the  godly,  and  rather  to  be  chosen  ; for  it  frees  from 
sin,  sickness,  Satan’s  temptations,  etc. : yea,  it  brings  them 
to  the  happy  vision  and  fruition  of  God,  to  the  society 
of  blessed  saints  and  angels,  and  puts  them  into  possession 
of  everlasting  happiness. 

THOMAS  ALLESTREE,  M.A.  Efxiph  rod  it  us' s Sickness  and  Recovery.  1671. 

* 

1914  Death,  though  a consequent  of  the  fall,  incident 
to  man’s  earthly  nature,  is  not  the  wages  of  sin  in  the 
saints,  but  rather  a sleep,  by  which  they  pass  from  death 
to  life  ; which  is  so  far  from  being  troublesome  and  painful 
to  them,  as  all  real  punishments  for  sin  are,  that  the  Apostle 
counts  it  gain  : “ To  me,”  saith  he  “ to  die  is  gain.”  (Philip, 
i.  21.) 

BARCLAY  S APOLOGY  FOR  QUAKERS.  1765 
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1915  For  as  at  sea,  when  clouds  put  out  the  stars, 
When  winds  from  heaven  and  waves  from  earth 

make  wars, 

And  mad-brain’d  saylors  all  the  decks  o’erwhelme, 
The  pilot  (sadly  sitting  at  the  helme) 

Better  directs  the  ship,  where  it  should  goe, 

Than  all  their  wilde  endeavours  can ; even  so, 
When  through  the  world’s  darke  stormes  to  heaven 
we  tend, 

One  quiet  pilot  (sitting  at  the  end), 

One  thought  of  death  our  course  more  right  doth 
guide 

Than  all  the  vain  workes  of  our  life  beside. 

WILLIAM  AUSTIN.  Certayne  Devout , Godly,  and  Learned 
Meditations , Jan,  x6,  1633. 

* 

1916  Patient  in  hope,  thy  load  of  life  sustain  ; 

To  souls  resign’d  ’tis  torment  to  complain  ; 

Think  on  the  glorious  recompence  on  high, 
Contented  live,  and  you’ll  contented  die. 

JOHN  BOWDEN. 

■fr 

1917  It  has  always  been  my  care  to  be  ready  when 
God  calls. 

ABRAHAM  BUCHOLTZER.  died  1584 

* 

.1918  Art  thou  troubled  to  dye  alone  and  leave  so 
many  behind  thee  ? Remember  to  what  a great  company 
thou  art  going,  and  that  those  whom  thou  hast  left  alive 
must  of  necessity  follow  thee,  and  that  so  speedily  that 
they  may  be  said  to  dye  with  thee  and  bear  thee  company. 
The  fates  are  always  at  work ; suffer  none  to  transgress 
their  limits.  This  is  an  unalterable  law  : ’Tis  appointed  for 
all  men  once  to  dye. 

CARDAN.  1683. 
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1919  Fear  death  ? to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat. 

The  mist  in  my  face, 

When  the  snows  begin,  and  the  blasts  denote 
I am  nearing  the  place, 

The  power  of  the  night,  the  press  of  the  storm. 
The  post  of  the  foe  ; 

Where  he  stands,  the  Arch  Fear  in  a visible  form, 
Yet  the  strong  man  must  go: 

For  the  journey  is  done,  and  the  summit  attained. 
And  the  barriers  fall, 

Though  a battle’s  to  fight  ere  the  guerdon  be  gained. 
The  reward  of  it  all. 

I was  ever  a fighter,  so — one  fight  more, 

The  best  and  the  last 

I would  hate  that  death  bandaged  my  eyes,  and 
forbore 

And  bade  me  creep  past. 

No!  let  me  taste  the  whole  of  it,  fare  like  my  peers 
The  heroes  of  old, 

Bear  the  brunt,  in  a minute  pay  glad  life’s  arrears 
Of  pain,  darkness,  and  cold. 

For  sudden  the  worst  turns  the  best  to  the  brave. 
The  black  minute’s  at  end, 

And  the  elements  rage,  the  fiend  voices  that  rave 
Shall  dwindle,  shall  blend, 

Shall  change,  shall  become  first  a- peace,  then  a joy, 
Then  a light;  then  thy  breast, 

O thou  soul  of  my  soul ! I shall  clasp  thee  again, 
And  with  God  be  at  rest! 

ROBERT  BROWNING. 

* 

1920  There  is  no  reason  that  any  man  should  expect 
life  from  Christ  when  he  dies,  that  hath  no  care  to  keep 
faith  with  Christ  while  he  lives. 

JOSEPH  COOPER.  1663. 


Digitized  by  v^ooQle 


WORDS  OF  comfort: 


563 


1921  Prepare  to  part  with  life  willingly;  study  more 
how  to  die  than  how  to  live : if  you  would  live  till  you  are 
old,  live  as  if  you  were  to  die  when  you  are  young.  Let 
us  remember  that  death  approaches,  taking  large  strides 
towards  us. 

WELLINS  CALCOTT. 

* 

1922  The  righteous  hath  hope  in  death,  and  when 
he  is  killed,  even  by  God’s  owne  hand,  can  say  with  Job, 
“Though  Hee  slay  mee,  yet  will  I trust  in  Him.”  And 
because  Hee  knoweth  that  though  Death  bee  able  to 
separate  his  soule  from  the  body,  yet  it  is  not  able  to 
separate  him  from  the  love  of  God  in  Christ. 

JOHN  DOWNAME.  A Treatise  0/  Secnritie.  162a. 

* 

1923  Whatsoever  we  do,  we  are  passing  on  our  way, 
and  we  do  not  know  how  short  it  is  unto  the  gate  which 
leadeth  to  etemitie.  At  the  last  houre  of  our  life,  death 
shall  bring  us  unto  this  gate  and  compell  us  to  enter.  Let 
us  therefore  so  live  as  if  we  were  alwayes  expecting  death, 
that  if  it  shall  please  God  at  any  time  to  visit  us  with 
sicknesse,  the  forerunner  of  death,  we  may  entertain  it 
cheerefully  and  beare  it  patiently,  lifting  up  our  eyes  unto 
Christ  hanging  upon  the  crosse,  the  true  and  perfect  pattern 
of  patience. 

DREXELIUS  Upon  Etemitie.  Translated  by  RALPH  WINTERTON. 

1636. 

* 

1924  What  is  this  lyfe  but  ane  straucht  way  to  deid, 
Whilk  has  a time  to  pass  and  nane  to  dwell; 
A sliding  wheel  us  lent  to  seek  remeid  ; 

A free  choice  given  to  Paradise  or  Hell ; 

A prey  to  death,  whom  vain  is  to  repell; 

A short  torment  for  infinite  glaidness, 

As  short  ane  joy  for  lasting  heaviness. 

WILLIAM  DUNBAR. 
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1925  The  height  of  Christian  perfection  is,  to  be  duly 
prepared  to  die. 


ERASMUS. 


1926  If  my  work  is  done,  I think  I can  say,  I am 
ready  to  go.  In  the  language  of  the  proverb,  I have 
already  one  foot  in  the  stirrup,  and  am  willing  to  mount 
and  be  gone  as  soon  as  my  heavenly  Father  pleases. 


MADAME  DE  LA  MOTHE  GUYON. 


1927  For  more  than  forty  years  I have  so  ruled  my 
life  that  when  death  comes  I might  face  it  without  fear. 


SIR  HENRY  HAVELOCK. 


1928  They  that  have  once  been  with  Jesus  long  to 
be  with  Him  again  ; they  are  willing  to  die.  When  in 
a good  frame  they  desire  death,  that  they  may  be  with 
Him  to  all  eternity. 


PHILIP  HENRY. 


1929  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die.  Whoever 
you  are,  you  must  die ; and  you  know  not  when  you  may 
die : perhaps  after  some  years ; perhaps  in  a few  days ; 
perhaps  to-morrow ; perhaps  to-day.  After  death  comes 
the  judgment.  When  your  life  is  ended,  you  will  have 
to  appear  before  the  tribunal  of  the  Sovereign  Judge,  there 
to  receive  a sentence,  the  consequences  of  which  will  be 
eternal.  You  believe  these  things.  At  least  you  are  not 
a professed  infidel.  Judgment,  final  sentence,  eternity,  are 
not  empty  words  to  you,  but  most  terrible  realities.  This 
being  so,  my  question  to  you  is,  Can  you  die  in  peace  ? 

ADOLPHE  MONOD. 


1930  Destiny  has  decreed  all  men  to  die  ; but  to  die 
well  is  the  particular  privilege  of  the  virtuous  and  good. 

PALMER’S  COLLECTION. 
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1931  Let  us  therefore  turn  unto  God  with  all  our 
hearts  and  amend  our  lives  in  all  expedition  and  haste ; 
and  then  verily  the  plague  shall  not  hurt  us;  the  devil 
himself  and  all  his  hellish  angels  shall  never  be  able  to 
harm  us ; for  Christ  shall  be  unto  us  life,  and  death  shall 
be  unto  us  advantage;  for  it  shall  be  the  door  whereby 
we  shall  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God. 

JOHN  NOYES,  Member  for  Caine.  Letter  to  his  Wtft, 
about  the  year  1604. 

* 

1932  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Head,  Saviour,  and 
Representative  of  His  Church,  passed  out  of  our  world  to 
glory  in  the  very  same  way  that  we  must.  His  body  and 
soul  were  separated  by  death,  so  that  it  is  a consecrated 
path.  It  has  been  trodden  over  and  over.  Multitudes,  even 
millions  of  millions  of  millions,  have  gone  to  heaven  before 
us.  Some  of  them  have  so  spoken  of  Christ,  so  praised 
Him,  so  triumphed  in  Him,  when  the  cold  sweat  of  death 
has  been  upon  them,  that  they  have  proved  fully  they 
found  no  evil  in  death — it  had  no  sting.  The  death  of 
Christ  is  the  death  of  death.  He  that  believeth  on  Him 
hath  everlasting  life. 

PIERCE. 

* 

1933  A good  life  till  death,  and  a good  death  after 
a good  life,  are  the  best  means  to  attain  an  eternal  happy 
life  in  heaven.  As  death  leaveth  thee,  so  will  judgment 
find  thee. 

W.  PERKINS.  1687. 

* 


1934  If  I were  trusting  to  myself  in  any  way,  I might 
indeed  tremble  at  the  whistling  of  every  bullet,  and  dread 
being  summoned  in  an  instant  before  the  judgment-seat 
of  Christ:  but  I can  see  no  cause  of  alarm,  even  at  the 
very  moment  when  soul  and  body  are  about  to  separate, 
with  the  crimson  cross  full  in  view. 

CAPTAIN  HEDLEV  VICARS. 
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1935  Death’s  as  the  dawning  of  that  happy  day 

Where  without  setting  shines  the  etemall  sun, 
Wherein  who  walk  can  never  never  stray ; 

Nor  fear  they  night  who  to  the  dayward  run. 
There’s  rest  eternall  for  thy  labours  rife  ; 

There’s  for  thy  bondage  boundless  liberty ; 

There  when  death  endeth  she  begins  thy  life, 
And  where’s  no  more  time,  there’s  eternity. 

PIERRE  MATHIEU. 

* 

1936  Life  is  short,  my  dear  cousin  ; this  is  the  con- 
solation of  the  wretched,  and  the  grief  of  the  happy  and 
prosperous,  though  all  arrive  at  the  same  goal. 

MADAME  DE  SEVIGNf. 

* 

1937  In  this  life  we  are  all  hastening  on  the  road  to 
the  same  inn  ; in  which  one  is  already  lodged,  another  is 
coming  in  after  him,  a third  hastening : one  end  will  receive 
us  all. 

ST.  BASIL. 

* 

1938  Now,  therefore,  seeing  to  die  is  so  necessary,  and 
to  die  well  is  so  Christianlike,  let  every  one  apply  himself 
soberly  to  this  learning,  as  the  greatest  part  of  true  wisdom. 

CHRISTOPHER  SUTTON. 


1939  The  Christian’s  life  is  a circle  of  sorrows:  but 
death  will  be  the  funeral  of  his  sorrows,  and  the  resurrec- 
tion of  his  joys. 


swinnock. 


1940  There  are  two  things  of  great  importance  to  us ; 
viz.  to  live  well,  and  second  to  die  well ; to  live  as  we 
should,  and  to  die  as  we  would  ; to  live  according  to 
God’s  direction,  and  to  die  according  to  our  own  heart’s 
desire. 

DR  WHICHCOTE’S  Aphorism 
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1941  When  thou  feelest  thy  sufferings  weighty  and 
thy  shoulders  weak,  thy  pressures  great  and  thy  patience 
small,  thy  body  languishing,  thy  soul  fainting,  thy  faith 
failing ; how  will  thy  spirit  be  distempered,  and  thy  peace 
disturbed;  thy  heart  will  be  ready  to  fret  against  the 
Lord;  thou ’It  be  angry  as  Jonah,  even  to  the  death:  to 
see  death  looking  thee  in  the  face  when  thou  least  looked 
for  it,  and  the  evil  day  nearest  when  thou  puttest  it 
farthest  from  thee : and  now  thy  slumberings  and  wander- 
ings will  be  set  in  order  before  thee,  and  thou  hast  neither 
set  thy  house  or  heart  in  order  before  the  Lord : and  now 
the  Judge  standeth  at  the  door  to  call  thee  to  an  account, 
and  thou  hast  not  made  up  thy  reckonings  for  many  a day ; 
thy  time  misspent,  thy  stock  spent ; thy  experiences  lost, 
thy  evidence  to  seek : O how  discontented  will  thy  disap- 
pointed heart  be  at  such  a day ! 

GEO.  SCORTRETH,  Preacher  of  the  Gospel  in  Lincoln. 

A Warning  Piece  for  the  Slumbering  Virgins.  1669. 

* 

1942  Go,  silly  worm,  drudge,  trudge,  and  travell, 
Despising  pain  ; 

So  thou  must  gain 

Some  honour  or  some  golden  gravell ; 

But  death  the  while  (to  fill  his  number) 

With  sudden  call 
Takes  thee  from  all 

To  prove  thy  daies  but  dream  and  slumber. 

JOSH.  SYLVESTER. 

* 

1943  The  pangs  of  death  to  believers  are  but  the 
pangs  of  travail  by  which  they  are  born  into  glory. 

REV.  THOS.  WATSON.  1633. 

* 


1944  Death  is  the  dropping  of  the  flower  that  the 
fruit  may  swell. 


HENRY  WARD  BEECHER 
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Evil  sees  in  death’s  low  valley 
Deepening  shadows  dread : 

Good  espies  the  heavenly  morning 
Breaking  overhead. 

Evil  meets,  beyond  the  valley, 
Shapes  of  darkness  grim : 

Good,  with  angel  sisters  soaring, 
Chants  a parting  hymn. 

Evil,  frantic,  upward  gazing, 

Sees  a despot's  throne: 

Good,  exulting,  sees  the  Father 
Welcoming  His  own. 


G W LIGHT. 


Time  is  earnest, 

Passing  by: 

Death  is  earnest, 

Drawing  nigh. 

Sinner,  wilt  thou  trifling  be  ? 
Time  and  death  appeal  to  thee. 


INDEPENDENT. 


1947  The  end  approaches.  As  you  turn  over  these 
leaves,  so  are  your  days  turned  over ; and  as  you  are  now 
arrived  at  the  end  of  this  book,  God  will  shortly  write  finis 
to  the  book  of  your  life  on  earth. 
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